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CHAPTER I 

THK KTX(;’s PLEASAITNC^: 

“*ir N the beginning,” so we are told, ‘^God made the heavens 
X and the earth.” 

The stategiertt is simple^ a^jd terse ; it is evidently intended 
to be wholly comprehensive. Its decisive, almost abrupt tone 
would seem to forbid either question or argument. The old- 
world narrator of the sublime event thus briefly chronicled 
was a poet of ,tio mean quality, though moved by the natural 
conceit of man *to give undue importance to the earth as his 
'own particular habitation. The perfect confidence with which 
he explains ‘ God ’ as making ‘ twef great lights, the greater 
light to rule the day.^the Igsser light to rule the night,’ is 
touching tc the flerge of pathos ; and the additional remark 
which he throws in, as k were casually, — ‘ He made the stars 
also,’ canirjt but move us tq admiration. How childlike the 
simplicity of the soul which could so venture to deal with the 
inexplicable and tremendous problem of the Universe ! How 
self-centred and sure tjje faith which could so arrange the 
work of Infinite and Eternal forces to suit its own limited* 
intelligence,! ft 'is easy and naturll to believe that ‘ God,’ 
of an everlasting Power of Goodqpss ^nd Beauty called by 
that -name, * created the heayefts and the earth, ’wbut one is 
often*tempted to think that afli altogether different and rival 
elemqpt must havfe been concerned in the making of Man. 
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For the heavens and the earth are harnjonious ; f^an is a 
discord. And not only is he a discord in himself,<’but he 
takes pleasure in producing and mukiplyingWiscords. Often, 
with tbd least possible amount of education, and on the 
slightest provoration, he mentally sets Hinlsclf, and his trivial 
personal opinion on ren^iion, morals, and govornmc u, drt ' 
direct opposition to the immmable laws of the Universe, 
the attitude he ahsumes iow;?^ds the niy.sU ritnjs* Cause and 
Original Source of Life is nearly always one of three 
contradiction, negation, or defiance. From tlie hrst to the 
laSrk“ torments himself with inventions to outwit or subdue 
Nature, and in the end dies, utterly defeated. His civilisations, 
his dynasties, his laws, his manners, his customs, are all doomed 
to destruction and oblivion as completely as an ant-hill whrcii 
exists one night and is trodden down the next. Forever and 
forever he works and plans in vaip ; forever and forever Nature, 
the visible and active Spirit of God, rises up and crushes her 
puny rebel. 

There must be good reason for this ceaseless waste of 
human life, — this constant and steady obliteration of man's 
attempts, since there can be no Effect without Cause. It is, 
as if like children at a school, >ve were set a certain sum^to do, 
and because we blunder foolishlv over it and add it up to a 
wrong total, it is again and again wnped off the blackboard, 
and again and again re-written for our more caieful considera- 
tion. Possibly the secret of our failure to conquer Nature hes 
in ourselves, and our owm obstinate tendency to wo.k in only 
one groove of what we term ‘advancement,’ — namely our 
material self-interest. Possiijly we might be victors if we vrould, 
even to the very vanquishment of Death ! 

• So many of us think, — and so thought one man of sovereign 
influence in this world’s affairs as, seated on the terrace of a 
Royal palace fronting^- se^jvard, he pondered hiis own lifers 
problem for* perhaps the thoifsa^dth time. 

“What is the use of thinking?” asked a wit at the court of 
Louis XVI. “ It only intensifies the bad opinion you hi^ve of 
others, — or of yourself ! ” 
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He foi^d this saying true. Thinking is a pernicious habit 
in whicjj very great personages arc not supposed to indulge ; 
and in his younger days he had avoided it. He had allowed 
^ the time take him as it found him, and had gone with it 
unresistingly wherover it had led. It was the best way ; tlie 
<^isest way ; the way Solomon found* most congAiial, despite 
itSend in * vanity and vexation of 5]pirit.’ *But with the passing 
of the year* a veil had been dij^pcd over that p5th of roses, 
» hidin^it aitogetlier from his sight ; and another veil rose inch 
by inchT)efore Trim, disclosing a new and less joyous prospect 
oil which he was not too-well-pleased to look. 

The sea, stretching out in a broad shining expanse opposite 
to •him, sparkled danoingly in the warm sunshine, and the 
si^Qwy sails of many yachts and plcaSuic-boats dipped now 
and again into the glittering waves like white birds skimming 
over the tiny flashing fq^m-crests. Dazzling and well-nigh 
blinding to* his eyes were tlie burning glow and exquisite 
radiance of colour which seemed melted like gold and sapphire 
into that bright half-circle of water and sky, — beautiful, and 
full of a dr5am-like evanescent quality, such as marks all the 
loveliest scenes •and impressions of our life on eajth^ There 
• was ^ subtle scent of violets in the* air, — and a gardener, 
cutting sheafs of narcissi from the odges of the velvety green 
banks which rolled away in Smooth undulations upward from 
the terrace to the wider extenf of the Palace pleasaunce beyond, 
scjLLtered such perfume Y'ith his snipping shears as might have 
lured another Proserpine from Hell. Cluster after cluster of 
white blooms, carefully selected for the adornment of the 
Royal* apartments, he laid beside him on the grass, not pre- 
suming to look in the direction where that other Workman in 
fhe ways of life sat silent and absorbed in thought. That 
other, in his oVo long-practised manner, feigned not to be 
aware of hiidependant’s proximity, — awd in this fashion they 
twain — human beings made of the same clay andjfclegated to 
the ^ame dust — gave sport toi the Fates by playing at Sham 
with Ht%ven and themselves. Custom, law, and all tli« 
paraphernalia of civilisation, had set the division and marked 
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ibe boundary Itctwot'n them, — had forbidden thealesser in 
worlds milk to sfK^k to the graiier, unless the greater began 
corwetsalion - had equally forbidden llie grtvUcr to speak to 
Orve lessor lost such condescension should inflate tfic lesser's 
vanity so nnich as to make him lAmoxious to bis fellows. 
Tims, —of two men, who, If left to nature would have b(jprr< 
merely men, and sincere cnougli at that, — man himself IiSid^ 
made two 'pretenders, — the as gardener, the other as — 

King ! The white narcissi lying on the grass, and prepaying to 
die sweetly, like sacrificed maideivvictims of the flower-world, 
could turn true faces to the God who made them, — but the 
men at that particular moment of time had no real features 
ready for God’s inspection, — only masIcD. 

‘^C'est mcui metier d’etre Roi !” So said one of the m;\ny 
dead and gone martyrs on the rack of sovereignty. Alas, poor 
soul, thou would’st have been ha{,)j)ier in anyr .other * metier * 

I warrant! For kingship is a profesj>ion which cannot be 
abandoned for a change of humour, or cast aside in light 
indifference and independence because a man is bored by it 
and would have something new. It is a routine and drudgery 
to which some few are born, for which they are prepared, to 
w'hich they must devote their sjmn of life, and in whiqji they 
must die. “ How shall •rwe pass the day ? ” asked a weary 
Roman emperor, “ I am even tired of killing my enemies ! ” 

‘ Even ' that 1 And the strangest part of it is, that there are 
people who would give all their freedom and peace of mind^to 
occupy for a few years an ujacasy throne, and who actually live 
under the delusion that a monarch is happy ! 

The gardener soon finished his task of cutting the narcissi, 
and though he might not, without audacity, look at his 
•Sovereign-master, his Sovereign-master looked at him, furtivelj, 
from under half-closed eyelids, watching Inm as he bound the 
blossoms together cai*-:fully, with the view of giving as litile 
* trouble as j^ossible to those whose duty it would be to arrange 
them for the Royal pleasured His work done, he Walked 
quickly, yet with a certain humble stealthiness, — thus Udinitting 
his consciousness of that greater presence than his own, — down 
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a broad garden w^ilk beyond the terrace towards a private 
entrance to the Palace, and there disappeared. 

^ The King was left alone, — or apparently so, for to speak 
truly, he vfes never alone. An equerry, a page-in-waiting, — or 
what was still more commonplace as well as ^ominous, a 
^detective, — lurked about him, ever pear, ever ready to spring on 
«anj" unknown intruder, or to answer his slightest cajl. 

♦ But to thfe limited extent oft^e solitude allowed to kings, 

* this m«u^ was a]pne, — alone for a brief space to consider, as he 
h^d informed his secretary, certain documents awaiting his 
particular and private perusal. 

'Jlie marble pavilion in which he sat had been built by his 
father, the latching, for his own pleasure, when pleasure was 
tScifte possible than it is now. Its slender Ionic columns, its 
sculptured friezes, its painted ceilings, all expressed a gaiety, 
grace and iKiadty gone frf>n^ the world, perchance for ever. ^ 
Open on three sides to the living picture of the ocean, crimson 
and white roses clambered about it, and tall plume-like mimosa 
shook fragrapee from its golden blossoms down every breath 
of wind. The<pstly table on which this particular M^esty of 
a nation occasionally wrote his letters, would, if* sold, have 
kept aiilittle town in food for *a year, — the rich furs at his feet 
would have b.ought bread tor^ hundre*ds of starving families, — 
and every deh'cious rosi that»nodded its dainty head towards 
him with the br^'^eze would have given an hour^s joy to a sick 
chttd. Socialists say this kind of thing with wildly eloquent 
fervour, arfd blame all kings -in passionate rhodomontade for 
the tables, the furs and the roses, — but they forget — it is not 
the sad and weary kings who care for these or any luxuries, — 
they would be far happier without them. It is the People 
who insist on having kings that shopld be blamed, — not the 
monarchs thernserves. A king is merely the people’s Prisoner 
o^ State, — tliey chain him to a throne, — they make him clothe . 
himself in sundry fantastic forms of attire and Exhibit his 
person tlyis decked out, for their pleasure, — they calculate, 
often *vith greed and grudging, how much it will cost to feed 
him and keep him in proper state on the national premises, 
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that they may use him at their will,— but th»y seldonfor never 
seem to remember the fart that there is a Man behind th6 King ! 

It is not easy to govern nowadays, since there is no real 
autocracy, and no strong soul liliely to (Teatc one/’ Put the 
original idea < of sovereignty v.as graiid and wise ; — the stiongest 
man and bravest, raised" aloft on shields and bucklers 
warrior cries of approval from^lhe peoj)!e who voluntarily chc>se-i 
him as their leader in battie,^ -their utmost Head of affairs. 
Progresf has demolished this ideal, with many others. -itjually 
fine and inspiring; and now all kings are so, by rieht of descent 
merely. Whether they be infirm or palsied, weak or wise, 
sane or crazed, still are they as of old elected ; only no mpre 
as the Strongest, but si,mp]y as the Sign-posts Qf a traditional 
bygone authority. ^ 

This King however, here written of, was not deficient in 
either mental or physical aitribiiteS. His oiuwa»‘d look and 
bearing betokened ium as far more fit to be lifted in triumph 
on the shoulders of his battle-heroes, a real and visible Man, 
than to play a more or less cautiously inactive; part in the 
modern^ dumb - show of Royalty. Well - bui\t ' and muscular, 
with a compact head regally poised on broad shoulders, and ^ 
finely formed features which indicated in their firm modelling 
strong characteristics of' pride, iJndomitable resolution and 
courage, he had an air of rare^ and reposeful dignity which 
made him much more impressive an a personality than many 
of his fellow-sovereigns. His expression was neither foolish 
nor sensual, — his clear dark grey^eyes were sane anti steady in 
their regard and had no tricks of shiftiness. As an ordinary 
man of the people his appearance would have been distinctive, 
— as a King, it was remarkable. 

He had of course beep called handsome in his childhood, 
— what heir to a Throne ever lived that was not beautiful, 
to his nurse at least? -and in his early youth iie had been 
grossly flafleied for his cleverness as wcJl as his good , looks. 
Every small attempt at witticism, — every j^)oor joke^^he could 
invent, adapt or repeat, was laughed at approvingly in a 
chorus oi admiration by smiiking human creatures, male and 
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female, fho bow(?d and bobbed up" and down before the 
lad lik^ strange dolphins disporting themselves on dry land. 
Whereat he grew to despise the dolphins, and no fonder. 
When he^was about seventeen or eighteen he began to ask 
odd questions of one of his preceptors, a leaflfjed |nd cere- 
'monious personage who, considering the extent of his- cer- 
I tmcated wisdom, was yet so singularly servile of habit and 
disposition* that he might ha^v®* won a success on the stage 
as Toa^y in a burlesque of Court life. He ,was a 

pale, thin old man, with a wizened face set ^11 back amid 
wisps of white hair, and a scraggy throat which asserted its 
working muscles visibly whenever he spoke, laughed oj took 
food. His wjy of shaking hands expressed his moral dabbi* 
.fi&ss in the general dampness, looseness and limpness of the 
act, — not that he often shook hands with his pupil, for though 
that pupil was' only a bdy piade of ordinary flesh and blood 
like other boys, he was nevertheless heir to a Throne, and 
in strict etiquette even friendly liberties were not to be too 
frequently Jaken' with such an Exalted little bit of humanity. 
The lad himaelf, however, had a certain mischievous delight 
in making him perform this courtesy, and being young and 
vigowus, would often squeeze the old gentleman’s hesitating 
fingers in his strong clasp ^so enefgetically as to cause him 
the severest pain. Sjpden^ qf many philosophies as he was, 
the worthy pedagogue would have cried out, or sworn profane 
oaths in his agony, had it been any other than the ‘Heir- 
Apparen^’ who thus made, him# wince with torture, — but as 
matters stood, he merely smiled — and bore it. The young 
fascai of a prince smiled too,— taking note of his obsequious 
hypocrisy, which served an inquiring mind with quite as good 
a field for logical speculation as any problem in Euclid. 
And he went oft with his questions, — questions, which if not 
puzzling, were at least irritating ^oii|;h to have secured him 
a raj) on the knuckles frongi his tutor’s cane, hari he been a 
grocer’s lad instead of the dldest son of a Royal house. 

“•Professor,” he said on one occasion, — “ What is man ? ”• 

“Man,” replied the professor sedately, “is an intelligent 

A - ^ I • . > * 
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’ and reasoning being, evolved by naturalj)nict se.s u|(',valion 
into his present condition of sii[)rouLU7.” ^ • 

‘'What is Supremacy?'’ 

**The*state of being above, or supcrioi lo, ; of the 

animal creation.” 

“ And is he so superior? 

“He is generally so admitted.” 

“ Is my father a man ? ” *• 

“ Assuredly ! The question is suj^rfluous.’ ^ 

“ \V\\at makes him a King ? ” 

“Royal Vu\n and ibe boTcdilaty right to his gv./.at vosUumv” 
"/Ibvn jY nun is in a cnndttion of suprcmtiry ov< r th ■ rest 
of creation^ a king is more than a min if hejs allowed to 
rule men ? ” * •* 

“Sir, pardon me’ — a king is not more than a man, but 
men choose him as their ruler ^>ecau.se he is ‘woflhy.” 

“In what way is he worthy? Simply beaiu.se he i.s born 
as I am, heir to a throne ? ” 

“Precisely.” 

“ He might be an idiot or a cripple, a fool oj a coward, — 
he would still be King ? ” 

“ Most indubitably.” „ 

“ So thaf if he were a madman^ he would continue to hold 
supremacy over a nation, though his gro^om might be sane ? ” 
“Your Royal Highness pursues the (juestidn with an unwise 
flippancy ; ” — remonstrated the professor with a pained, forcod 
smile — “ If an idiot or a mgdmari were unfortunate)/ born to 
a throne, a regency would be appointed to control state affairs, 
but the heir would, in spite of natural incapability, remaip 
the lawful king.” 

• “A strange sovereignty!” said the young prince carelessly,' 
“And a still stranger pktience in the people who would 
tolerate it ! Yet over 'all jnen, — kings, madmen/ and idiofe 
alike, — there is another ruling* fqrce, called God?” 

“ There is a force,” admitted tlie professor dubiously — “ Put 
in- the present forward state of things it \^ould not’ be^ safe 
to attempt to explain the nature of that force, and for the 



THE KING'S PLEASAUNCE 9' 

benefit cf Jiie iI14eratc masses we call it God. A national 
worshiiDtof something superior to themselves has always been 
proved pol Uc ancf necessary for the people. I have not at any 
^ time resolt^ d myself as to why it should be so ; but so it is.” 

“ Then man, despite his ‘ supremacy ’ must ha^e something 
*m;^rc supreme than himself to keep hin] in order, if it be 
^oS^y a fetish wherewith to tickle his imagination?” suggested 
the prince nvith a touch of salire, — “ Even kings must bow, 

• or pr^gpd to bow, to the King of kings?” 

“Sir, you have expressed the fact with felicity;” replied 
the professor gravely — “His Majesty, your august father, 
attends public worship with punctilious regularity, and you 
are accustomed to accompany him. It is a rule which you 
find necessary to keep in practice, as an example to your 
subjects when you are called upon to reign.” 

The young man raised fiif^ eyebrow’s deprecatingly, with a 
slight ironical smile, and dropped the subject. But the 
learned professor as in duty bound, reported the conversa- 
tion to his pupifs father ; with the additional observation that 
he feared, he yery humbly and respectfully feared, ^at the 
developing min3 of the prince appeared undesirably disposed 
*towar^ discursive philosophies, which were wholly unnecessary 
for the position he was destined to txrcupy. Whereupon the 
King took his son to t^sk oij the subject with a mingling of 
kindness and hunftur. 

“Do not turn philosopher!” he said — “For philosophy 
will not SOP much content yoy with life, as with death ! Phil- 
osophy will chill your best impulses and most generous 
eijthu^iasms, — it will make you over-cautious and doubtful 
of your friends, — it will .cause you to be indifferent to women 
iti the plural, but it will hand you over, a w’eak and helpless 
victim to the woman, — when hhe*comes, — as she is bound 
to* come. There is no one so hqj^elAssly insane as a phil- 
osopher in love ! Love w’orneiT, but not n womati ! ” 

“In so doing I should follow the wisest of examples, — 
yours,^ Sfi*!” replfed the prince with a familiarity mor6 
^ tender than audacious, for his father w^as a man of fine 
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presence and fascinating manner, and knej^’' well tl|e extent 
of his power to charm and subjugate the fairer sex,t-“But 
I have a fancy that love, — if it exists any\fhere outside the 
dreams of the poets, — is unknown to kings.’^ # 

The monarch bent his brows frowningly, and his eyes were 
full of a deep and bijtter melancholy. ^ - 

“ You mistake ! ” he said s]o^^iV — Love, — and by that narfTc 
I mean a wholly different ihingtrrom Passion, — comes to khigs 
as to commoners, — Init whereas the commoner may it if 
he can, the king must reject it But it comes, — and leaves a 
blank in the proudest life when it goes ! ” * 

He turned away abruptly, and the conversation was not 
again resumed. But when he died, those who prepared his 
body for burial, found' a gold chain round his^ neck, holding 
the small medallion portrait of a woman, and a curl of soft* 
fair hair. Needless ro say the ,po'/trait was not^that of the 
late Queen-Consort, ^vho had died some years before her 
Royal spouse, nor was the hair hers,— but when they brought 
the relic to the new King, he laid it back with* his own hands on 
his father’s lifeless breast, and let it go into the grave with him. 
For, being no longer the crowned Servant of tbe State, he had 
the right as a mere dead man, to the possession of his love-secret. ' 
So at least thought hi's son zyid successor, who at times 
was given to wondering whether if, Ijke his father, he had 
such a secret he would be able to keep it.*as closely and as 
well He thought not. It would be scan'ely wT^rth whjje.' 

It can only be the greatest love that is always silent, — and in 
the greatest, — that is, the ideal and self-renouncing k)ve, — he 
did not believe ; though in his own life’s experient.e he ha{i hei^n 
given a proof that such love is possible to women, if not to 
men. When he was about twenty, he had loved, or had 
imagined he loved a girl,— a pretty crcatiirL, who did not 
know him as a prince jjll, but sin.ply as a colKige studedt. 
He used §) walk with her hand in hnnd through the fields 
by the river, and gather wild flowers for her to wear in her 
little white bodice. She had shy soft cyefe, and a timi;d, yet 
trusting look, full of tenderness and pathos. Moved by a 
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romantict sense of# honour and chivalry, he promised to marry 
her, and thereupon wrote an impulsive letter to his father 
informing him of his intention. Of coarse he was summoned 
home frdin college at once, — he was reminded of his high 
destiny — of the Throne that would be his if^he lived to 
'o<K:upy it, — of the great and serious responsibilities awaiting 
jhlhi, — and of how impossible it was that the Heir-Apparent to 
the Crown ^nould marry a cominoner. 

“Wbvnot?” he cried passionately — “If she be good and 
Ime she is as fit to be a queen as any woman royally born ! 
She is a queen already in her own right ! ” 

But while he was being argued with and controlled by all 
the authorities concerned in king’s business, his little sweet- 
herself put an end to the matter. Her parents told 
her all unpreparedly, and with no doubt unnecessary harshness, 
the real position of th(f cpllcgc lad with whom she had 
wandered in the fields so confidingly ; and in the bewilderment 
of her poor, little broken heart and puzzled brain, she gave 
herself to the river by whose flowering banks she had sworn 
h(!r maiden vows, — though she knew it not, — to her futig-e King ; 
and so, drowning her life and love together, made a piteous 
exit 4rom all difficulty. Before she went forth to die, she 
wrote a farewell to her Royjil lovef, posting the letter herself 
on her way to the rivei^ and,Jby the merest chance he received 
it without a spy’5 intervention. It was but one line, scrawled 
ii>a round youthful hand, and blotted with many tears. 

“ Sir — •--my love ! forgive me I ” 

It would be unwise lo say what that little scrap of ill- 
formed writing cost the heir to a throne when he heard how 
she had died, — or how he raged and swore and wept. It was 
*thc first Wrong forced on him as Right, by the laws of the 
realm ; an(J lie was young and generous and honest, and not 
liardened U? those laws them, 'riiiiir fliiquity and godlessness, 
appeared to him in plain .ugly colours undisgi#3cd. Since 
that time he had perforce fallen into the habit and routine of 
his i^ocfeccssors, though he was not altogether so ‘constitu- 
tional ’ a sovereign as his father had been. He had something ^ 
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of the spirit of one who had occupied his thjrone five ^undred 
years before him ; when strength and valour and wit anfi bold- 
ness, gave more kings to the world than c^e by heritage. 
He did unconventional things now and then ; to thr grief qf 
flunkeys, and the alarm of Court parasites. But his kingdom 
was of the South, where hot blood is recognised and excuscfi, 
and fiery temper more admired than censured, and where, — jfu 
far as social matters went, — his* word, whether kind, cold, or 
capricious, was sufficient to lead in any direction that large 
flock of the silly sheep of fashion w'ho only exist to eat, and to 
be eaten. Sometimes he longed to throw himself back into 
bygone centuries and stand as his earliest ancestor stood, 
sword in hand, on a height overlooking the battle-fiei'd, 
watching the swaying rush of combat, — the glitter of speaks 
and axes — the sharp flight of arrows — the tossing banners, the 
grinding chariots, the flying dust and' carnage of men ! There 
was something to fight for in those days, — there was no 
careful binding up of wounds, — no provision for the sick or 
the mutilated, — nothing, nothing, but ‘ Victory or Death ! * 
How much grander, how much finer the old fierce ways of 
war than now, when any soldier wounded, may write the 
details of his bayonet-scratch or bullet-hole to the cheap Press, 
and the surgeon prys about with Rontgen-ray paraphernalia 
and scalpel, to discover how mucfi or how little escape from 
dissolution a man’s soul has had in the shoek of contest with 
his foe ! Of a truth these are paltry edays ! — and paltry days 
breed paltry men. Afraid qf sicl^ness, afraid of detth, afraid 
of poverty, afraid of offences, afraid to think, afraid to speak, 
Man in the present era of his boasted ‘progress^ resembles 
nothing so much as a whipped child, — cowering under the 
outstretched arm of Heaven and waiting in whimpering terror 
for the next fall of the scourge. And it is ‘ on ^ this point 
especially, that the moifhrclj who takes part in this Tinhesitating 
chronicle oi certain thoughts *ai\d movements hidden out of 
sight, — yet deeply felt in the unfler-silenccs of the time, — may 
cluim to be unconventional ; — he was afraid of nothSng,-^not 
even of himself as King ! 



CHAPTER II 

.\|^\JESTY CONSIDERS AND RESOLVES 

T he little episode of his first love, combined with his 
ungovernable fury and despair at its tragic conclusion, 
had of course Jhe natural result commqp in such a case, to the 
of all who are destined to occupy thrones. A marriage 
was ‘ arranged ’ for him ; and pressing reasons of state were 
urged for the- quick enf5rc<iment and carrying out of the 
‘arrangement,^ The daughter of a neighbouring potentate 
was elected. to the honour of his alliance, — a beautiful girl 
with a palcj^cold’ clear-cut face and brilliant ey(‘s, whose smile 
penetrated th» ^oul with an icy chill, and whose veiy move- 
ment, noiseless and graceful as it was, reminded one irresistibly 
of sldfvly drifting snow. Sh(j Avas attended to the altar, as he 
was, by all the ministers ai]^ plenipotentiaries of state that 
could possibly be gathq^ed together from the four quarters of 
the globe as wni nesses to the immolation of two young human 
lilies on the grim .sacrifickil stone of a Dynasty; and both prince 
and princess accepted their /ate with mutually silent and civil 
resignation. Their portraits, set facing each other with a silly 
sttiile, or taken in a linked arm-in-arm attitude against a 

S alatial canvas baekground, appeared in every paper published 
iroughout the^ world, and every scribbler on the Press took 
special paigs to •inform the easily deluded jmblic that the 
Koyal union thus consummated wa« ‘a romantic love-match.’* 
For the People still have heart and conscience,— fl:he People, 
taken in the rough lump of ^lumanity, still believe in love, 
in faith, in the &ear sweetness of home affections. The 

politicians who make capital ouc of popular emotion, know 
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this well enou^i^h, — and arc caivful lo li'iuf of their 

own personal interest upon tlie eanuil of N; ■ mj.i'i St^itiinent 
in every stump oration. For liow Icrrihld :l 'would hr if 
the People of any land learned to judi^e thcir i)ir:#:]icrs and 
teachers by the lines of fact alone I Inasmuch as fart would 
convincingly prove \o them that their leaders ]>rospcred apd 
grew rich, while they stayed poor; and they might takc^o^ 
puzzling out reasons for this hadequacy which wftuld inevit- 
ably cause trouble. Far this, and divers other motives j^olitic, 
the rosy veil of sentiment is always delicately flung more or 
less over every new move on the national debating-ground,— 
and whether marriageable princes and princesses love or 
loathe each other, still, when they ceftne to wed, the words 
‘romantic love-match’ must he thrown in by an obliging 
PretiS in order lo satisfy the tender scruples of a people who* 
would certainly not abide the thought of a Royal marriage 
contracted in mutual aversion. 'Fbus much soundness and 
right principle there is at least, in what some superfine persons 
call the ‘common ’ folk, — the folk whose innermost sense of 
truth and straightforwardness, not even the i)roivdest statesman 
dare outrage. ^ 

But with what unuttered and unutterable scorn the ycyathful ' 
victims of the Royal pairing accepted the newspaper-assur- 
ances of the devoted tendernep they entc^rtained for each 
other : 'With what wearied impatience both jftrince and princess 
received the ‘Wedding Odes ’and ‘Jipithalamiiims,’ written 
by first-class and no-class versifiers for the occasion ! What 
shoals of these were cast aside unread, lo occupy the darkest 
dingiest corner of one of the Royal ‘ refuse ’ libraries 1* Tl?e 
writers of such things expected great honours, no doubt, each 
and evcTy man-jack of them.— but apart from the fact thal 
the greatest literature has always lived wklvjut any official 
recognition or endowfnenf from kings,— being hi itself the 
supremest Sovereignty, — poets *and rhymesters afike never seem 
to realise that no one is, or cafl be, so sickened by an ‘Ode’ 
as the man or woman lo whom it is written I ^ 

The brilliant marriage ceremony concludtd, the august 
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bride anfl ^ridcgrpom look their departure, amid frantically 
cheering ci )wds, for i\ stately castle standing high among the 
mountaiji". a tniTy magnificent pile, which had been placed 
at their disposal for the ‘honeymoon,’ by one of the wealthiest 
of the King’s subjc^cts, — and there, as soon gs equerries, 
grc)oms-in-waiting, flunkeys, and ev^ry othqr sort of indoor and 
.oihdoor retainer would consent to leave th(im alone together, 
the Royal H’ife came to her R#yal husband, and asked to be 
allowed to speiik a few words on the subject of their marriage, 
‘for the first and last time,’ said she, with a straight glance 
from the cold moonlight mystery of her cyxs. Beautiful at 
all times, her beauty was doubly enhanced by the regal 
attitude and gxpressioh she unconsciousiy assumed as she 
Aide the reqaejst, and the jmnee, critically stiulying her form 
and features, could not but regard himself as in some respects 
rather partipukirly favoufed^ by the political and social 
machinery which had succeeded in persuading so fair a 
creature to resign herself to the doubtful destiny of a throne. 
She had laid aside her magnificent bridal-robes of ivory satin 
and cloth-of-gojd, — and appeared before him in loose draperies 
of floating white, with her rich hair unbound and rippling to- 
’ her kiiees. ' 

“ May I speak ? ” she muripured, rftid her voice trembled. 

“ Most assuredly !”— he reylied, half smiling — “ You do me 
too much honour 1[:)y requesting the permission ! ” 

•As he spoke, he b(‘%ved profoundly, but she, raising her 
eyes, fixed*them full upon hipi wiih a strange look of mingled 
pride and pain. 

,“ljo not,” she said, “let us play at formalities ! Let us he 
honest with each otlier for lo-night at least ! All our life 
fogether must from henceforth be more or less of a mas- 
querade, byt let -us for to-night be as true man and true 
wSman, and^frankly face the position info which we have been 
thrust, not by ourselves, but by others.” • 

Profoundly astonished, the (irince W’as silent. lie had not 
thougjit iSiis girl of nineteen possessed any foice of characteft 
or any intellectual power of reasoning. He had judged lier as 
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no doubt glad to become a great princcjps and f possible 
future queen, and he had not given her credit for an j finer or 
higher feeling. * 

“ Yoii know,” — she continued — “you must surelf know — ” ^ 
here, despite the strong restraint she put upon herself, her 
voice broke, and her slight figure swayed in its white drapepes 
as if about to fall. She looked at him with a sense of 
tears in her throat, — tears of S^ihich she was aslianK^d,-*- ^or she 
was full of a passionate emotion too strong for weej^ng — a • 
contempt of herself and of him, too great for meTe clamour. 
Was he so much of a man in the slow thick density of Ins 
brain she thought, as to have no instinctive perception of her 
utter misery? He hastened to her- and tried to take her 
liands, but she drew herself away from him and sank down in 
a chair as if exhausted. 

“You are tired T’ he said kindly^— “The tedious ceremonial 
— the still more tedious congratulations, — and the fatiguing 
journey from the capital to this place have been too much for 
your strength. You must rest ! ” 

“It is not that!” — she answered — “not that^l I am not 
tired, — ^but — but — I cannot say my prayers to-night till you 
know my whole heart 1 ” . * 

A curious reverence and pity moved him. All day long he 
had been in a state of resentful irritation, — he had loathed 

f ( • 

himself for having consented to marry this5girl without loving 
her, — he "'‘ad branded himself inwardly as a liar and hypocrite 
when he had sworn his n^arriage vows ‘before God,’ whereas 
if he truly believed in God, such vows taken untruthfully were 
mere blasphemy ; — and now she herself, a yoting thing 
tenderly brought up like a tropical flower in the enervating 
hot-house atmosphere of Court life, yet had such a pure, deep 
consciousness of (jod in her, that she actuary could not pray 
with the slightest blik* of a secret on her soul K He waited 
wonderingfy. 

“I have plighted my faith to^you before God’s altar to-day,” 
she said, speaking more steadily, — “becTfiise after -long and 
earnest thought, I saw that there was no other way of satisfying 
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the* two ifitions to which we belong, and cementing the friendly 
relation# between them. There is no woman of Royal birth, — 
so it has been pointed out to me--iW’ho is so suitaljle, from 
a politicaf point of view, to be your wife as I. It is for the 
sake of your Throne and country that^you must n^rry — and I 
a^ God to forgive me if I have c|pne wrong in Ills sight by 
iWedding yr)ii simply ff)r duty’s s^kc. My father, j5f)ur father, 
and all who are connected wifti our two families desire our 
unionj* and^ ha^' assured me that it is right and good for me 
give uji ruy life to yours. All women’s lives must be 
martyred to the laws made by men, — or so it seems to me, — I 
car\not exj.ect to escape from the general doom apportioned to 
my sex. I tht^efore a< cept the destiny, which transfers me to 
ybff as a piece of human properly for possession and command, 
— I accept it frefe'ly; but I will not say gladly, because that 
would not he true. J^br f ck) not love you, — I cannot love 
ygu ! 1 w^anl you to know' that, and to feel it, that you may 

not ask from. me what I cannot give.” 

"liierc ,vvcry no tears in her eyes ; she looked at him straightly 
and steadfastly?^ He, in his turn, met her ga/e fully , — his face 
had paled a little, and. a shadow of pained regret and 
conmf^scration darkened his li:mdsome features. 

“ You love soinejne else ?» he askeb, softly. 

She rose from her 4:hair ^ind confronted him, a glow of 
passionate pride flashing hcr-^chceks and browL 

No ! ” she said — “I ^fould not be a traitor to you iR so much 
as a thougfit ! Had I lov'jd <inyofte else I w^ould never have 
marrie^ you, — no ! — thoiigli you had been ten times a prince 
ami king ! No ! You do not understand. I come to you 
heartwhole and passionle.ss, without a single love- word 
chronicled in n;y girlhood’s history, ^r a single incident you 
may not know. Fhave never loved any man, because from my 
very childhood I have hated and feared aTl men I I loathe their 
presence — their looks — their voices — their mannefk, — if one 
should touch my hand in ordinary courtesy, my instincts are 
offencied and revolted, and the sense of outrage remains 
with me for days. My mother knows of this, and says I am 
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‘unnaturaV’— it may be so. l*ut unnatiinj notjjit Js the 
truth; judge therefore the e\iont of the i '-TiHre 1 |riakc to 
God and our two countries in giving myself you ! ’ 

The prince stood amazed and confoundeii. Did^slv' rave? 
Was she mi^d? He studied her with a curioiiSj hali-doubting 
scrutiny, and note4 the*composurc of her altitude, the i^ld 
serenity of her expression,— there was evidently no hysterfa,^ 
no sur-excitation of nerves atiiut this calm statueftejue beauty 
which in every line and cur\'e of loveliness sUently nuatinied 
against him, and desj^ised him. Puzzled, yet fascinated, he 
sought in his mind for some clue to her meaning. 

“ There are women ” she went on — “ to whom love, or W'hat 
is called Jove, is necessary, — for 'ivhonl marriagre is the utmost 
good of existence. I am not one of these. Had I my tf\fn 
choice I w’ould live my life aw'ay from all men, — I w'ould let 
nothing of myself be theirs to rlaifm, — I would give all I am 
and all I have to God, who made me what I am. For truly 
and honestly, without any affectation at all, I look upon 
marriage, not as an honour, but a degradation ! 

Had she been less in earnest, he might have smiled at this, 
but her beauty, intensified as it w^as by the fervour of her 
feeling, seemed transfigured into something quite super^natural 
which for the moment difzzled hjm. 

“ Am I to understand — ” he ^egan.^ 

She interrupted him by a swift gestufe, while the rich 
colour swfept over her face in a warm ^’ave. 

“ Understand nothing ”-#she ^id, — “ but this — that I do not 
love you, because I can love no man ! For the rest 1 am your 
wife ; and as your wife I give myself to you and your nation 
wholly and in all things — save love ! ”• 

He advanced and took her hands in his. 

“ This is a strange bargain ! ” he said, and gentry kissed her. 

She answ'ered nothing, t— only a faint shiver trembled throiigh 
her as she endured the caress* For a moment or two he 
surveyed her in silence, — it wa.*? a singular and novel experience 
Tor him, as a future king, to be the laWul possissqj* of a 
woman’s beauty, and yet with all his sovereignty to be unable 
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to wakei:^o.ie thrill of tenderness in the frozen soul imprisoned 
in siicli ( xqiiisitc flesh and blood. He was inclined to 
disbelieve lier aseertions,— surely he thought, there must be 
emotion, ^ueling, passion in this fair creature, who, thbugh she 
seemed a goddess newly descended from inaccessible heights 
of heaven w^as still only a woman ? • And upon \he whole he 
yfis not ill-pleased with the curioui? revelation she had made of 

* herself. preferred the cold|iess of women to thtir volcanic 

eruptions, and would take more pains to melt the snow of 
reserve than to*add fuel to the flame of ardour. 

• “You have been very frank with me,” he said at last, after a 
pause, as he loosened her hands and moved a little apart from 
hci — “ And wlic ther your physical and r ental hatred of my 
is a defect^in your nature, or an exceptional virtue, I shall 
■tiot quarrel with it. I am myself not without faults ; and the 
chiefest of these is one nv)st common to all men. I desire 
w’hat I may hot have, and covet >vhat I do not possess. So 1 
We understand each other ! ” 

She raised her. eyes — those beautiful deep eyes with the 
moonlight giimour in them, — and for an instant the shining 
Soul of her, ]itre and fearless, seemed to spring up and 

• challenge to spiritual combal: him who w'as now her body^s 
master. Then, bending her head with a graceful yet proud 
submission, die retired. * 

From that time*forth* she flever again spoke on this, or any 
other subject ot an intimate or personal nature, w^ith her Royal 
spouse. (i!old as an iceberg, pure^as a diamond, she accepted 
both wifehood and mothcihobd as martyrdom, wdth an evident 
contempt for its humiliation, and ivithout one touch of love 
for either husband or children. She bore three sons, of w^hom 
llie eldest, and heir to the throne ivas, at the time this history 
begins, just tWepty. 'llie passing *01 the years had left 
saarcely a tface upon her beauty, save 4o increase it from the 
sparkling luminance of a star to»the glory of a full-<ybed moon 
of loveliness, — and she had easiily ivon a triumph over all the 
other wewnen around her, in the power she possessed to 
command and retain the admiration of men. She w’as one of 
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those brilliant creatures who, like the Egyptian Cleopatra, 
never grow old, — for she was utterly exempt from thtjvrasting 
of the nerves through emotion. Her eyes ^'ore always bright 
and clear; her skin dazzling in its whiteness, save*where tthe 
equably flowing blood flushed it witli tenderest rose, — her 
figure remained svelte, lithe and graceful in all its outlirjes. 
Finely strung, yet strong' as steel in her temperament, <ill 
thoughts, feelings and events seemed to sweep over her 
without aflecting or disturbing her mind’s calm equipoise. 
She lived her life with extreme simplicity, regularity, and 
directness, thus driving to despair all would-bc scandal-monger's ; 
and though many gifted and famous men fell madly in love 
with their great princess, and often, in the extremity of a 
passion which amounted to disloyalty, slew themselves for, her 
sake, she remained unmoved and pitiless. 

Her husband occasionally fcltHsoinc compassion for the 
desperate fellows who thus immolated themselves on tlie High 
Altar of her perfections, though it must be admitted that he 
received the news of their deaths w'ith tolerable equanimity, 
knowing them to have been fools, and as such, belter out of the 
world than in it. During the first two or three years of his 
marriage he had himself been somewhat of their dispositiqp, and’ 
as mere man, had tried by every peans in his power to w^in the 
affection of his beautiful spouse, and to melt the icy barrier which 
she, despite their relations wdth each other, had resolutely kept 
up between herself and him. He had made the attempt, not 
because he actually loved her, but simply because* he desired 
the satisfaction of conquest. Finding the task hopeless, he 
resigned himself to his fate, and accepted her at the cosjly 
valuation she set upon herself ; though for pastime he would 
often pay court to certain ladies of easy virtue, with the vague 
idea that perhaps the spifit of jealousy might enter that cold 
shrine of womanhocG inhere no other demon^ could foice 
admission, ♦and w^ake up the passions slumbering within. But 
she appeared not to be at alf aware of his many and open 
gallantries ; and only at stray moments, whein her frosty flashing 
glance fell upon him engaged in some casual flirtation, would 
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a suddem smarting sense of injury make him conscious of her 
contempt. 

But he could* reasonably find no fault with her, save 
the fault* of being faultless. She was a perfect hostess, 
and fulfilled all the duties of her exalted ppsition with 
adjuirable tact and foresight, — she was. ever busy in the 
, performance of good and charitable deeds, — s^e was an 
excellent mbllier, and took thep utmost personal care that her 
sons should be^ healthily nurtured and well brought up, — she 
never interfered in any matter of state or ceremony, — she 
simply seemed to move as a star moves, shining over the 
earth but having no part in it. Irresponsive as she was, she 
nevertheless compelK^d admiration,— her husband himself 
tldlnired her, but only as he w-ould have admired a statue or 
a painting. For his was an impulsive and generous nature, 
and his marriage had kepf hj^ heart empty of the warmth of 
love, and his home devoid of the light of sympathy. Even 
his children had been born more as the sons of the nation 
than his own, — he was not conscious of any very great 
affection for them, or interest in their lives. Andjhe had 
sought to kindle at many strange fires the heavenly love-beacon 
whicW should have flamed its living glory into his days; so it 
had naturally chanced that jie had* spent by far the larger 
portion of his time on ^he persuasion of mere Whim, — and as 
vastly infciior woAen to his wife had made him spend it. 

JBut at this particular juncture, when the curtain is drawn up 
on certain* scenes and incidents in his life-drama, a change 
had been effected in his opinions and surroundings. For 
eighteen years after his marriage, he had lived on the first step 
of the Throne as its next heir ; and when he passed that step 
Jnd ascended the Throne itself, he seemed to have crossed 
a vast abyss of •distance between *the Old and the New. 
Behind him1:he Past rolled away lik^ a^cloud vanishing, to be 
seen no more, — before him arose the dim vista ^ wavering 
and uncertain shadows, which ho matter how they shifted and 
chang^id,— no mattfer how many flashes of sunshine flickered 
through them, — were bound to close in the thick gloom of the 

• • No 
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inevitable end, — Death. This is what he was chieflf thinking 
of, seated alone in his garden-pavilion facing the# sea on 
that brilliant southern summer morning, — tfiis, — and with the 
thought came many others no less sad and dubious*- such as 
w^hether for.-example, his eldest son might not already be 
eager for the crown? — wbether even now, llu>ugh he l»^d 
only rcigr^ed three years, his people w’cre not n ore or» 
less dissatisfied under his rul^ ? 

His father, the late King, ii ul died suddenly, — sp siiMenly 
that there was neiliier help nor hope for him among tl;ie 
hastily summoned physicians. Stricken numb and speechless, 
he kept his anguished eyes fixed to tlie last iij)on his son, as 
one who should say — “Alas, and to tliee also,, falls this curse 
of a Crow’n ! Once dead, he was soon forgotten, — the p(Ai^ 
of the Royal obsequies merely made a gala-day for the light- 
hearted Southern populace, who hailed the accession of their 
new" King w*ith as much gladness as a child, w'ho, having 
broken one doll, straightway secures another as good, if not 
better. As Heir- Apparent the succeeding sovereign had won 
great f^pularity, and was much more generally beloved than 
his father had been, — so that it w\is on an extra high wave of 
jubilation and acclamation that 'he and his beautiful oonsort 
were borne to the Throne. c 

Three years had passed since then ; ,and so far his reign had 
been untroubled by much difticulty. Difficulty there was, but 
he w^as kept in ignorance of it, — troubles were brooding, but 
he was not informed of them. 7’hings likely to be disagreeable 
were not conveyed to his ears, — and matters w^hich, had he been 
allowed to examine into them, miglit have aroused his indigna- 
tion and interference, were diploma lically hushed up. He was 
known to possess much more than the limited intelligence 
usually apportioned to kings; and certainly*, as his tutor had 
said of him in his youfli, be was dangerously “ disposed towa^s 
discursive philosophies."' He* was likewise accredited with a 
conscience, which many diplomats consider to be a w^holly un- 
desirable ingredient in the moral composUion of a reigning 
monarch. Therefore, those who move a king, as in the game 
‘ « 
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of chess, ^ne square at a time and no more, — were particularly 
cautious^ as to the ‘way* in which they moved him. He had 
shown himself difficult to manage once or twice ; and interested 
^ persons ccmld not pursue their usual course of self-aggtandise- 
ment with him, as he was not susceptible to flattery. He had 
a ^ay of asking stiaight questions, and what wa^ still worse, 
e3!^)ecting straight answers, such as politicians never give. 

Nevertheiess he had, up to the^jjresent, ruled his cdhduct very 
► much<)n the line^- laid down by his predecessors, and during 
his brief reign Rad been more or less content to passively act 
in all things as his ministers advised. He had bestowed 
honours on fools because his ministers considered it politic, — 
he had given his forinaU consent to the imposition of certain 
on his people, because his minfsters had judged such 
taxes necessary, — in fact he had done everything he was 
expected to do, and nothi»g that he W'as not expected to do. 
He had not taken any close personal thought as to whether 
such and such a political movement was, or was not, welcome to 
the spirit of the nation, nor had he weighed intimately in his 
own mind flie various private interests of the members of 
his Governmenf, in passing, or moving the rejection ^of, any 
* important measure affecting the well-being of the community at 
large. And he had lately, — perhaps Jthrough the objectionable 
‘discursive philosophies’ before mentioned, — come to consider 
himself soniewb.at*jof a stuffeef Dummy or figure-head ; and to 
wgnder what would be tlje result, if with caution and prudence, 
he were tm act more on his own^ initiative, and speak as he 
often thought it would be wise and well to speak ? He was 
but fdtty-tive years old, — in the prime of life, in the plenitude 
of health and mental vigour, — was he to pass the rest of his 
flays guarded by detectives, flunkeys and physicians, with never 
an independent’ word or action throughout his whole career to 
nftirk him Man as well as Monarchy? ♦Jay, surely that would 
be an insult to the God who ijhade him ! But t^e question 
which arose in his mind anm perplexed him was, How to 
begin^? ^low, aft^T passive obedience, to commence resist- 
ance ? How to break through the miserable conventionalism, 
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the sordid commonplace of a king’s surroundings? For it 
is only in mcdhvva) fairy-tales that kings aiv j>einiitti!d lo he 
kingly. ' 

Yet, fdespitc custom and usage, he was detennined to 
make a new departure in the annals of imjdun sovereignty. 
Three yearsTof continuous slavery on the trc'admill of tl)c 
Throne had been sufficient to make him thirst for freedpln, 
— ^freedom^-of speech, — freedom of amnion. He ^ had tacitly' 
submitted lo a certain niinibiry because he had been assured 
that the said ministry was popular, — hut latt^f/ly, Tumours of 
discontent and giievance had reached him,— albeit indistinctly 
and incoherently, — and he began to be doubtful as to whether 
it might not be the Press which supported the existing state 
of policy, rather than the People. The Press He began to 
consider of what material this great power in his country was 
composed. Origijially, the Press all countries, was intended 
to be the most magnificent institution of the civilr'sed world, — 
the voice of truth, of liberty, of justice — a voice which in its 
clamant utterances could neither be bribed nor biassed to 
cry out false nenvs. Oiiginally, such was meant to be its 
missiorh; — but no^yadays, wdiat, in all honesty and frankness, 
is the Press ? What w^as it, for example, to this king, who . 
from personal knowledge^ was able to practically estimafe and 
enumerate the forces w hich con^•olled it thus : — Six, or at the 
most a dozen men, the propri'.itors jfnd editors of different 
newspapers sold in cheap millions to the people. Most of 
these new^spapers wene formed into* Mjompanies ’p, and fhe 
managers issued ‘shares’ m the fashion of tea merchants 
and grocers. False news, if of a duly sensational diameter, 
would sometimes send up the shares in the market, — trtie 
information would equally, on occasion, send them dowq 
These premises granted# might it not follosv. that for new^s- 
paper speculators, the^lmlse would often prove n^ore lucraiitve 
that the True? And, <?oncerning the persons w'ho wrote 
for these newspapers, — of wf^it calling and election were 
they ? Male and female, young and old, they were ^generally 
of a semi-cducated class lacl.'ing all distinctive ability,— men 
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and worn# 11 who vere, on an average, desperately poor, and 
despciratdy dissatisfied. ''J'o earn daily bread they naturally 
had to pjc-ase the* editors set in authority over them ^ hence 
► their cxprtShsed views and opinions on any subject could only 
be counted as nil^ being written, not independently, but under 
th^ absolute control of their employers. ^ Thus meditating, 
Ihl King summed up the total of nis own mental ^argument, 
and found •that the vast sounding ‘power of the Press’ so 
'far as Jiis own dominion was concerned, resolved itself into 
the mere trade monopoly of the aforesaid leading dozen men. 
What he now proposed to himself to discover among other 
things, was, — how far and how truly these dozen tradesmen 
voiced the mind of the People over whom he was elected to 
r«gn ? Here was a problem, and one not easy to solve. But 
what w'as very plain and paramount to his mind was this, — 
that he was thoroughly sicl^ ayd tired of being no more than 
a ‘ social * figure in the world’s affairs. It was an effeminate 
part to play. It was lime, he considered, that he should 
intelligently try hi.'^ own strength, and test the nation's quality. 

“If there is corruption in the state,” he said to himself, “ I 
will find its centre ! If I am fooled by my advisers then I 
•will lit fooled no longer. With whatsoever brain and heart 
and reason and understanding the Fates have endowed me, 
I will study the wa>s^the movements, the desires of my 
peoijle, and proved. m\ ^elf their friend, as well as their king. 
Suppose they misundori^and me? — ^Vhat matter! — Let the 
nation riseitigainst me an’ it will, to that I may, before I die, 
prove myself worthy of the mere gift of manhood 1 To-day” — 
an^, rTsing from his chair, he advanced a step or two and 
faced the sea and sky with, an unconscious gesture of invocation ; 
‘•]"o-day shall be the first day of my real monarchy ! To- 
day I begin to*roign! The past is ^ast, — for eighteen long 
ycflrs as prinPe and heir to the throve !• trifled away my time 
among the follies of the hour, ai^ laughed at the eas^ purchase 
I could make of the assumed ^lonour’ of men and w’omen ; 
and I enjfiyed the •liberty and license of my position. Sinc(5 
^ then, for three years I have been the prisoner of my Parliament, 
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— but now — now, and for the rest of the tu:ie granted t() me 
on earth, I will live my life in the belief tlt;ii its rid(^le must 
surely pieet with God’s own explanation.* To me it has 
become evident that the laws of Nature makr for Truth and 
Justice; whiJethe laws of man are framed on deception and 
injustice. The two.sets of ]aws contend one against the otl^r, 
and the finite, after foolish^ and vain struggle, succumbs ^o, 
the infinite, — better therefore, ^o begin with the iiffinite Order 
than strive w’ith the finite Chaos ! I, a mere ejrthly sovereign, 
rank myself on the side of the Infinite, — and will work for 
Truth and Justice with the revolving of Its giant wheel ! ^fy 
people have seen me crowned, — but my real Coronation is 
to-day — when I crown ^myself with my •own resolve I” 

Ills eyes tlashed in the sunshine ; — a rose shook its jiirtk 
petals on the giound at his feet. In one of the many pleasure- 
boats skimming across the sea^ a^nan was singjng ; and the 
words he sang floated distinctly along on the landward wind. 

“ Let me be thine, O love, * 

]Uit for an hour I 
I yield my heart and soul ^ 

Into thy power, — 

Let me be thine, 

O Love of mine, 

but for un houv I” . 

The King listened, and a faint shadow darkened the proud 
light on his face. ^ 

“ ‘But for an hour ' he said half aloud — “ Yes, — h would 
be enough ! No w oman's love lasts longer ! " 
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A n approaching step echoing on the marble terrace warned 
him that he was no longer alone. He re-scatcd him- 
self at his writing table, ^nd feigned to be deeply engrossed 
in^ gerusing vaftous documents, but a* ready smile greeted 
the intruder as soon as he perceived who it was, — one Sir 
Roger de Launay, his favoiyite equerry and intimate personal 
friend. 

“Time’s up, is it, Roger?” he queried lightly, — then as the 
equerry bowed ip respectful silence — “ And yet I have 
scarcely glancfed at these papers ! All the same, I have not 
been idle — I havC been thinking.” • 

• Sir ^ogor dc Launay, a tall handsome man, with an indefin- 
able air of mingled good-nature and lijssitude about him which 
suggested the possibility of Ris politely urging even Death 
itself not to be soiniuclf of a ^ore about its business, smiled 
doubtfully. 

“ Is it a yise procedure, Sir?” he enquired — “Conducive to 
comfort I mean ? ” 

'^rhc^King laughed. 

“No — 1 cannot say that it is! Hut thought is a tonic 
\'v4hch sometimes restores a man’s enfeebled self-respect. I 
was beginning to lose that particular •condition of health and 
sanity, RogSr ' — my self-respect was ^becoming a flaccid 
muscle — a withering nerve ; — bitf a little thought-ejercise has 
convinced me that my mental/sincws are yet on the whole 
strong ! ” • • 

Sir floger offered no reply. His eyes expressed a certain 
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languid wonderment ; but duty being paramount witR him, and 
his immediate errand being to remind his Sovereij^n of an 
appointment then about due, lie began to 'collect the writing 
materials scattered about oji the table and put th^n together^ 
.for convenient removal The smile on the King's face 
deepened as he watched him. • 

“You do not answer me, De Launay,” — he resumed, “"^fou 
think perhaps that I am talking in parables, and that my mind 
has been persuaded into a metaphysical and rapbling cofidition* 
by an hour’s contemplation of the sunlight on the sea ! But 
come now! — have you not yourself felt a longing to break 
loose from the trammels of conventional routine, — to be set 
free from the slavery of answering aitother’s Ijeck and call, — 
to be something more than my attendant and friend ” « 

“ Sir, more than your friend 1 have never desired to be ! ” 
said Sir Roger, simply. , ^ 

The King extended his hand with impulsive quickness, and 
Sir Roger as he clasped it, bent low and touched it with his 
lips. There was no parasitical homage in the act, for De 
Launa;^ loved his Sovereign with a love little known at courts ; 
loyally, faithfully, and without a particle of self-seeking. He 
had long recognised the nobility, truth and courage* which 
graced and tempered thb disposition of the master he served, 
and knew him to be one, if pot tlye only, monarch in the 
world likely to confer some lasting benefit on his people by 
his reign. 

“I tell you,” pursued the King, “that there is sbmething in 
the mortal composition of every man which is beyond mortality, 
something which clamours to be heard, and seen, and proved. 
We may call it conscience, intellect, spirit or soul, and attribute 
its existence to God, as a spark of the Divine Essence, btt 
whatever it is, it is in every one of us ; and there comes a 
moment in life whed it #riust flame out, or be quenched for- 
ever. TKat moment has con\e to me, Roger, — that something 
in me must have its way ! ” 

“ Your Majesty no doubt desires the imf)ossible ! — ^id Sir 
Roger with a smile, “ All men do, — even kings ! ” , 
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“‘Eveft kings!*’* echoed the monarch — “You may well 
say ‘ ev|n ’ kings I What are kings ? Simply the most 
wronged and miserable men on earth ! I do not myself put 
^in a specif claim for pity. My realm is small, and my people 
are, for aught I can learn or am told of them, confuted. But 
otlyr sovereigns w'ho are my friends* and neighbours, live, as 
it^ere, under the dagger’s point, — with dynamite at^ their feet 
and pistols ^t their heads, — alltfor no fault of their own, but 
•for thfli faults of a system which they did not formulate. Con- 
spirators on the threshold — poison in the air, — as in Russia, 
for example I — where is the joy or the pride of being a King 
nowadays ? ” 

“Talking of poison, ’**said Sir Roger blandly, as he placed 
tliejast document of those he had collected, neatly in a leather 
case and strapped it — “ Your Majesty may perhaps feel inclined 
to defer giving the promised audience to Monsignor Del Fortis 
of the Society of Jesus ? ” 

“By Heaven, I had forgotten him!” and the King rose. 
“This is what you came to remind me of, Roger? He is 
here?*' * ^ ^ 

De Launay bowled an assent. 

• “ Wipll 1 We have kept a- messenger of Mother Church 
w^aiting our pleasure — and noj for the first time in the annals 
of history 1 But wdiy do^you associate his name with poison ? ” 

“ Really. Sir, thefconnection is inexpUcable, — unless it be the 
mejnory of a religious le»son-book given to me in my child- 
hood. It ^as an illustrated treasufe, and one picture showed 
me the Almighty in the character of an old gentleman seated 
plr^cidlj on a cloud, smiling ; — while on the earth below, a 
priest, exactly resembling. this Del Fortis, poured a spoonful of 
something, — poison — or it might have been boiling lead — 
down the thi oat* of a heretic. I rentember it impressed me 
vei^ much w^ith the goodness of God.i’ • 

He maintained a whimsical Gravity as he spok(f and the 
King laughed. 

“ D(; lAunay, yefU are incorrigible ! Come ! — we will go* 
^within and see this Del Fortis, and you shall remain present 
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during the audience. That will {yivt* you a^('lianre improve 
your present impression of him. I understand he is a very 
brilliant and leading member of his Orderf— likely A be tlic 
next Vfcar-General. I know his errand, — the pupefs concern-| 
ing his business are there — and he waved his hand towards 
the leather *case Sir Rdfeer had just fastened — “Bring them 
with you ! ’’ * • ^ 

Sir Roger obeyed, and th<^ King, stepping fo«th from the 
pavilion, w’alked slowly along the terrace, walehiyg thei 
sparkling sea, the flowering orange-trees liftffig tiieir slender 
tufts of exquisitely scented bloom against the clear blue of the 
sky, the birds skimming lightly from point to point of foliage, 
and the white-sailed yachts di])ping gracefully as the ocean 
rose and fell with evciy >vild sweet breath of tfi'e scented wind. 
Pausing a moment, he presently took out a field-glass and 
looked through it at one of the finest and fairest of these 
pleasure-vessels, which, as he surveyed it, suddenly swung 
round, and began to scud away Nvestward. 

“ The Prince is on board ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, Sir,” replied Dc Launay — “ His Rcfyal Highness 
intends sailing as far as The Islands, and reliiaining there till 
sunset.” 

V 

“ Alone, as usual ? ” . 

■j- 

“As usual, Sir, alone, save for his captain and crewL” 

The King walked on in sifence ior a*minute. Then he 
paused abruptly. 

“ I do not like it, De Launay ’ ” — he said decisively — “ I do 
not like his abnormal love of solitude. Books are all very 
well — poetry is in its way excellent, — music, as w'e are told ‘ hath 
charms * — but the boy broods too much, and stays away too 
muth from Court. What woman attracts him ? ” 

Sir Rogers eyes oj)eiSed wide as the King turned suddenly 
round upon him with this question. '' 

“Wonsan, Sir? I know? of none. I’he Prince is but 
twenty ” 

• “At twenty,” .said the King, — “boys bvc — theevrong girl 
At thirty they marry — the wrong woman. At forty they meet 
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the only true and, fitting souVs companion, — and cry for the 
moon till the end I My son is in the first stage, or I am much 
mistakei? — he loves — the wrong girl ! ” 

% He walked on, — and De Launay followed, with a vague sense 
of amusement and disquietude in his mind. What had come 
to Jjis Royal master, he wondered? His ordinary manner had 
changed somewhat, — he spoke witR less than the customary 
formality, aftd there was an ^^pression of freedom and 
• author^y, combined with a touch of defiance in his face, that 
was altogetRer new to the observation of the faithful equerry. 

* Arrived at the Palace, and passing through one of the long 
and spacious painted corridors, lit by richly coloured mullioned 
windows from end to end, the King came face to face with a 
lady in-waiting Carrying a large cluster of Madonna lilies. She 
drew aside, with a deep reverence, to allow him to pass ; but he 
stopped a moment, looking«at ^the great gorgeous white flowers 
faint with fragrance, and at the slight retiring figure of the 
woman who held them. 

** Are these for trhe chapel, Madame ? ” he asked. 

No, Sir ! * For the Queen.” 

‘ For the Que*en ! ’ A quick sigh escaped him. He still 
•stood,«caught by a sudden abstraction, looking at the dazzling 
whitenCsSs of the snowy bloomy and thinking how fittingly they 
would comppnion his beautiful^ cold, pure Queen-Consort, who 
had never from heft marriage-day uttered a word of love to him, 
or given him a glance of Jtenderness, Th»;ir rich odours crept 
into his w:frm blood, and the bit^r old sense of unfulfilled 
longing, — longing for affection, for comprehension, for all that 
he had*not possessed in his otherwise brilliant life, — vexed and 
sickened him. He turned away abruptly, — and the lady-in- 
vAiting, having curtsied once more profoundly, passed on with 
her glistening sheaf of bloom and disappeared vision -like in a 
gltftm of azifre light falling througl^ orffe of the further and 
higher casements. The Kingiw^atched her disaj^ear, the 
meditative line of sadness stilf puckering his brow, — then, 
follovrtjd Ify his eqiltirry, he entered a small private audience-’ 
^chamber, where Sir Roger de Launay notified an attendant 
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gentleman-usher that his Majesty was* ready fo receive 
Monsignor Del I'ortis. ^ 

During the brief interval occupied in waifing for liis visitor s 
approach, the King selected certain papers from friose whici/ 
Sir Roger had brought from the garden-pavilion and placed 
them in order on the table. , 

“ For ^he past six months,” he said — “ 1 have had (his 
Jesuit’s name before me, and have been in tw(!nty minds a 
month about granting or refusing what his Society demands. 
The matter has been discussed in the Press, too, with the usual 
pros and cons of hesitation — but it is the People 1 am thinking 
of — the People ! — ^and I am just now in the humour to satisfy a 
Nation rather than a Church ! ” * ^ 

t r, 

J)e Launay said noibing. His opinion was iiot asked. * 
“It is a case in which the temporal overbalances the 
spiritual,” continued the King^ — AVhich plainb' proves that 
the spiritual must be lacking in some essential point somewhere. 
For if the spiritual were always truly of God, then would it 
always be the strongest. The (question which brings Monsignor 
Del F^ortis here as special emissary of the Vicar-6eneral of the 
Society of Jesus, is simply this ; Whether or no a certain site 
in a particularly fertile tract of land belonging chiefly#to the 
Crown, shall be granted Vo the Jesuits for the purpose of build- 
ing thereon a church and monastery with schools attached. It 
seems a reasonable request, set forth an apparently 

religious intention. Yet more than forty petitions kave been 
sent in to me from the inhabitants of the towns *hnd villages 
adjacent to the lands, imploring me to refuse the concession. 
By my faith, they plead as eloquently as though asking 'deliver- 
ance from the plague ! It is a curious dilemma. If I grant 
the^ople’s request I anger the priests ; jf I satisfy the prieSts 
I anger the people.” * * 

“ You mentioned *1 discussion in the Press, ^Sir — ” hirfted 
Sir Roge^ I 

“Oh, the Press is like a weathercock — it turns whichever 
'way the wind of speculation blow's. One day it is another 
•against.’ In this particular case it is diplomatically indifferent, ^ 
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except in tone or t;wo cases where papal money has found its 
way into the newspaper offices.” 

At lhal momenip the door was flung open, and Monsignor 
JDel Fortis^was ceremoniously ushered into the presence of 
his Majesty. At the first glance it was evident that De 
Launay had reasonable cause for a^ociating the mediaeval 
priCstly torturer pictured in his eSrly lesson-book with the 
unprepossessing personage now i^iftoduced. Del Fortis was a 
^rk, resentful-looking man of about sixty, tall and thin, with 
a long cadaVleroifs face, very strongly pronounced features and 
sirfall sinister eyes, over which the level brows almost met 
across the sharp bridge df nose. His close black garb but- 
toned to the chin, outlined his wiry angular limbs with an 
algHjSt painful dfstinctness, and the lean •right hand which he 
pHaced across his breast as he bowed profoundly to the King, 
looked more like the shrunken hand of a corpse than that of a 
living man. ^he King observed him attentively, but not with 
favour ; while thoughts, strange, and for him as a constitutional 
monarch audacious, began to move in the undercurrents of his 
mind, stirring ^im to unusual speech and action. Sir Roger, 
retiring to the fu^-thest end of the room stood with his back 
tigains^, the door, a fine upright soldierly figure, as motionless 
as though cast in bronze, though his* eyes showed keen and 
sparkling life as they rested on his Royal master, watching his 
every gesture, as wejl as ?very lightest movement on the part 
of Ijis priestly visitor. ^ 

“You arei welcome, Monsignor D^l Fortis,” — said the King, 
at last breaking silence. — “To save time and trouble, I may 
tell yoft that I need no explanation of the nature of your 
business.” 

•The Jesuit bowed with an excessive humility. * 

“ You wish mb .to grant to your Society,” continued the 
monarch — “tVat portion of the Crown kinds named in your 
' petition, to be held in your undisputed possession fpr a long 
term of years, — and in order tb facilitate my consent to this 
arrangement, your "NSicar-General has sent you here to furnish* 
the fulf details of your building scheme. Am I so far correct ? ” 
3 



34 


** TEMPORAL POWER” 


The priest’s dark secretive eyes glittered craftily^ moment 
as he raised them to the open and tranquil countenance of the 
Sovereign, — then once again he bowed profoundly. 

“ Ydlir Majesty has, with your customary care and patienqe#^ 
fully studied the object of my errand’" — he replied in a clear 
thin, somewhat rasping i^oice, which he endeavoured to make 
smooth and conciliatory — “But it is impossible that your 
Majesty, ''immersed every day in the affairs of ‘^tate, should 
have found time to personally go through the variouji papers 
formally submitted to your consideration. Therefore, the 
Vicar-General of our Order considered that if the presdnt 
interview with your Majesty could be obtained, I, as secretary 
and treasurer for the proposed new monaster)^ might be able 
to explain the spiritual, as well as the material advantages to be 
gained by the use of the lands for the purpose mentioned.” ‘ 

He spoke slowly, enunciating viach word with careful dis- 
tinctness. 

“The spiritual part of the scheme is of course the most 
important to you ! ” — said the King with a sliglit smile, — “ But 
material advantages are never entirely overlooked, even by holy 
men ! Now I am merely a ‘ temporal ’ sovereign ; and as such, 

I wish to know how your plan will affect the people^ of thef 
neighbouring town and di'^trict. What are your intentions 
towards them ? Their welfare is my chief concern ; and what 
I have to learn from you is, — flow dR yoi;»propose to benefit 
them by maintaining a monastery, cljurch and schools in their 
vicinity ? ” ^ 

Again Del Fortis gave a furtive glance upward. Seeing that 
the King’s eyes were steadily fixed upon him, he quickly lowered 
his own, and gave answer in an evidently prepared manner. 

“Sir, the people of the district in question are untaught 
barbarians. It is moreffor their sakes, — mo^3 for the love of 
gathering the lost shee[^ jnto the fold, than for^ur own Si:tis- 
faction, tbat we seek to pitcll our tents in the desert of their 
ignorance. TIK7, and their children, are the prey of heathenish 
. modem doctrines, which alas ! — are too prevalent ihroughout 
the whole world at this particular time, — and, as they are at^ 
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present sil|iated, nj restraint is exercised upon them for the 
better controlling of their natural and inherited vices. Unless 
the gentH hand of Mother Church is allowed to rescue these, 

Jier liaple^p and neglected ones; unless she has an •oppor- 
tunity afforded her of leading them out of the darkness of error 

into the light of eternal day ” • • 

broke off, his eloquence beiftg interrupted by a gesture 
from the Ki»g. ^ • • 

• “Tl^re is a Government school in the town,” — said the 

monarch, referring to one or two documents on the table 
bfifore him. — “There are also a Free Public Library, and a 
Free School of Art. Thus it does not seem that education is 
quite neglected.” • 

,'yVlas, Sir, sffch education is merely ^disastrous ! ” said Del 
Fortis, with a deep sigh, — “Like the fruit on the tree of 
knowledge in the Garden^ of Eden, it brings death to the 
soul!” • ‘ • 

“You condemn the Government methods ? ” asked the King 
coldly. 

The Jesuit* moved uneasily, and a dull flush reddened his 
pale skin. • * 

• “ F^r be it from me, Sir, as a poor servant of the Church, 
to condemn lawful authorities, — yet jve should not forget that 
the Government is temporal %nd changeable, — the Church is 
spiritual and changeless.® We*cannot look for entire success 
in scheme of popular^ education which is not formulated 
under the guidance or the blessing of God I ” 

The King leaned forward a little in his chair, and surveyed 
him fii^dly 

“How do you know that it is not formulated under the 
gmidance and blessing of God?” he asked suddenly Has 
the Almighty gi\^ii you His special opinion and confidence on 
th® matter ? ' • • 

Monsignor Del Fortis started indignantly. 

“ Sir ! Your Majesty ” • 

De Lagnay made a step forward, but the King motioned 
him back. Accordingly he resumed his former position, but 
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his equable temperament was for once ^eriously^i disturbed. 
He saw that his Royal master w’as evidently bent on speaking 
his mind ; and he knew well what a dangerous indulgence that 
is for all men who desire peace and quietness in th(;ir lives. 

“I am aware of what you would say,” pursued the King — 
" You woulci say that the Church — your Church — is the only 
establishment of the kind which receives direct inspiration 
from the Creator of Univeis^^s. But I do not fuel justified in 
limiting the control of the Almighty to one special orbit of 
Creed. You tell me that a government system of education for 
the people is a purely temporal movement, and that, as sueh, 
it is not blessed by the guidance of God. Yet the Pope seeks 
' temporal * power ! It is explained to us of course that he 
seeks it in order that he may unite it to the spi.itual in his^own 
person, — theoretically for the good of mankind, if practically 
for the advancement of his own particular policy. But have 
you never thought, Monsignor, ' that the marked severance of 
what you call ' temporal’ power, from what you equally call 
'spiritual’ power, is God’s work? Inasmuch as nothing can 
be done without God’s will ; for even if there is u devil (w’hich 
I am inclined to doubt) he ow'es his unhappy existence to 
God as much as I do ! ” 

He smiled ; but Del, Fortis stood rigidly silent, his head 
bent, and one hand folded tight across his breast, an attitude 
Sir Roger de Launay always vievfed in every man with 
suspicion, as it suggested the conccahnent of a weapon. 

“You will admit,” pursued the King, “that the action of 
human thought is always progressive. Unfortunately your 
Creed lags behind human thought in its onw'ard march, thus 
causing the intelligent world to infer that there must be 
something wrong with its teaching. For if the Church had 
always been in all respects faithful to the leaching of her 
Divine Master, she would be at this present tinee the supreme 
Conr^uerij^r of Nations. Yc^ she is doing no more now^adays 
than .she did in the midflle ages, — she threatens, she 
intimidates, she persecutes all who dare to use for a,feasonable 
puipose the brain God gave them, — but she does not help on 
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or sympaAise witlf the growing fraternity and civilisation of 
the world. It is impossible not to recognise this. Yet I have 
a profouna respect *for each and every minister of religign who 
honestly endeavours to follow the counsels of Christ,” — here 
he paused, — then added wnth slow ^nd marked emphasis — 
“in#whose Holy Name I devoutly bj^jlieve for the redemption 
of whatever there is in me wwtjji redeeming; — nevertheless 
my first duty, even in Christ, iif plainly to the people of the 
country^over whjf h 1 am elected to rule.” 

The flickering shadow of a smile passed over the Jesuit’s 
dark features, but he still kept silence. 

“Therefore,” went on the King — “it is my unpleasant 
task to be coijpelled fo inform you, ^ Monsignor, that the 
inhafcitants of the district your Order seeks to take under 
its influence, have the strongest objection to your presence 
among them,. So strong Indeed is their aversion towards 
your Society, that they have petitioned me in numerous 
ways, (and with considerable eloquence, too, for ‘untaught 
barbarians’) ddfend them from your visitation. Now, 
to speak truly, \ find they have all the advantages which 
modern advancement and social improvement can give them, 
— thc)r attend their places of public worship in considerable 
numbers, and arc cn the w^hiile de&nt, God-fearing, order- 
loving subjec*^s to the Thj;one,-^and more I do not desire for 
I them or for myseV. Criminal cases are very rare in the 
district, — and the poor are more inclined lo help than to 
defraud eacJi other. All this is scf far good, — and, I should 
imagin{^ — not displeasing to God. In any case, as their merely 
temporal sovereign, I must decline to give your Order any 
control over them.” 

'‘You refuse tlje concession of lan^. Sir?” said Del Fortis, 
in a voice thaj tremhled with restrained passion. 

‘^To satisfy*those of my subjects >vho Rave appealed to me, 
I am compelled to do so,” replied the King. * 

“ I pray your Majesty’s pardon, but a portion of the land 

is held by private persons whj are prepared to sell to us ” 

A quick anger flashed in the King’s eyes. 
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“They shall sell to me if they sell at ill,”— he ^d,— “ I 
repeat, Monsignor, the fact that the law-abiding peoQ|e of the 
place have sought their King’s protection from pr^tly inter- 
ference ; — ^and, — by Heaven ! — they shall have it ! ” ’ 

There wa:; a sudden silence. Sir Roger de Launay drew a 
sharp breath, — his*habitu?l languor of mind was completely 
dissipated, and he studied the inscrutable face of Del Fortis 
with deepening suspicion and^ disfavour. Not that there was 
the slightest sign of wTath or dismay on the priesFs well- 
disciplined countenance; — on the contrary^ a chiU smjje 
illumined it as he spoke his next words with a serious, if 
somewhat forced composure. 

“ Your Majesty is, \vhthout doubt, all powerful in your own 
particular domain of society and politics,” he said — “But 
there is another Majesty higher than yours, — that of the 
Church, before which dread and infallible Tribunal even 

kings are brought to naught ” 

“Monsignor Del Fortis,” interrupted the King, “Wc have 
not met this morning, I presume, to indulge jn a religious 
poleirilc! My power is, as you very truly suggest, merely 
temporal — yours is spiritual Yours should be the strongest ! 
Go your way now to your Vicar-Gcncral w’ith the straight 
answer I have given you," — but if by your * spiritual ’ power you 
can persuade the people who now Ivite y^ur Society, to love 
it, — to demand it, — to beg that you mAy be permitted to 
found a colony among them, — why, In that case, come to mie 
again, and I will grant ydu the land. I am not prejudiced 
one way or the other, but I vn]\ not hand over any^of my 
subjects to the influence of priestcraft, so long as they desire 
me to defend them from it,” 

Del Fortis still smilec^ , * 

“Pardon me, Sir, but we of the Society of Jjisus are your 
subjects also, and we judge y^u to be a C'hrislian and Catholic 

monarch ” ^ 

“As I am, most assuredly!” replied the King- -“Christian 
atid Catholic are words which, ^f I undeistand tfieii* mean- 
ing, pl^se me well! ‘Christian’ expresses a believer in« 
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and follower of Christ, — ‘ Catholic ' means universal, by 
which, I take it, is intended wide, universal love and 
tolerance without feet, party, or prejudice. In this sense the 
Church is\iot Catholic— it is merely the Roman seed Nor 
are you truly my subjects, since you have only one ruler, the 
Su^eme Pontiff, — with whom I am* somewhat at variance. 
But, as I have said, we are not here to indulge in argument. 
You came th proffer a request^ 1 have given you the only 
*answei> I concjpive fitting with my duty; — the matter is 
concluded.” 

Del Fortis hesitated a moment, — then bowed low to the 
ground; — anon, lifting himself, raised one hand with an 
in vocative gesture of preffound solemnity. 

• *•! commend your Majesty to the nfercy of God, that He 
may in His wisdom, guard your life and soften your heart 
towards the jninisters of His^ Holy Religion, and bring you 
into the ways of righteousness and peace ! For the rest, I 
will report your Majesty\s decision to the Vicar-General.” 

“ Do so ! rejoined the King — “ And assure him that the 
decision is unalterable, — unless the inhabitants of the place 
concerned, desire to have it revoked.” 

Again Del Fortis bowled. . 

I humbly take my leave qf your Majesty ! ” 

The monarch looked ^at him steadfastly as he made another 
salutation, and Sacked out of the presence-chamber. Sir 
R^^gcr de Launay opened the door for him with alacrity, 
handing Sim over into the, charge of an usher w’ith the 
whispered caution to sec him w'ell off the Royal premises; 
and tlicn returning to his Sovereign, stood ‘at attention,’ 
The King noted his somewhat troubled aspect, and laughed. 

* “What ails you, De Launay?” he asked — “You seem 
astonished ^hat fort once I have spokSn my mind ? ” 

“ Sir, to b^)eak one’s mind is always dangerous 1 ” 

“ Dangerous — danger ! — Whal idle words to make cowards 
of men! Danger — of what?* There is only one danger — 
death; ^id that is*siire to come to every man, whether he be 
a hero or a poltroon.” 
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“True, — but ” » 

“ But — what ? De Launay, if you love me, do not look at 
me with so expostulatory an air I It doeS not byome your 
inches*! Now listen 1 — when the next Press repOTter co^er 
nosing round for Palace news, let him be told that the King 
has refused permission to the Jesuits to build on any portion 
of the Crown lands demanded for the purpose. Let this be 
made known to Press and Pee pie — the sooner th6 better ! ” 

“ Sir,” murmured De Launay — “We live in •• strange 

times ” ' 

“^Vhy, there you speak most truly!” said the King, with 
emphasis — “We do live in strange times — the very strangest 
perhaps, since -^neas Sylvius wrote concerning Christendom. 
Do you remember ihh words he set down so long ago?-&-^Jt 
is a body without a head, — a republic without laws or magis- 
trates. The pope or the emperor* may shine as^lofty titles, as 
splendid images, — but they are unable to command, and no 
one is willing to obey ! * History thus repeats itself, De 
Launay ; — and yet with all its past experience, the Roman 
Church does not seem to realise that it is powerless against 
the attacks of intellectual common sense. Faith in God, — a 
high, perfect, pure faith in God, and a simple following of 
the Divine Teacher of God’s command, Christ, — these things 
are wise and necessary for all nations ; but, to allow human 
beings to be coerced by superstition for polifical motives, under 
the disguise of religion, is an un-Chdstian business, and Lfor 
one will have no part in it t” ^ • 

“You will lay yourself open to much serious misconstruction, 
Sir,” said De Launay. 

“ Let us hope so, Roger ! ” rejoined the King with a smile — 
“ For if I am never misunderstood, I shall know myself to be 
a fool ! Come, — do neft look so glum ! — I want you to help 
me.” • ^ c € 

“To help you, Sir?” ciclaimed De Launay eagerly, — 
“With my life, if you demand It !” 

• The King rested one hand familiarly on ‘his shoulder.. 

“ I would rather take my own life than yours, De Launay ! ” , 
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he said — I No, — whatever difficulties I get myself into, you 
shall not suffer ! But — as I told you a while ago, — there is 
somethin^n me that must have its way. I am sick to death 
convenkonalities, — you must help me to break tfirough 
them ! You are right in saying that we live in strange times ; — 
thej^ are strange times ! — and they may perchance be all the 
better for a strange King ! ” 



CHAPTER IV 

n 

SKALKD OllDERS 

S t 

S OME hours later on, Sir Roger de Launay, having left his 
Sovereign’s presence, and being off duty for a time, 
betook himself to certain apartments in the west wing of the 
Palace, where the next most trusted personage to hinii'clf 
in the confidence of the King, had his domicile, — Professor 
von Glaubcn, resident physi^iah to the Royal Household. 
Heinrich von Glauben was a man of somewhat extraordinary 
character and individuality. In his youth he had made a 
sudden meteoric fame for his marvellous skill and success 
in svrgery, as also for his eciually surprising quickness and 
correctness in diagnosing obscure diseases and tracing them 
to their source. But, after creating a vast amount of discus- 
sion and opposition among hi% confreres, and almost reaching 
that brilliant point of triumph when his originality and 
cleverness were proved great enough to-^win him a host of^ 
enemies, he all at once threw up jLhe game as it were, ^ind, 
resigning the favourable opportunities of increasiAg distinction 
offered him in his native Germany, accepted the comparatively 
retired and private position he now’’ occupied. Som*e said it 
was a disappointment in love which had caused his abrupt 
departure from the Fatherland, — others declared it was 
irritation at the severe ‘manner in which his* sui^ical successes 
had been handled ^)y the medical critics, — bifl whateve/ the 
cause, i^soon became evidc^nt that he had turned his back on 
the country of his l>inh forfver, and that he W’as apparently 
entirely satisfied with the lot he hud chosen. His post was 
certainly an easy and pleasant one, — the members of tlip 
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Royal family to which his services were attached were excep- 
. tionally h^lthy, as Koyal families go; and he w^as seldom in 
more thanLmerely formal attendance, so that he had /imple 
flme and opportunity to pursue those deeper forms of 
physiological study which had excited, the wrath ^d ridicule 
of jj(is contemporaries, as w^ell as to .continue the writing of a 
book which he intended should iryike a stir in the w^vrld, and 
which he ha3 entitled “The Mbral and Political History of 
kunger?'’ . , 

“For,” said he — “Hunger is the primal civiliser, — the very 
keystone and foundation of all progress. From the plain, 
prosy, earthy fact that man is a hungry animal, and must eat, 
has sprung all th^ civilisation of the world j I shall demonstrate 
th& •in my book, beginning with the scriptural legend of 
Adam’s greed for an apple. Adam w^as evidently hungry at 
the moment Kve tempted fiim# As soon as he had satisfied 
his inner man, he thought of his outer, — and his next idea 
was, naturally, tailoring. From this simple conjunction of 
suggestions, combined w’ilh w^hat *God’ would have to say to 
him concerning Ijis food-experiment and fig-leaf apronj^man 
Jias drawm all his religions, manners, customs and morals. 
The proposition is self-evident, — but I intend to point it out 
with somewhat emphasised elemrness "for the benefit of those 
persons w^ho are ^inclirjpd iq arrogate to themselves the 
possession of superior wisdom. Neither brain nor soul has 
placed manjln a position ^f Supremacy, — merely Hunger and 
Nakedness ! ” • • 

The professor w^as now about fifty-five, but his exceptionally 
powerful build and robust constitution gave him the grace in 
ajjpearance of many years younger, though perhaps the extreme 
composure of his^ temperament, and the philosophic manner 
in which hc.Aiewe’d all circumstances, wdiether pleasing or 
disastrous, may have cxercise<^ llie ^^eatest influence in 
keeping his eyes clear and clean, and his countenarfte free of 
unhandsome wrinkles. He was more like a soldier than a 
doctor,# a^d was proud of his resemblance to the earlier’ 
•portraits of Bismarck. To see him in his own particular 



\44 


“TEMPORAL POVVI R" • 

‘sanctum* surrounded by weird-looking (iagrams^of sundry 
parts of the human frame, mysterious pluals and stoj)pered 
flasks ^containing various liquids and crystals, aj|^J all the 
modern appliances for closely examining the fearful ye^ 
beautiful sperets of the^ living organism, was as if one should 
look upon a rough and" burly giant engaged in some delicate 
manipulation of mosaics. Yet Von Glauben’s large handl:as 
gentler than a woman*s in touch and gift oP healing, —no 
surgeon alive could probe a wound more tenderly, or with les? 
pain to the sufferer, — and the skill of that large hand w^as 
accompanied by the penetrative quality of the large benevolent 
brain w'hich guided it, — a brain that could encompass the whole 
circle of the w^orld in its observant and affectionate compassion, 

“Ach! — who is there that can be angry wnth anyone? — 
impatient with anyone, — offended with anyone ! ” he was 
wont to say — “Everybody ^ufibrs so much and so un- 
deservedly, that as far as my short life goes I have only 
time for pity — not condemnation!” 

To this individual, as a kind of human t:almative and tonic 
combined, Sir Roger de Launay was in the fiabit of going 
whenever he felt his ow'n customary tranquillity at all dis- 
turbed. The tw^o were great friends ; — friends in their mutual 
love and service of the ^ing^-j-friends in their equally mutual 
but discreetly silent w'orship ^f the^ Queen,— ^and friends in 
their very differences of opinion on men and matters in 
general. De Launay, being younges, was more hasty of judg- 
ment and quick in action ; bqt Von Glauben t6o had been 
known to draw his sw'ord w^ith unexpected rapidity on 
occasion, to the discomfiture of those wlio deemed him 
only at home with the scalpel. Just now, however, he was 
in a particularly non-combalive and philosophic mood;*'he 
w’as watching certain animalculse wriggling* in^a glass tube, 
the while he sat ffi at la^e easy-chair with •slippered^ feet 
resting (fh another chair opposite, puffing clouds of smoke 
from a big meeischaum, — and he did not stir from his 
indolent attitude when De Launay Entered, merely 
looked up and smiled placidly. 
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''Sit down, Rog<fr!” he said, — then, as De Launay obeyed 
the invitation, he pushed over a box of cigars, and added — 
“ You lodk exceedingly tired, my friend ! Something has 
bored yoirmore than usual? Take a lesson from those 
interesting creatures ! ” and he pointed with the s^em of his 
pipe^to the bottled animalculae — “Tl?ey are never bored, — 
never weary of doing mischief ! 'fhey are just living 
under the plSasing delusion thaft the glass tube they are in 
Ts a man, and Jthat they are eating him up alive. Little 
devils ! NotViing will exhaust their vitality till they have gorged 
themselves to death ! Just like a great many human beings ! ” 

“I am not in the mood for studying animalculae,” said 
De Launay irriubly, as he lit a cigar. 

<‘^ 10 ? But why not? They are really quite as interesting 
as ourselves ! ” 

“Look here;, Von Glaubeft, I^want you to be serious ” 

“ My friend, 1 am always serious,” declared the Professor — 
“Even when I laugh, I laugh seriously. My laughter is as 
real as myself.” 

“What would you think,” — pursued De Launay — “^of a 
king who freely expressed his ow’n opinions?” 

^ “I should say he was a brave man,” answered the Professor ; 
“He would certainly deserve^ my respect, and he should 
have it. Even* if the laws of etiquette were not existent, I 
should feel justiheA in taking off my hat to him.” 

“•Never from henceforth wear a hat at all then,” said De 
I^aunay — “ ft will save you the trouble of continually dofhng 
it at every glimpse of his Majesty ! ” 

Von *Glaubcn drew his pipe from his mouth and gazed 
blankly at the ceiling for. a few moments in silence. “ His 
MEjesty?” he presently murmured — “Our Majesty?” 

“Yes; our^ Majesty — our King ”~replied De Launay — 
“ P'&r some inJbrutable reason or othei^hettas suddenly adopted 
the dangerous policy of speaking flis mind. What nc»r?” 

“What now? Why nothing •particular just now, — unless 
you haye /something* to tell me. Which, judging from your 
entangled expression of eye, I presume you have.” 
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De Launay hesitated a moment. lh (4 iVofesAr saw his 
hesitation. 

“Do not speak, my friend, if you think ^ou are jpmmittmf; 
a breach of confidence," he said composedly— “ » the hri,^ 
afiiirs of this life, it is better to keep trouble on your own 
mind than impart it t(5 others.'*^ ^ 

‘‘ Oh, there is no breach of confidence ; ” said De Lauftay, 
“The thing is as public Jstthe day, or if it -is not public 
already, it soon will be made so. 1 hat is where ihe^niischiol 
comes in, — or so I think. Judge for yoiirsTlf!* And in a 
few' words he gave the gist of the interview which had taRen 
place between the King and the emissary of the jL*.suits that 
morning. * 

“Nothing surprised me as a rule,’’ — said th^) Professor, ^vben 
he had heard all — “But if anything could prick the sense 
of astonishment anew' in me, it would be tp think that any- 
one, king or commoner, should take the trouble to s})eak 
truth to a Jesuit. Why, the very essence of their carefully 
composed and diplomatic creed, is to so. disguise truth that 
it s^all be no more recognisable. Myself, 1 believe the 
Jesuits to be the lineal descendants of those priests who 
.served Bel and the Dragon.. The art of conjuring and 
deception is in their very blo^od. It is for the Jesuits that 
I have invented a beautiful new verb, — ‘To hypocrise.’ It 
sounds well Here is the present tense, I hypocrise, Thou 
hypocrisest, He hypocrises: — We Jiypocrise, You hypoqrise. 
They hypocrise.* Now' l^ar the future. ‘I sh^ll hypocrise, 
Thou shall hypocrise, He shall hypocrise; We shall hypocrite 
You shall hypocrise, 'Hiey shall hypocrise.’ There* is the 
whole art of Jesuitry for you, made grammatically perfect!” 

De Launay gave a gesture ol impatience, and flung avay 
the end of his half-snft>ked cigar. « * 

“Ach! That ista gign of temper, Roge» !” said Von 
Glauber^ shaking his head— “To lift one’s shoulders to the 
lobes of one’s e^rs, and w'ast^nearly the half of an exceedingly 
expensive and choice Havana, shows nervous irritation ! You 
are angr>', my friend — and with me 1 ” 
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“ No I lira not, • replied De Launay, rising from his chair 
and beginning to pace the room — “But I do not profess 
' to have jtour phlegmatic disposition. I feel what I thought 
jou woul(^feel also, — that the King is exposing himself to 
unnecessary danger. And I know what you do not yet know, 
but jvhat this letter will no doubt inform you,” — ^and he drew 
an •envelope beaiing the ^yal seal from his pocket and 
handed it to* the Professor — “ Nimely, — that his Majesty is 
tent oi\ rushing voluntarily into various other perils, unless 
perhaps, yoifr warning or advice may hinder him. Mine has 
no effect, — moreover I am bound to serve him as he bids.” 

“ Equally am I also bound to serve him ; ” — said Von 
Gbul)en, “And gladly and faithfully do I intend to perform 
my service whe^^ver it may lead me !” * ^Vhereupon, shaking 
himself out of his recumbent position, like a great lion rolling 
out of his lair^ he stood uptight, and breaking the seal of the 
envelope he held, read its contents through in silence. Sir 
Roger stood opposite to him, watching his face in vain for 
any sign of astonishment, regret or dismay. 

“We must*do as he commands,” — he said simply gs he 
finished reading tfie letter and folded it up for safe keeping — 

There is no other way; not. for me at least I shall most 
assuredly be at the appointcd^place,#at the appointed hour, 
and in the appointed manner. It will be a change ; certainly 
lively, and possiblyT^enelicial ! 

“^Bnt the King’s life — 

“ Is in Gfld’s keeping ! ” saW Voik Glauben, — “ Believe me, 
Roger, no harm comes undeservedly to a brave man with a 
good cdnscience ! It is a bad conscience which invites mis- 
chief. I am a great believer in the law of attraction. The 
go^d attracts the good, — the bad, the bad. That is why 
truthful persons are generally lonely— because nearly all the 
wortd’s inhabitents are liars I ” * • 

“ But the King — ” again began ^ir Roger. 

“The King is a man !” said*Von Glauben, with a flash of 
pride in Ws eyes— ‘Which is more than I will say for most 
kings ! Who shall blame him for asserting his manhood ? Not 
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I ! Not you ! Who shall blame him for seekir!^ to know 
the real position of things in the country he governs ? Not 
I ! Not you ! Our business is to guarti and ^fend him 
— with our own lives, if necessary, — we shall do ^hat y^\th 
will, Rogej, shall we not?” And with an impulsive quickness 
of action, he took a sword from a stand of weapons near, him, 
drew it from its scabbard and Kissing the hilt, held it ou^ to 
De Launay who did the saAe — “ Tli^t is unde'i-stood ! Ahd 
for the rest, Roger my friend, take it all lightly and r easily-^ 
as a farce! — as a bit of human comedy, with a great actor 
cast for the chief role. We are. only supers, you and I, but 
we shall do well to stand near the wings in case of fire ! ” 

He drew himself up to his great height and squared his 
shoulders, — then smiled benevolently. # »' 

“ I believe it will be all very amusing, Roger ; and that your 
fears for the safety of his Majesty will be proved groundless. 
Remember, Court life is excessively dull, — truly » the dullest 
form of existence on earth, — it is quite natural that he who 
is the most bored by it should desire some break in the 
terrible monotony ! ” 

“ The monotony will certaiAly be broken with a vengeance, 
if the King continues in his present humour ! ” — said De 
Launay grimly. ♦ * 

“ Possibly ! And let us ho^e the^ comfortable self-assurance 
and complacency of a certain successful Minister may be 
somewhat seriously disturbed!” ^rejoined Von Glauben, — 
“ For myself, I assure yo« I see sport ! ” * ' 

“And I scent danger,” — said De Launay — “For if any 
mischance liappen to the King, the Prince is not ripe enough 
to rule.” 

A slight shadow darkened the Professor’s open countenaftce. 
He looked fixedly at Sir Roger, w^ho met fiis gaze with equal 
fixity. • • . ^ 

“ Th§ Prince,”- -he said slowly — “ is young ” 

“ And rash — ” interposed l>e Launay. 

“No. Pardon me, my friend 1 Not Yash. Mdfcly honest. 
That is all 1 He is a very honest young man indeed. It is 
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unfortunate tjiat is so ; a ploughman may be honest if he 
likes, but a prince — never ! ” 

De Latl^ay was silent. 

• “I will now destroy a world” — continued Von Glauben, 
“Kings, emperors, popes, councillors^ and commcgi folic, can 
all perish incontinentiy| — — being myself for the present 
the free agent of 'the Deity concerned in the matter,#— I have 
something else to do than to Idbk after them,” — and he took 
tip the ^lass vessel containing the animalculae he had been 
watching, and cast it with ^ts contents into a small stove 
burning dimly at one end ‘ of the apartment, — “ Gone are 
their ambitions and confabulations forever 1 How easy for 
the Creator to the sarfie thing with u^ Roger ! Let us not 
talkpf any special danger for the King or for any man, seeing 
that we are all on the edge of an eternal volcano ! ” 

Dc Launay. stood absorBed,for* a moment, as if in deep 
thought. Then rousing himself abruptly he said : — 

“You will not see the King, and speak with him before 
to-morrow night ? ” 

“ Why should J ? ” queried the Professor. “ His wisl? is a 
command which I must obey. Besides, my good Roger, all 
^the arguments in the world will not turn a man from having 
his own way if he ha-* once mode up *iiis own mind. Advice 
from me on the present jmattej would be merely taken as an 
, impertinence. Moreover I have no advice to give, — I rather 
approve of the plan ! ” • 

Sir Roger looked at him ; and noting the humorous twinkle 
in his eyes smiled, though somewhat gravely. 

“ I hope, with you, that the experiment may only prove an 
amusing one,” he said— “ J3ut life is not always a farce ! ” 

•‘Not always, but often! When it is not a farce it is a 
tragedy. An^ such a tragedy I My ?3od ! Horrible — mon- 
strdVis — cruel •l:)eyond conception| and eTiough to make one 
believe in Hell and doubt Heaven ! ” ^ 

He spoke passionately, in a voice vibrating W'ith strong 
emotio‘^.^l)e Lauii!iy glanced at him vs^onderingly, but did 
jnot speak. * 

4 
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“When you see tender young children tortured by disease,” 
he went on, — “Fair and gentle women made the victims of 
outrage and brutality — strong men killed *in their /housands 
to gain a little additional gold, an extra slice of empire,— ythei?i 
you see the^ tragic, the inexplicable, the crazy cruelty of putting 
into us this little .pulse called Life. But I try not to think 
of this— vt is no use thinkinj^ ! ” * 

He paused, — then in his u^Ual quiet tone said \ 

“ To-morrow night, then, my friend ? ” ^ * 

“To-morrow night,” rejoined De Launay, — “Unless you 
receive further instructions from the King.” 

At that moment the clear call of a trumpet echoing across 
the battlements of the Palace denoted the hour for changing 
the sentry. » « 

“ Sunset already ! ” said Von Glauben, walking to the window 
and throwing back the heavy, cuf tain which partially shaded 
it, “ And yonder is Prince Humphry's yacht on its homeward 
way.” 

De Launay came and stood beside him, lookinjg out. Before 
theno- the sea glistened with a thousand tints of lustrous opal 
in the light of the sinking sun, which, surrounded by moun- 
tainous heights of orange and- purple cloud, began to touch 
the water-line with a thousand arrowy darts of flame. 'I'he 
white -sailed vessel on whiclj their eyes w’cre fixed, came 
curtseying over the waves through a perfect arch of splendid 
colour, like a fairy or phantom ship evoked from a poet’s droam. 

“Absent all day, as hd has, been,” said De llaunay, “his 
Royal Highness is punctual to the promised hour of his 
return.” 

“He is, as I told you, honest;” said Von Glauben, “and 
it is possible his honesty w’ill be his misfortune.” ' 

De Launay mutterea something inaudible in answer, and 
turned to leave the ^partme^t. * * 

Von (Slauben looked at him with an affectionate solicitude. 
“What a lucky thing it*i^ you never married, Roger! 

* Otherwise you would now be going to your 2^11 about 
the King’s plans ! Then she, sweet creature, would gb to con^ 



-SEALED ORDERS 


51 


fession, — and her copfessor would tell a bishop, — and a bishop 
would tell a cardinal, — and a cardinal would tell a confidential 
monsignor, ^and the confidential monsignor would tell the 
Supreme Pontiff, — and so all the world would be ringing with the 
news started by one little pretty wagging tongue of a woman ! ” 

A faint flush coloured De Launay’s bronzed cheek, but he 
laughed. 

“True ! I am glad I have new^i* married. I am still more 
glad — of circumstances ” — he paused, — then went on, “ which 
have so chanced fb me that I shall never marry.” He paused 
agafh — then added — “ I must be gone. Von Glauben ! I 
have to meet Prince Humphry at the quay with a message 
from his Majesty.” « 

“JS^jrely,” saidh;he Professor, opening bib eyes very wide, 
“ The Prince is not to be included in our adventure ? ” 

“By no means !” replied J)e Launay, — “But the King is 
not pleased with his son\s frequ&it absences from Court, and 
desires to speak with him on the matter.” 

Von (ilauben looked grave. 

“ There will Be some little trouble there,” he said, with a half 
sigh — “ Ach ! Whb knows ! Perhaps some great trouble ! ” 

• “ Heaven forbid I ” ejaculated Sir Roger, — “ We live in 
times of peace. We want no dissensiop with either the King 
or the people. 'Fill to-morrow night then ? ” 

“ Till to-morrow night ! ”1-espoitded Von Glauben, whereupon 
^ir RjDger \N;Ith a brief word^of farewell, strode away. 

Left to hitnself, the Professor st^l stood at his window 
watching the approach of the ^Prince’s yacht, which came 
towards the shore with such swift and stately motion through 
the portals of the sunset, over the sparkling water. 

“JUnfortunate Humphry!” he muttered, — “What a secret 
he has entrusted mb .with ! And yet why do I call him un- 
fortunate? Time should be nothing^ to regret — and yet — ! 
Well ! The mischief was done Before poor Heinrkh von 
Glauben was consulted ; and if peor Heinrich were God and 
the Devil lulled into ^ne strange Eternal Monster, he could 
not have prevented it ! What*is done, can never be undone !” 
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“ IF 1 LOVED YOIT ! ” , 

♦ 

A SINGULAR pomp is sometimes associated with • the 
announcement that my Lord Pedigree, or Mister 
Nobody has ‘had the honour of dining’ with their Majesties 
the King and Queen. Outsiders read the shrilling line with 
awe and envy, — and many of them are foulish enough to wish 
that they also were Lords Pcdigi^ie or Misters Nobody. As a 
matter of sad and sober fact, however, a dinner wdth Royal 
personages is an extremely dull affair. ‘ Do not speak unless 
you are spoken to,’ is a rule which, however excellent and 
necessary in Court etiquette, is apt to utterly < quench conver- 
sation, and render the brightest spirits dc»ll and inert. The 
silent and solemn mo'.^ements of the Court flunkeys, — the 
painful attitudes of thoge who are not ‘ spoken to ’ ; the eager yet 
laboured smiles of those who are ‘ spoken to’ — the melancholy 
eflforts at gaiety — the dread of trespassing* on tabooed subjects 
— these things tend to make all but the most independent and 
unfettered minds shrink /rom such* an ordeal as4 the ‘honour’ 
of dining with kings. It musl, how'cver, be conceded that the 
kings themselves are fully aware of the tediousness of their 
dinner-parties, and vrould lighten the boredom if they could \ 
but etiquette forbids. The particular monarch w^hose hunpurs 
are the subject of thit ‘ plain unvarnishe^;] ■ history w'ould have 
liked nothing betta- than to be allowed to d^ie in simplicity 
and ptace without his cohversation being noted, and without 
having a flunkey at hand to«watch every morsel of food go into 
his mouth. He would have liked to eaj freely, talk freely, and 
conduct himself generally with the ease of a private gl^mtlemaa 
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eing donied to him, he hated the dinner-hour as 
ardently as he hated receiving illuminated addresses, and the 
freedom o'^ cities. * Yet all things costly and beautiful were 
cembined to make his Royal table a picture which would have 
pleased the eyes and taste of a Marguerite de Valois^ On the 
evening of the day on which he had determined, as he had said 
to lumself, to ‘begin to reign,* it looked more than^ usually 
attractive. Scftne trifling chance 4iad made the floral decora- 
itbm move tasteful — some amiable humour of the providence 
which rules daily events, had ordained that two or three of the 
prettiest Court ladies should be present; — Prince Humphry 
and his two brothers, Rupert and Cyprian, were at table, — and 
though conversation was slow and scant, the picturesqueness 
of the scene was not destroyed by silcrTce. The apartment 
which w'as used as a private dining-room when their Majesties 
had no guests save the memlfcrs^of their owii household, was 
in itself a gem of art and architecture, — it had been designed 
ind painted from floor to ceiling by one of the most famous of 
the dead and gone masters, and its broad window's opened out 
on a white marble loggia fronting the ocean, where festgons 
of flowers clambered and hung, in natural tufts and trails of 
foliage and blossom, mingling their sweet odours with the fresh 
scent of the sea. Amid all the*glow^ and delicacy of colour, 
the crowding perfection of the perfect environment was the 
^Queen Consort, lovelier in her middle-age than most women 
in tlicir teens. An exquisite figure of stateliness and dignity, 
robed in sudi hues and adorned, wnth*such jewels as best suited 
her statuescjuc beauty, and attended by ladies of whose more 
youthful charms she was never envious, having indeed no cause 
for envy, she w:is a living defiance to the ravages of time, 
an<f graced her Royal husband’s dinner-table with the same 
indifTcrent ease as she graced his throhe, unchanging in the 
dazzfing light 8f her physical faultles^nes%. He, looking at 
her with iningled impatience and sadness, almost^ wished 
she would grow^ older in*appear5nce w^'th her years, and lose 
that perje^ skin, while as alabaster, — that glittering but cold 
luminance of eye. For experience had taught him the worth- 
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lessness of beauty unaccompanied by tenderness, and fair faces 
had no longer the first attraction for him. His eldest son, 
Prince Humphry, bore a strong resemblance to ^imself, — he 
was tall and slim, with a fine face, and a well-built niuscu^r 
figure; the other two younger princes, Rupert and Cyprian, 
aged respectively eighteen and sixteen, were like their mother, 
— beautiful in form and feature, but as indifferent tc all tender- 
ness of thought and stni nKiU as they were ftill of splendid 
health and vigour. And, des])ite the fact that the comi^ositirfli 
and surroundings of his household were, to all outward 
appearances, as satisfactory as a man in his position could 
expect them to be, the King was intellectually and spiritually 
aware of the emptiness of the shell he called ‘home.’ 

Love was lacking [ his beautiful wife was the ice-wall a(;ainst 
which all weaves of feeling froze as they fell, into the stillness of 
death. His sons had been born as*lhe foals of a racing stud might 
be born, — mert,*ly to continue the line of blood and succession. 
They were not the dear offspring of passion or of tenderness. 
The coldness of their mother's nature was strongly engendered 
in ttem, and so far they had never shown any particular affec- 
tion for their parents. The princes Rupert and Cyprian thought 
of nothing all day but s]>orts and games of skill ; they studied' 
serious tasks unwillingly, and , found their position as sons of 
the reigning monarch, irksome, and even ridiculous. They 
had caught the infection of that diseased felea which in various^ 
exaggerated forms is tending to become more or less, uni- 
versal, and to work grea^: mischief to nations,— ^namely, that 
‘sport’ is more important than policy, and that all matters 
relating to ‘sport,’ are more worth attention than w'isdom in 
government. Of patriotism, or love of country they had 
none; and laughed to scorn the grand old traditions 'and 
sentiments of national glory and honour; wliich had formerly 
inspired the poets df their ^land to many a wilQ and beahliful 
chant df battle or of victory. How to pass tKe day — how 
best to amuse themselves— this wds their first thought on 
waking every morning, — football, cricket, tennis atd wrestling 
formed their chief subjects of conversation ; and though tht?y 
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had profe^rs and^tutors of the most qualified and certificated 
ability, they made no secret of their utter contempt for all 
learning and literature. They were fine young animals ; but 
did less \>ith the brains bestowed upon them than the 
working bee that makes provision of honey for the winter, or 
the swallow that builds its nest under -warmly shelfered eaves. 

Brince Humphry, however, was of^ differfent nature. From 
a shy, somewhat unmanageable^ hoy, he had develo'Jjed into 
§. quiet, dreamy youth, fond of books, music, and romantic 
surrounSings. He avoided the company of his brothers when- 
ever it was possible ; their loud voices, boisterous spirits and 
perpetual chatter concerning the champions of this or that 
race or match, bored hirp infinitely, and he was at no pains 
to ^disguise his Horedom. During the last year he seemed to 
have grown up suddenly into full manhood, — he had begun 
to assert his privileges as ^eir- Apparent, and to enjoy the 
freedom his position allowed •him. Yet the manner of his 
enjoyment was somewhat singular for a young man who 
formed a central figure in the circle of the land’s Royalty, — 
he cared noticing at all for the amusements and dissipations 
of the time ; he iftcrely showed an abnormal love of solftude, 
•which was highly unflattering to fashionable society. It was 
on this subject that the King had decided to speak with him, 
— and he w^atched him with closer attention than usual on 
this particular evening When his habit of absenting himself 
all day in his yacht had again excited comment. It was easy 
to see that ^he Prince had been aqnoyed by the message Sir 
Roger de Launay had conveyed to him on his arrival home, — 
a messag(j to the effect that, as soon as dinner was concluded, 
he v/as required to attend his Majesty in private ; and all 
through the stalely and 'formal repast, his evident irritation 
and impatience ca§t a shadow of vague embarrassment over 
the#Royal par^y, — with the exception of the princes Rupert and 
Cyprian, who were never embarrtissed by anything, ^d who 
were more apt to be amused than disquieted by the vexation 
of others. Welcome relief w'as at last given by the serving 
of cofftj^^and the Queen and all her ladies adjourned to 
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their own apartment^. ^Viiii their depart si/e the Jbst of the 
circle soon dispersed, there being no special guests piesent; 
and at a sign from De Launay, Prince Humphry reluctantly 
followed his father into a small private smoking-roofh adjacent 
to the open loggia, where the equerry, bowing low, left the 
two together. 

For a moment the King kept silence, while he chose a cigar 
from the silver box on the^ table. Then, lighting it, he 
handed the box courteousl)* to his son. 

“Will you smoke, Humphry?'’ 

“Thanks, Sir, — no.” • 

The King seated himself: Prince Humphry remained 
standing. 

“You had a favourable wind for your ext:)tdition to*day;” 
said the monarch at last, beginning to smoke placidly — “ I 
observe that The Islands appear ,jto have won special notice 
from you. What is the attJaction ? The climate or the 
scenery ? ” 

The Prince was silent. 

“ I like fine scenery myself, — ” continued the King — “ I also 
like a change of air. But variation in both ib always desirable, 
— and for this, it is unwise to go to the same place every day 1 

Still the Prince said ^nothing. His father looked up and 
studied his face attentively, but could guess nothing from its 
enigmatical expression. c t ^ 

“You seem tongue-tied, Humphry!” he said — “Come, 
sit down 1 Let us talk this out. Can you not trnst me, your 
father, as a friend ? ” 

“ I wish I could ! ” answered the young man, half inaudibly. 

“ And can you not?” 

“ No. You have ijcver loved me ! ” ^ 

The King drew his <!cigar from his mouth, and flicking off 
a morsel of ash, loolj^d at its end meditatively. , 

“ Wellp-no ! — I cannot sity honestly that I have. Love, — 
it is a ridiculous w^ord, Humphry, but it has a meaning on 
.certain occasions ! — love for the children pf your mother is an 
impossibility 1 ” 
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“ Sir, I am not ta blame for my mother’s disposition.” 

“True — very true. You are not to blame. But you exist 
And that you do exist is a fact of national importance. Will 
you not sit down ? ” 

“ At your command, Sir ! ” and the Prince seatjjd himself 
opposite his father, who having stuched his, cigar sufficiently, 
repfaced it between his lips and went on smoking fgr a few 
minutes bcfor?; he spoke again. •T^en he resumed : — 

* “Your existence, I repeat, Humphry, is a fact of national 
importance. To you falls the Throne when I have done with 
it, and life has done with me. Therefore, your conduct, — 
your mode of life — your example in manners — concern, not 
me, so much as^the nation. You say that you cannot trust 
me as a friend, because I have never loved you. Is not this 
a sommvhat childish remark on your part ? We live in a very 
practical age — love is not % necessary tie between human 
beings as things go nowadays ; — the closest bond of friendship 
rests on the basis of cash accounts.” 

“ I am perfectly aware of that ! ” said the Prince, fixing his 
fine dark eyes fu^ on his father’s face — “ And yet, after® all, 
love is such a vital necessity, that I have only to look at you, 
order to realise the failuie. and mistake of trying to do 
without it ! ” • • 

The King gave him a ^ance of whimsical surprise. 

“ So ! — you have 'begun to notice what I have known for 
yeare ! ” he said lightly-#-** Clever young man ! What fine 
kiry finger is pointing out tp yem my deficiencies, while 
supplying your own? Do you learn to estimate the i riceless 
value of love while contemplating the romantic groves and 
woodlands of The Islands? Do you read poetry there ^ — or 
w’rile it? Or talk it?” 

Prince Hun^)hry Coloured, — then grew very pale. 

“^Vhen I Aisuse my time, Sii;” lie slid — ‘‘Surely it will 
then be needful to catechise me on the manner in%hich I 
spend it,— but not till then ! ” * 

“ Faid^nit ! ” answered the King — “ But I have an idea — ' 
it may \Je a mistaken idea, — still I have it — that you an 



“TEMPORAL POWER" • 


58 

misusing your time, Humphry! And thfe is the cause of 
our present little discussion. If I knew that you occupied 
yourself with the pleasures befitting your*’ age and rank, I 
should be more at ease.” j « 

“What do you consider to be the pleasures befitting my 
age and rank?” asked |he Prince with a touch of satire; 
“ Making a fool of myself generally ? ” ^ 

The King smiled. * ‘ 

“ Well ! — it would be better to make a ^fool of .yourself 
generally than particularly ! Folly is not so harmful when 
spread like jam over a whole slice of bread, — but it may 
cause a life-long sickness, if swallowed in one secret gulp of 
sweetness ! ” 

€ 

The Prince moved uneasily. 

“You think I am catechising you, — and you resent it — but, 
my dear boy, let me again remipdVou that you are in a manner 
answerable to the nation for your actions ; and especially to 
that particular section of the nation called Society. Society 
is the least and worst part of the w^hole community — but it has 
to be considered by such servants of the pijblic as ourselves. 
You know what James the First of England wrote concerning 
the ‘domestic regulations' on the conduct of a prince and' 
future king ? ‘ A king 8; set am one on a stage, whose smallest 
actions and gestures all the jjpople^azin^lie do behold; and, 
however just in the discharge of his office^ yet if his behaviour 
be light or dissolute, in indifferent actions, the pe^^le, who see 
but the outward part, conceive preoccupied conceits of the 
king’s inward intention, which although with time, the trier of 
all truth, will evanish by the evidence of the contrarie effect, 
yet, interim patiiur Justus^ and prejudged conceits will, in the 
meantime, breed contempt, the mother of rebellion and dis- 
order.’ Poor James of the ‘ goggle eyes and large hysterical 
heart ’ as Carlyle cfescrtbesv him ! Do you not agree with his 
estimate of a Royal position?” 

“I am not aware, Sir, that my behaviour can as yet be 
called light or dissolute;” replied the 'Prince coldl);, with a 
touch of hauteur* ' 



«IF I LOVED YOU! 


59 


“I do not call It so, Humphry” — said the King — “To the 
best of my knowledge, )'our conduct has always been most 
exemplary. But ^ith all your excessive decorum, you are 
«iysterious. That is bad ! Society will not endure being 
kept in the dark, or outside the door of things,^like a bad 
child ! It wants to be in the room, and know everything 
anS everybody. And this reminds me of anotljer point 
on which tlie good English •James offers sound ad'^e. 
^Remember to Jj)e plaine and sensible in your language; for 
besides it is the tongue’s office to be the messenger of the 
mind, it may be thought a point of imbecilitie of spirit in a 
king to speak obscurely, much more untrewly, as if he stood 
in avre of any^in uttering his thoughts.’ That is precisely 
you# mood at the present moment, Aumphry, — you stand 
‘ in awe ’ — of me or of someone else, — in ‘ uttering your 
thoughts.’ ” ■ • ^ 

“Pardon me, Sir, — I do not stand in awe of you or of 
anyone;” said the Prince composedly — “I simply do not 
choose to ‘utter my thoughts’ just now.” 

The King looked at him in surprise, and with a tou^h of 
admiration. The defiant air he had unconsciously assumed 
became him, — his handsome face was pale, and his dark eyes 
coldly brilliant, like those of Jiis beautiful mother, with the 
steely light or 'an inflexible resolve. 

“You do not choose?^’ said*the King, after a pause — “You 
decline to jjive any explanation of your long hours of absence ? 
— your constant visits to The islands, and your neglect of those 
social duties which should keep you at Court?” 

“ I decline to do so for the present,” replied the young man 
decisively ; “ I can see nq harm in my preference for quietness 
rather than nois(^ — for scenes of nature rather than those of 
artificial folly.^ The Islands are but tti'o hours’ sail from this 
por!:, — little iflfts of land set in tjie sea, Inhere the coral-fishers 
dwell. They are beautiful in their natural adornment^f foliage 
and flower ; — I go there to read— to dream — to think of life as 
a l)ettej;, jpoirer thing*than what you call * society ’ would make* 
it for me; you cannot blame me for this ? ” 
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The King was silent. 

“ If it is your wish,” — went on the Prince — “ that I should 
stay in the Palace more, I will obey you. * If you desire me 
to be seen oftener in tlie capital, I will endeavour to fijlfiV 
your command, though the streets stifle me. But, for God’s 
sake, do not make, me a yuppet on show before my time,-v-or 
marry m^ to a woman I hate, merely for the sake of heirs to a 
wretched Throne ! ” * * * 

The King rose from his chair, and, walking towards the* 
garden, threw the rest of his cigar out among the foliage, 
where the burning morsel shone like a stray glow-worm in the 
green. Then he turned towards his son ; — his face was grave, 
almost stern. • ^ 

“You can go, Hurnphry !” he said; — “I have no more to 
say to you at present. You talk wildly and at random, as if 
you were, by some means or^ oftier, voluntarily bent upon 
unfitting yourself for the position you are destined to 
occupy. You will do well, I think, to remain more in 
evidence at Court. You will also do well to be seen at some 
of the different great social functions of ^the’ day. But I 
shall not coerce you. Only — consider well what I have 
said I — and if you have a secret ” — he paused, and then ‘ 
repeated with emphasis-**” I sa^s if you have a secret of any 
kind, be advised, and con fide^ in n^e before ' it is too late ! 
Otherwu.se you may find yourself betrayed.* unawares ! (Good- 
night!” 

He walked away without thrpwing so much as a backw'ard 
glance at the Prince, who stood amazed at the suddenness 
and decision with which he bad brought the conversation to 
a close; and it was not till his tall figure had disappeared 
that the young man began to realise the doubtful awkwafd- 
ness of the attitude he* had assumed towards one who, both 
as parent and kin^, had ^the most urgent V^laim in She 
world ujfcn his resp'^ct and obedience. Impatient and angry 
with himself, he crossed the* loggia and w’ent out into the 
’garden beyond. A young moon, slender as a b^t, willow 
wand, gleamed in the clear heavens among hosts^of star^ 
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more brilliantly visible than itself, and the soft air, laden with 
the perfume of thousands of flowers, cooled his brain and 
calmed his nerveiS. The musical low murmur of the sea, 
Japping against the shore below the Palace walls, suggested a 
whole train of pleasing and poetical fancies, and^he strolled 
alo9g the dewy grass paths, under tangle^ of scented shrubs 
anft arching boughs of pine, giving himself up to svfh idyllic 
dreams of life and life's fairesf possibilities, as only youthful 
?and imaginative souls can indulge in. He was troubled and 
vexed by his father’s warning, but not sufficiently to pay 
serious heed to it. His ‘ secret ’ was safe so far ; — and all he 
had to do, so he considered, was to exercise a little extra 
precaution. • 

‘WThere is only Von Glauben,” — he tlfought, “ and he would 
never betray me. Besides it is a mere question of another 
year — and then 1 can mak^all^the truth known." 

The lovely long-drawn warble of a nightingale broke the 
stillness around him with a divine persistence of passion. He 
listened, standing motionless, his eyes lifted towards the dark 
boughs above him, from which the golden notes dr 9 pped 
liquidly ; and liis heart beat quickly as he thought of a voice 
sweeter than that of any heavenly-gifted bird, a face fairer 
than that of the fabled godd^^ss wh® on such a night as this 
descended from her silver moon-car to enchant Endymion ; — 
and he murmured Taalf aToud- - 

• Who would not ri^k a kingdom — ay! a thousand 
kingdoms !--for such happiness as»l possess 1 It is a foolish, 
blind world nowadays, that forgets the glory of its youth, — the 
glow, the breath, the tendei ness of love ! — all for amassing gold 
and power ! I will not .be of such a world, nor with it ; — I 
wtll not be like my father, the slave of pomp and circum- 
stance will liv^ an unfettered life — yes ! — even if I have 
lo\esign the^ throne for the sal^e o^ fr«!bdoni, still I will be 
free ! " • 

He strolled on, absorbed m romantic reverie, and the 
nightirjg^e’s song followed him through the winding woods’ 
•dowm TO the shore, where the waves made other music 
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of their own, which harmonised with the dreamy fancies of 
his mind. 

Meanwhile, the King had sought his consort in her own 
apartments. \A’alking down the great corridor which led to^ 
these, the most beautiful rooms in the Palace, he became 
aware of the silvery sound of stringed instruments mingjing 
with harmonious voices, —though he scarcely heeded the ^ft 
rush of melody w'hich carAe<thus wafted to his ears. He 
w^as full of thoughts and schemes, — his son’s refusal to* 
confide in him had not seriously troubled Sim, because he 
knew he should, w'ith patience, find out in good time all thkt 
the young Prince had declined to explain, — and his immediate 
interest wms centred in his own immediate plans. 

On reaching the anfe-room leading to the Queen’s preseficc- 
chamber, he was informed that her Majesty w’as listening to 
a concert in the rosery. Thither*'he went unattended, — and 
passing through a long suite of splendid rooms, each one more 
sumptuously adorned than the last, he presently stepped out 
on the velvet greensward of one of the most perfect rose-gardens 
in th^ world — garden walled entirely round with* tall hedges of 
the clambering flowers which gave it its name, and which w^ere 
trailed up on all sides, so as to form a ceiling or hanging * 
canopy above. In the centre pf this floral hall, now in full 
blossom, a fountain tossed up one tall column of silver spray ; 
and at its upper end, against a tackground.bf the dainty white 
roses called ‘F^licit^* perp<5tuelle ’ 5vat the Queen, in a high 
chair of carved ivory, surounded by her ladies.* Delicious 
music, performed by players and singers who were hidden 
behind the trees, floated in voluptuous strains upon the air, 
and the King, looking at the exquisite grouping of fair women 
and flow-ers, lit by the coloured lamps which gleamed here aptd 
there among the thick* foliage, wondered* to himself how it 
chanced, that amid^un^undings which were Valculated*- to 
move th^^senses to the most refined and delicate rapture, he 
himself could feel no quickenirf^ pulse, no touch of admiration. 
•These open-air renderings of music and sosig were Queen’s 
favourite form of recreation ; — at such times alone w\)uld her. 
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proud face soften and her eyes grow languid with an unrevealed 
weight of dreams. But should her husband, or any one of his 
sex break in upon the charmed circle, her pleasure was at once 
c^puded, — and the cold hauteur of her beautiful features 
became again inflexibly frozen. Such was the case now, when 
percqjving the King, she waved her hand as a sign for the 
musfc to cease ; and with a glance df something like wonder- 
ment at his intrusion, saluted him® profoundly as he entered 
the precipcts of her garden Court. But for once he did not 
pause as usual, Sn his way to where she sat, — but lightly 
acKhowledging the deep curtseys of the ladies in attendance, 
he advanced towards her and raising her hand in courtly 
homage to his lips, seated. himself carelessly in a low chair at 
her fQpt. * • 

“ Let the music go on ! ” he said ; “ I am here to listen.” 
1’he Queen looked at him, — he met her eyes with an 
expression that she had never seen on his face before. 

“Suffer me to have my way ! ” he said to her in a low tone — 
“ Let your singers finish their programme ; afterwards do me 
the favour to dismiss your women, for I must speak with vou 
alone.” 

• She bent her head in acquiescence; and re-seated herself 
on her ivory throne. The sign yras given for the continuance 
of the music, and the King, leaning back in his chair, half 
^c!osed his eyes as ^le listened •dreamily to the harmonious 
throljbing of harps and viojlins around him, in the stillness of 
the languid s&uthern night. His harvi almost brushed against 
his wife's jewelled robes — the scent of the great lilies on her 
breast was wafted to him with every breath of air, and he 
th'/ught — “All this would be Paradise, — with any other 
woman ! ” And while he so thought, the clear tenor voice of 
one of the unseen* singers rang out ift half-gay, half-tender 
tones^: • 

If I loved you, and you Ipved me, 

How happy this little world would be — 

Tfe light of the day, the dancing hours. 

The skies, the trees, the birds and flowers, 
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Would all be part of our perfect j,»iadness;— 

And never a note of pain or sadne^ 

Would jar life’s beautiful melody % 

If 1 loved you, and you loved me ! 

* If J loved you 1 ’ Why, I scarcely know 
How if I did, the time would go ! — 

I should forget my dreary cares, 

Aly sordid toil, my loi^g despairs, 

I should watch your smile, and kneel at your feet, 

And live my life in the love of you, Sf*.eet ! — 

So mad, so glad, so proud I should be, , 

If I loved you, and you loved me ! 

‘If you loved me!’ Ah, nothing so strange 
As that could cchapce in this world of Change ! — ^ 

As well expect a planet to fall, 

Or a Queen to dwell in a beggars hall — 

But if >ou did, — romance and ^ory 
Might spring from our lives’ united story. 

And angels might be less happy than we — 

If I loved you, and you loved me 1 

« 

‘If I loved you and you loved me!’ * . 

Alas, ’tis a joy we shall never see ! 

You are too fiiir — I am -loo cold ; — 

We shall drift along tiM- we both grow old, 

Till we reach the grave, andj^asping, die. 

Looking back on the days that hav^; passed us by, 
When ‘what might have been,’ can no longer be, — ^ 
When I lost you, ^nd you lost me I * 

The song concluded abruptly, and with passion ; — and th« 
King, turning on his elbow, glanced with a itiurh of curiositi 
at the face of his Queen. There was not a flicker of emQiioi 
on its fair cold calmness, not a quiver , on the beautifuLlips 
or a sigh to stir tfce guiel breast on which ftie lilies rested 
white j|pd waxen, and hea\rily odorous. He withdrew his gaz< 
with a half smile at his own folly for imagining that she couh 
be moved by a mere song to any expression of feeling, — evei 
for a moment, — and allowed his glance to wander iKifeservedl; 
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over the forms and •features of the ladies in attendance who, 
conscious of his regard, dropped their eyelids and blushed 
softly, after the fashion approved by the heroines of the 
njplodramatic stage. Whereat he began to think of the 
tiresome sameness of women generally ; and their irritating 
habit^ of living always at two extremes, — either all ardour, or 
all dbldness. * ^ 

" Both are Equally fatiguing to a® man’s mind,” he thought 
impatiently — “ The only woman that is truly fascinatmg is the 
one who is never in the same mind two days together. Fair 
on Monday, plain on Tuesday, sweet on Wednesday, sour on 
Thursday, tender on Friday, cold on Saturday, and in all 
moods at once on Sunday, -^that being a day of rest ! I should 
adorc^such a wor^an as that if I ever met Her, because I should 
never know her mind towards me ! ” 

A soft serenade rendered* by violins, with a harp accom- 
paniment, was followed by a gay mazurka, played by all the 
instruments together, — and this finished the musical programme. 

The Queen rose, accepting 'the hand which the King 
extended to hfcr, and moved with him slowly across ^the 
rose-garden, her^long snowy train glistering with jewels, and 
held up from the gieensward by a pretty page, who, in his 
picturesque costume of rose an^ gold, demurely followed his 
Royal lady’s footsteps, — and so amid the curtseying ladies-in- 
v.aiting and other ftttencfants, ^hey passed together into a 
privr^te boudoir, at the threshold of which the Queen’s train- 
bearer dropped his rich burden of perfumed velvet and gems, 
and. bowing low, left their Majesties together. 

Shutting the door upon him with his ovm hand, the King 
dr jw a heavy portifcre across it,---and then walking round the 
room saw that every window was closed, — every nook secure. 
The Queen’s boudolr»w'as one of the molt sacred corners in the 
whole Palace, -*no one, not bven the njost^ntimate lady of the 
Court in personal attendance on her Majesty, dared«enter it 
without special permission ; and this being the case, the Queen 
herself v^as faintly mowed to* surprise at the extra precaution 
hjsr husbAd appeared to be taking to ensure privacy. She 
5 
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stood silently watching his movements tilUhe came up to her, 
and bowing courteously, said : — 

“ I pray you, be seated, Madam ! I will liot detain you long.” 

She obeyed his gesture, and sank down in a chair with jth|it 
inimitable^ noiseless grace which made every attitude of hers 
a study for an artist, and waited for his next words ; whi]e he, 
standing opposite to her, bent his eyes upon her face with a 
certain wistfulness and appeal. * 

“ I have never asked you a favour,” he began— “ and-^- 
since the day we married, — I have never sought your 
sympathy. The years have come and gone, leaving ' no 
visible trace on either you or me, so far as outward looks go, 
— and if they have scarred and wrinkled us inwardly, only 
God can see those sdars I But as time movfe on with a* man, 
— 1 know not how it is with a woman, — -if he be not altogether 
a fool, he begins to consider the vay in which he has spent, or 
is spending his life, — whether he has been, or is yet likely to 
be of any use to the world he lives in, — or if he is of less 
account than the blown froth of the sea, or the sand on the 
shcye. Myriads and myriads of men and women are no more 
than this — no more than midges or ants or worms; — but 
every now and then in the course of centuries, one man doe^ 
stand forth from the million, —yone heart docs beat courageously 
enough to send the firm echo of its pulsations through a long 
vista of time, — one soul does so exalt add inspire the rest of 
the world by its great example th^l we are, through its force 
reminded of something divine, — something higK and true in 
a low wilderness of shams ! ” 

He paused; the Queen raised her beautiful eyes, and smiled 
strangely. 

“ Have you only just now thought of this ? ” she said. 

He flushed, and bitf'his lip. 

“ To be perfectly honest with you, Madam, 4 have thought 
of notWng worth thinking about for many years ! Most men 
in my position would proBably make the same confession. 
Perhaps had jyc^u given me any great work to do for your sake 
I should have done it 1 Had you inspired me achieve 
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some great conques'l, either for myself or others, 1 should no 
doubt have conquered ! But I have lived for twenty-one 
years in your admirable company without being commanded 
by you to do anything worthy of a king ; — I am now about to 
command Myself ! — in order to leave some notable tiace of my 
nam&in history.” . 

While he thus spoke, a faint flysh coloured the Queen's 
cheeks, but it quickly died away,*leaving her very pale. Her 
fingers strayed aijiong the great jewels she wore, and toyed 
unconsciously with a ruby talisman cut in the shape of a heart, 
and encircled with diamonds. The King noted the flash of 
the gems against the whiteness of her hand, and said : 

“Your heart, ^adam, fs like the jewel you hold! — clear 
crims«n, and full of fiiej — but it is not the fire of Heaven, 
though you may perchance judge it to be so. Rather is it of 

hell! (I pray you to pa: don jne for the roughness of this 

suggestion !) — for one of the chief crimes of the devil is un- 
conquerable hatred of the human race. You share Satan's 
aversion to man 1 — and strange indeed it is that even the most 
sympathetic companionship with your own sex cannot soften 
that aversion 1 However, we will not go into this ; — the years 
have proved you true to your own temperament, and there is 
nothing to be said on Ih.e matter, ♦either* of blame or of praise. 
As I said, I hn ve never j^sked gi favour of you, nor have I 
nought the svmi/athy which it is not in your nature to give. 
I have not ^ven claimed ^*eur obedience in any particular 
strictness of form ; but that is my efrand to you to-night, — 
indeed it is the sole object of this private interview, — to claim 
your entire, your unfaltci ing, your implicit obedience 1 ” 

Sne raised her head haughtily. 

“ To what commands. Sir ? ” she asked. 

“'fo those ^ havd here WTitleii, — ” and he handed her 
a paper folded* in two, which she* todk wonderingly, as he 
extended it. “ Read this carefufly ! — and if yoa have any 
objections to urge, I am willing to listen to you with patience, 
though scarcely to altct the conditions laid down.” 

JHe turffed away, and walked slowly through the room, 
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pausing a moment to whistle to a tiny !>ird swinging in a 
gilded cage, that perked up its pretty head at his call and 
twittered with pleasure* * 

“ So you respond to kindness, little one ! ” he said softly, -r- 
“You arei more Christ-like in that one grace than many a 
Christian ! ” • . • 

He smarted, as a light toych fell on his shoulder, and he saw 
the Queen standing beside hfm. She held the paper he had 
given her in one hand, and as he looked her eiv^uiringiy 
she touched it with her lips, and placed it in her bosom. 

“I swear my obedience to j^our instructions. Sir!” she 
said, — “ Do not fear to trust me ! ” 

Gently he took her hands and kisSed them^ 

“ I thank you 1 ” he said simply. • 

For a moment they confronted each other. The beautiful 
cold woman’s eyes drooped* uifder the somew’hat sad and 
searching gaze of the man. 

“ But your life I — ” she murmured. 

“ My life ! ” He laughed and dropped her hands. “ Would 
yoif care, Madam, if I were dead.^ Would you shed any 
tears ? Not you 1 Why should you ? At this late hour of 
time, when after twenty-one years passed in each other’s close 
company w'e arc no itfearer to each other in heart and soul 
than if the sea murmuring }^onder^at the fdot of these W’alls 
were stretching its whole width between us ! Besides — we^ 
are both past our youth ! And, according to certain highly 
instructed scientists and ^philosophers, the senses and affections 
grow numb with age. I do not believe this theory myself — 
for the jejune love of youth is as a taper’s flame to the great 
and passionate tenderness of maturity, when the soul, and not 
the body, claims its due ; w^hen love is not dragged do>\^i to 
the vulgar level of mere cohabitation, after th^e fashion of the 
animals in a farmyard, rises to the best ffeight of Ifuman 
sympaftiy and intelligent comprehension. Who knows ! — I 
may experience such a love as that yet, — and so may you ! ” 
She was silent. * , 

“Talking of love,” — he went on— “May I ask ^lether ^ur 
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son, — or rather the* nation’s son, Humphry, — ever makes you 
his confidante ? ” 

“ Never ! ” she replied. 

• “I thought not! We do not seem to be the kind of 
parents admired in moral story-books, Madam b We are 
not^^he revered darlings of our * children. In fact, our 
children have the happy dispositipn of animal cubs^ — once 
out of the nursing stage, they forget they ever had parents. 
H is quite the ^natural and proper thing, born as they 
were born, — it would never do for them to have any over- 
filial regard for us. Imagine Humphry weeping for my 
death, or yours ! What a grotesque idea 1 And as for Rupert 
and Cyprian, — i^ Is devofitly to be hoped that when we die, 
our ffincrals may be well over before the great cricket matches 
of the year come on, as otherwise they will curse us for having 
left the world at an inconvenient season ! He laughed. 
“ How sentiment has gone out nowadays, or how it seems to 
have gone out ! Yet it slumbers in the heart of the nation, — 
and if it snould ever awaken, — well ! — k will be dangerous ! 
I asked you about Humphry, because I imagine he is* en- 
tangled in some love-affair. If it should be agreeable to your 
humour to go with me across to The Islands one day this 
week, we may perhaps by change discover the reason of his 
passion for that particulaj kind^ot scenery!” 

, The Queen's eyes opened w^onderingly, 

“a'he Islands ! ” she repeated, — “The Islands ? Why, only 
the coral-fishers live there, — they h^e a community of their 
own, and are jealous of all strangers. What should Humphry 
do there?” 

“ Tliat is more than I can tell you,” answered the King, — 
“ Ahd it is more than he will himself explain. Nevertheless, 
he is there nearly evfcry day, — some attraction draws him, but 
what* I cannot *discover. If Humphry*were of the soul of me, 
as ho is of the body of me, I should not even try tef fathom 
his secret, — but he is the nation's child — heir to its throne — 
and as i;uch, it is nficessary that we, for the nation's sake, 
should gil^d him in the nation's interests. If you chance to 
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learn anything of the object of his constant sea- .^^anderings, I 
trust you will find it coincident with your pleasurij t< iulbrui tuc?” 

“I shall most certainly obey you in this* Sir, in all other 
things ! ” she replied. • 

He mo\«d a step or two towards her. 

“ Good-night !’* he said very gently, and detaching oitc of 
the lilie:* from her corsage, ^ook it in his own hand. “G(H>d- 
night! This flower will rernind me of you; — wdiitc and 
beautiful, with all the central gold deep hidden ! ” • 

He looked at her intently, with a lingering look, half^of 
tenderness, half of regret, and bow'ing in the courtliest fashion 
of homage, left her presence. 

She remained alone, the velvet folds of train flowing 
about her feet, and the jewels on her breast flashing like^faint 
sparks of flame in the subdued glow of the shaded lamplight. 
She was touched for the first time^ in her life by the conscious- 
ness of something infinitely noble, and altogether above her in 
her husband^s nature. Slowly she drew out the paper he had 
given her from her bosom and read it through again — and 
yet'^once again. Almost unconsciously to herself a mist 
gathered in her eyes and softened into two bright tears, 
which dropped down her fair cheeks, and lost themselves 
among her diamonds. * 

“ He is brave ! ” she murmijred — “ Braver than I thought he 
could ever be ” • , 

She roused herself sharply from her abstractioij. Emotions 
which were be}’ond tier oVn control had strangely affected her, 
and the humiliating idea that her moods had for a moment 
escaped beyond her guidance made her angry with herself for 
w'hat she considered mere weakness. And passing quickly 
out of the boudoir, in the vague fear that solitude ntlght 
deepen the sense of impotence and failhre w]nch insinuated 
itself slowiy upon her, fike«a dull blight creeping through her 
heart and soul, she rejoined^ her ladies, the same great Queen 
as ever, with the same look of indifference on her face, the 
same chill smile, the same perfection oflovcliness, up, withered 
Ly anv visible trace of sorrow or of passion. ^ > 
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SERGIUS THORD 

T he next day the heavens were clouded ; and occasional 
volleys G|^ heavy thunder were mingled with the gusts 
of wihd and rain which swept over the city, and which lashed 
the fair southern sea into a dark semblance of such angry 
waves as wear away northern ^coasts into bleak and rocky 
barrenness. It was disappointing weather to multitudes, for 
it was the feast*day of one of the numerous saints whose 
names fill the ^calendar of the Roman Church, — and a great 
religious procession had been organised to march ^om 
the market-place to the Cathedral, in which two or three 
hundred children and girls had been chosen to take part. The 
fickle bursts of sunshine >vhic!i every now and again broke 
through the lowering skj’, decided the priests to carry out 
their programme, in spite of the threatening storm, in the 
hope that would clear .off completely with the afternoon. 
Accordingly, groups of little paidens, in white robes and 
veils, began to assemble with their flags and banners at the 
appointed hour round the old market cross, which, — grey and 
crumbling at the summit,— rbent over the streets like a withered 
finger, crooked as it were, in feeble remonstrance at the pass- 
ing of time, — \vhile glimpses of young Aces beneath the snowy 
veils, and charter of young voices, made brightness and music 
around its frowning and iron-bound base. Shortly before 
three o’clock the Cathedral bells* began to chime, and crowds 
of people made thefr way towards the sacred edifice in the 
feughingjf pushing, gesticulating fashion of southerners, to 
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whom a special service at the Church is^like .1 new comedy 
at the theatre, — women with coloured kerchiefs ktiotted over 
their hair or across their bosoms — men, more t » less roughly 
clad, yet all paying compliment to the Saint’ feast-day 
some extfia smart touch in their attire, if it wen only a pome 
granate flower or orange-blossom stuck in their l.ats, or htyiind 
their ears. It was a mixed ^crowd, all of the \) orking-rlasscs, 
who are proverbially called ‘the common,^ as if those wiv) 
work are not a hundred times more noble Uian thos'l? who do 
nothing! A few carriages, containing some we althy ladic.'i of 
the nobility, who, to atone for their social sins, were in the 
habit of contributing largely to the Church, passed every now' 
and again through tjie crowd, but taken as f. spectacle it w'as 
simply a ‘popular’ show, in which the children eff the 
people took part, and where the people themselves were 
evidently more amused than r edified 
While the bells were ringing the procession gradually 
formed ; — ^a dozen or more priests leading, — incense- bearers and 
acolytes w'alking next, — and then the long train gf little children 
andgirls carrying their symbolic banners, following after. The 
way they had to walk was a steep, winding ascent, through, 
tortuous streets, to the Cathedral, which stood in the centre of 
a great square on an femineAce which overlooked the whole 
city, and as soon as they start^id they began to sing, — softly at 
first, then more clearly and sweetly, till gradually the air grew# 
full of melody, rising and falling t)n the capricous gusts of 
wind which tore at the gilded and emblazoned banners, and 
tossed the white veils of the maidens about like wTeaths of 
drifting snow. Two men standing on the Cathedral hill, 
watched the procession gradually • ascending — one tall and 
heavily-built, with a <Jark leonine head made more massive- 
looking by its profusion of thick and unrhanageable hair — the 
other lean and narro>^-sh®uldered, with a [Kiaked reddish- 
auburn beard, w'hich he ci^itinually pulled and twitched at 
nervously as though its growth on his chin were more a matter 
of vexation than convenience. He was apparently not so 
much interested in the Church festival as he was in his com- 
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IrtOOtiH'S 1 • V — 

hair /inrl fur ii-r concealed i-) ^ ^ ■ 

i^iONNe^L V 

full Hashing eyes under the bushy hfOWS, 

magnetic hint of something dangerous and not to be trifled 

witR. 

“You do not believe anything you hear or read, Sergius 
Thord I • hx said — “ Will you twist your whole life into a 
crooked attit ude of suspicion against all mankind ? ” 

•lie who \\as named Sergius Thord, lifted himself slowly from 
the shoulders upwards, the action making his great height and 
broad chest cv<^ more apparent than before. A gleam of 
whit* teeth shone under his black modktache. 

“I do not twist my life into a crooked attitude-, J ’ 
Zegota,” he replied. “ If k is^ crooked, others have twisted 
it for me! Why should I believe what I hear, since it is 
the fashion to lie? Why should I accept what I read, 
since it is the business of the Press to deceive the public? 
And why do*you ask me foolish questions? You shpuld 
be better instructed, seeing that your creed is the same as 
mine ! 


“Have I ever denied it?”# exclaimed Zegota^ warmly — 
“But I have sard, and I say again that I believe the news is 
true, — and ;.hat Aese Rowling hypocrites, — ” this with an 
angry gesture of his hand towards the open square where 
the chanting priests who headed the piocession^ere coming 
into view' — “ have truly received an unlooked-for check from 
the King 1 ” 

Sergius Thord laid one hand heavily on his shoulder. 

<‘When the King — w'hen any king — does anything useful 
in the world, then 70U may hang me* with your owrn hands, 
Ze^ta! WhCn did you ever hgar, •except in myths of the 
past, of a monarch w'ho cared for his people more •than his 
crown ? Tell me that ! Tell fiie of any king who so truly 
loved t|je people he -was called upon to govern, that he sacri- 
ficed his/own money, as well as his own time, to remedy their 
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wrongs? — to save them from unjust govt^irnment, to defend 
tliem from cruel taxation? — to see that their bread was 
not taken from their mouths by foreign ^competii ion ? — and 
to make it possible for them to live in the country qf 
their birtla in peace and prosperity? Bah! There never 
was such a king!. And ^ that this man, — who has for ihree 
years left us to the merc)^ of the most accursed cheat and 
scoundrel minister that ever \Pas in power, — has*now declared 
his opposition to the Jesuits, is more thap I wilL or caft 
believe.” 

‘If it were true?” — suggested Zegota, with a more than 
usually \’icious tug at his beard. 

“ If it w’ere true, it would not 'alter my^ opinion, or set 
aside my intention,’^ replied Thord, — “I would admit# that 
the King had done one good deed before going to hell! 
Look ! Here come the future^traftresses of men — girls trained 
by priests to deceive their nearest and dearest I Poor 
children I They know nothing as yet of the uses to which 
their lives are destined 1 If they could but die now, in 
thek innocent faith and stupidity, how much better for all 
the world ! ” 

As he spoke, the wind, swooping into the square, and 
accompanied by a pattering gust of rain, fell like a fury upon 
the leaders of the religious procession and lore one of the 
great banners out of the hands ot the. Spriest who held it, ^ 
beating it against his head and faoe with so much force Jthat 
he fell bacte^ard to the ground under iLs weight, while from 
a black cloud above, a flash of lightning gleamed, followed 
almost instantaneously by a loud clap of thunder, which shook 
the square with a mighty reverberation like that of a bursting 
bomb. The children screamed, — and ran towards the Catheiral 
pellmell ; and for a few moments there ensued indescribable 
confusion, the priests, the «i>eople, and the wRite vciled *girls 
getting %ixed , together in a wild hurly-burly. Sergius Thord 
suddenly left his companion's side, and springing on a small 
handcart that stood empty near the centre of the sqpare, his 
tall figure rose up all at once like a dark apparition kbove the 
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heads of tb" assembled crowd, and his voice, strong, clear, 
and vibrating with j)assion, rang out like a deep alarm bell, 
through all the noise of the storm. 

• “Whither are you going, O foolish people? To pray to 
God ? Pray to Him here, then, under the flash of ^His light- 
ninij^ — in the roll of His thunder I— beneath His cathedral- 
canopy of clouds ! Pray to Him ^with all your hearjs, your 
brains, your reason, your intelflgence, and leave mere lip- 
service and mockery to priests; and to these poor children, 
who, as yet, know no better than to obey tyrants ! Would 
you find out God? He is heie — with me, — with you! — in 
the earth, in the sky, in the sun and storm ! Whenever Truth 
declares a living fact, God speaks,— whenever we respond to 
that 4I’ruth, God hears ! No church, no cathedral contains 
His presence mere than we shall find it here — with us — where 
we stand I ” * ^ 

The people heard, and a great silence fell upon them. All 
faces were turned toward the speaker, and none appeared to 
heed the great drops of fast-falling rain. One of the priests 
who was trying to marshal the scattered children into their 
former order, so that they might enter the Cathedral in the 
manner arranged for the religious service, looked up to see 
the cause of the sudden stilliieis, and muttered a curse under 
his breath. But even while the oath escaped his lips, he gave 
, the signal for the %acreS chanting to be resumed, and in 
another n-ojnent the ‘Litany of the Virgin’ was started in 
stentorian tones by the leaders pf the prpeession. Intimidated 
by the looks, as well as by the commands of the priests, the 
girls and children joined in the chanting with tremulous voices, 
as tliey began to file through the Cathedral doors and enter the 
grdkt nave. But a magnetic spell, stronger than any invoca- 
tion of the Church; had fallen upon fhe crowd, and they all 
stooci as thou^ caught in the invi^iiblc wc?b of some enchanter, 
their faces turned upwards to where Thord’s tall figur^tovrered 
above them. His eyes glittered as he noted the sudden hush 
of atteQtion which prevailed, and lifting his rough cap from 
kis head^ he waved it towards the open door of the Cathedral, 
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through which the grand strains of the org*cin ro hug out from 
within gave forth solemn invitation : — 

“ Sancta Dei Genitrix, 

Ora pro nobis 1 ” ^ 

sang the children, as they passed in line under the ar^-'icnt 
porch, carved with the figures of forgotten saints and bisHbps, 
whose stone countenances had stared at similar Scenes through 
the course of long centuries. , * 

# “ ' Sancta Dei Genitrix, ora pro nobis ! ’ echoed Sergius 
Thord — “Do you hear it, O men? Do you hear it,' O 
women ? What does it teach you ? * Holy Mother of God ! ’ 

\Vho was she ? Was she not merely a woman to whom God 
descended? And ^^'ilat is the lesson she gives you ? PJainly 
this— that men should be as gods, and women as the mothers 
of gods 1 For every true and brAve man born into the world 
has God within him, — is made of God, and must return lo 
God ! And every woman who gives birth to one such, true, 
brave man, has given a God-incarnated being to the world! 
* Sancta Dei Genitrix 1 ’ Be all as mothers of gods, O women ! 
Be as gods, O men ! Be as gods in courage, in truth, in 
wisdom, in freedom ! Suffer not devils to have command of 
you I P'or devils ther^ are, there are gods ; — evil there is^ 
as there is good. Fiends are born of women as gods arc — and 
yet evil itself is of God, inasmlich asf with^Vit God there can be 
neither evil nor good. Let us help God, we His children, to 
conquer evil by conquevng it in ourselves — and by refusing 
lo give it power over us ! So shall God show us all good- 
ness, — all pity ! So shall He cease to afflict His children ; 
so will He cease to torture us w’th undeserved sorrows and 
devilish agonies, for which we are not to blame I ” • 

He paused. The Jfinging had ceased*; the children’s pro- 
cession had entered tli^ C^athedral, and the <foors still Stood 
wide ojfim. But the people remained outside, crowded in tin: 
square, and gathering momefltarily in greater numbers. 

“ Look you !” cried Sergius Thord — “The building^which is 
called the Sanctuary of God, stands open — why do you npt 
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all enter tlvTC? •Within are precious marbles, priceless 
pictures, je\r ;ls and relics — and a great altar raised up by 
the gifts of ' icked cfead kings, who by money, sought to atone 
for their sins to the people. There are priests who fast and 
pray in public, and gratify all the lusts of appetite jp private. 
Th^ are poor and ignorant women^ who believe whatsoever 
these priests tell them — all this ^ou can see if you go 
inside yonder. Why do you neft go? Why do you remain 
with me)” ^ 

A faint murmur, like the rising ripple of an angry sea, rose 
from the crowd, but quickly died away again into silence. 

“ Shall 1 tell you why you stay ? ” went on Thord, — “ Because 
you know I am ]jour frienfd — and because you also know that 
the {iriests are your enemies ! Because you know that I tell 
you the truth, and that the priests tell you lies ! Because you 
feel that all the promises ma^e Jp you of happiness in Heaven 
cannot explain aw^ay to your satisfaction the causes of your 
bitter suffering and poverty on earth ! Because you are 
gradually learning that the chief business of priestcraft is to 
deceive the people and keep them down, — down, always down 
in a stale of vrretched ignorance. Learn, learn all you can, 
my brothers — take the only good thing modern government 
gives you — Education! Education is thrown at us like a 
bone thrown tq a dog,^half picked by others and barely 
, nourishing — but tal5e it, take it, friends, for in it you shall 
find the mayow of vengeance on your tyrants and oppressors ! 
The education of the masses, means the downfall of false 
creeds, — the ruin of all false priests ! For it is only through 
the ignorance of the many that tyrannical dominion is given 
into the hands of the few.! Slavish submission to a corrupt 
G^^ernment would be impossible if we all refused to be slaves. 
O friends, O brothers, throw off your* chains ! Break down 
you? prison d?)ors 1 Some good ^ou* hafe done already — be 
brave and strong to do more 1 Press forward fearlAsly and 
strive for liberty and justice 1 To-day wt, are told that the King 
has refused Crown l^nds to the Jesuits. Shall w'e be told to- 
morrow’' that the King has dismissed Carl P^^rousse from office ? ” 
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A long wild shout told how this suggestidn ha^.’ gone straight 
home to the throng. 

“Shall we be told this, I ask? No! 1''en thousand times 
no ! The refusal of the King to grant the priests any widpr 
dominion pver us is merely an act of policy inspired by terror. 
The King is afraid 1 He fears the people will revolt against 
the Chijrch, and so takes part with them lest there shoul3 be 
trouble in the land, but he never seems to think" there may be 
another kind of revolt against himself ! His refusal to.concedh 
more place for the accursed practice of Jesuitry is so far good ; 
but his dismissal of Perousse would be still better ! ” 

A perfect hurricane of applause from the people gave 
emphatic testimony to the truth of these w'ords. 

“^\Tiat is this man, Carl Perousse? ” he went on — “A«*man 
of the people — w^hose oaths were sworn to the people, — w’hom 
the people themselves brought int6 power because he promised 
to remain faithful to them ! He is false, — a traitor and political 
coward! A mere manufacturer of kitchen goods, who through 
our folly was returned to this country's senate ; — and through 
our^still further credulity is now set in almost complete 
dominion over us. Well ! We have suffered and are suffer- 
ing for our misplaced belief in him ; — the question is, how 
long shall we continue to suffer? How long are we to be 
governed by the schemes of Carl Perousse, the countr)''s 
turncoat, — the trafficker in secret with Jew speculators? It 
is for you to decide I It is for you to work oyt your own 
salvation I It is for yaa to throw off tyranny, and show 
yourselves free men of reason and capacity! Just as the 
priests chant long prayers to cover their own iniejuity, so do 
the men of government make long speeches to disguise their 
own corruption. You know you cannot l>clieve their promises. 
Neither can you beliefe the Press, for if* this is not actually 
bought by Pdroussef it is t^Ibed. And you cinr.ot trusrthe 
King; ffer he is as a house divided against itself w'hich must 
fall ! Slave of his own passiSns, and duped by women, what 
Is he but a burden to the State? Justice and power, should 
be on the side of kings, — but the days are come when selfc 
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interest an(! money can even buy a throne ! O men, O 
women, ron^e up your hearts and minds to work for yourselves, 
to redress wrongs,— -to save your country 1 Rouse up in your 
tjjousands, and with your toil-worn hands pull down the 
pillars of iniquity and vice that overshadow and (J^rken the 
landj Fight against the insolent pride of wealth which strives 
to Crush the poor ; rouse, rouse ^our hearts ! — opgn your 
eyes and seethe evils which arft gathering thick upon us! — 
dhd like; the lightnings pent up in yonder clouds, leap forth 
in flame and thunder, and clear the air ! ” 

?\ burst of frantic acclamation from the crowd followed this 
wild harangue, and while the loud roar of voices yet echoed 
aloft, a band of armed police came into view, marching steadily 
up fr^m the lower streets of the city. Sergius Thord smiled 
as he saw them approach. 

“ Yonder comes the Law ! ^he^said — “ A few poor constables, 
badly paid, w'ho if they could find anything better to do than 
to interfere w’ith their fellow-men w’ould be glad of other 
occupation I Before they come any nearer, disperse yourselves, 
my friends, and so save them trouble ! Go all to your hosnes 
and think on my words ; — or enter the Cathedral and pray, 
those who will — but let this place be as empty of you in five 
minutes as thougli you never Jaad been here ! Disperse, — 
and farewell ! We shall meet again ! ” 

He leaped down Vom 1\is position and disappeared, and in 
obedience to his command,the crowd began to melt away with 
almost miraculous speed. Before th« police could reach the 
centre of the square, there were only some thirty or forty people 
left, and these were quietly entering the Cathedral where the 
service for the saint whose feast-day was being celebrated was 
now in full and solemn progress. 

For one instant, dn the first step of tile great porch, Sergius 
Thoild and hi^ companion, Johan, Zegotaf met, — but making 
a rapid sign to each other with the left hand, they as^uickly 
separated, — Zegota to enter the* Cathedral, Thord to walk 
rapidly down one of* the narrowest and most unfrequented 
streets to the lower precincts of the city. 
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The afternoon grew darker, and the weather more depressing, 
and by the time evening closed in, rain was pouring j)crsisi' 
ently. The wind had ceased, and the thitndcr had long since 
died away, its force drenched out by the weight of water in tlj^c 
clouds. saint’s day had ended badly for all concerned ; 
— many of the children who had taken part in the procession 
had been carried home their parents wet through, alfthe 
pretty white frocks and vcili of the little girh having been 
completely soaked and spoilt by the unkind elements. A 
drearier night had seldom gloomed over this fair city of the 
southern sea, and down in the quarters of the poor, where 
men and women dwelt all huddled miserably in overcrowded 
tenements, and sin and starvation kept hideous company 
together, the streets presented as dark Und forbidding an 
aspect as the hea \7 skies blackly brooding above. Here and 
there a gas-lamp flared its light Upon the drawn little face of 
some child crouching asleep in a doorway, or on the pinched 
and painted features of some wretched outcast wending her 
way to the den she called ‘home.’ The loud brutal laughter 
of *drunken men w^as mingled with the wailing* of half-starved 
and fretful infants, and the mean, squalid houses swarmed 
w'ith the living spa^vn of every vice and lust in the calendar 
of crime. Deep in the heart of the so-called civilised, 
beautiful and luxurious city, this ‘quarter of the poor,’ 
the cancer of the social body^ throbWd a?id ate its destructive 
way slowly but surely on, and Sergius I'hord, w'ho longed to* 
lay a sharp knife against it and cut it out, for the health of 
the whole community, was as powerless as Dante in hell to 
cure the evils he writnessed. Yet it was not too much to say 
that he would have given his life to ease another’s pain, — as 
swiftly and as readily as he would have taken life without 
mercy, in the pursiflt of what he imagined to be a just 
vengeance, ^ • t * '' 

“ H8w vain, after all, is my labour ! ” he thought — “ How 
helpless I am to move the selt-ccntred powers of the Government 
and the Throne ! Even were all these wretched multitudes to 
rise with me, and make havoc of the w'hole city, sliould ^we 
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move so nrach as»one step higher out of the Gehenna of 
poverty and crime ? Almost I doubt it 1 ” 

He walked on p^st dark open doorways, where some of the 
ijiiserable inhabitants of the dens within, stood to inhale the 
fresh wet air of the rainy night. His tall form was familiar 
to most of them, — if they were considered as wolves of 
hu&anity in the sight of the law, Aey were all faithful dogs 
to him; doing as he bade, running where he commanded, 
fcady aU any moment to assemble at any given point and burn 
and pillage, or rob and slay. There were no leaders in the 
political government, — but this one leader of the massed poor 
could, had he chosen, have burned down the city. But he 
did not choose. He had a far-sighted, clear brain, — and 
though he had si^orn to destroy abus(?5 wherever he could 
find them, he moved always with caution ; and his plans were 
guided, not by impulse alor^, but by earnest consideration for 
the future. He was marked out by the police as a dangerous 
Socialist; and his movements were constantly tracked and 
dodged, but so far, he had done nCfttiing which could empower 
his arrest. He was a free subject in a free country ; and^pro- 
vided he created no open disturbance he had as much liberty 
as a mission preacher to speak in the streets to those who 
would stop to listen. He paused nov^ in his walk at the door 
of one house more than commonly dingy and tumble-down in 
appearance, where a man^ lounged outside in his shirt-sleeves, 
smpking ^ ■ 

“ Is all well with you, Matsin ? ” be asked gently. 

All is well ! ” answered the man called Matsin, — “ better 
than last night. The child is dead.” 

“ Dead ! ” echoed Thord, — “ And the mother ” 

Asleep 1 ” answered Matsin. “ I gave her opium to save 
her from madness.* • sfie was hungry, fbo — the opium fed her 
an(f made hei*forget ! ” , • • 

Thord pushed him gently aside, and went into tlie house. 
There on the floor lay the nalfed body of a dead child, so 
emaciated as to be adrpost a skeleton ; and across it, holding it^ 
filose with one arm, was stretched a woman, half clothed, her 
6 



82 


“TEMPORAL POWEk” 


fiu:e hidden in her unbound dark hair, breathing heavily in a 
drugged sleep. Great tears filled Thord’s eyes. 

“God exists!” he said, — “And He can bear to look upon 
a sight like this ! If 1 were God, I should hate myself for 
letting such things be 1 ” 

“Perhaps He does hate Himself!” said the man Matsin, 
who had also come in, and now looked at the scene ^ith 
sullen apathy — “That maybe the caui>e of all ''jur troubles! 
I don't understand the ways of God ; or the ways ^of ma» 
dther, I have done no harm. I married fne woman — and 
we had that one child. I worked hard for both. I coUld 
not get sufficient money to keep lis going ; I did metal Avork — 
very well, so I was told. ‘ But they make it all abroad now hy 
machinery — I cannot compete. They don’t ^ant new designs 
they say — the old will serve. I do anything now that I can — 
but it is difficult You, too, — you^tarve with us ! ” 

“I am poor, if that is what' you mean,” said Thord, — “ but 
take all I have to-night, Alatsin — ” and he emptied a small 
purse of silver coins into the man s hand. “ Bury the poor 
little innocent one : — and comfort the mother when she wakes. 
Comfort her! — love her! — she needs love! I will be back 
again to-morrow.” ^ 

He strode away quickjy, an^ Matsin remained at his door 
turning over the money in his hand. 

“ He will sacrifice somethii% he *need^ himself, for this,” 
he muttered. “Yet that is the man they say the King 
would hang if ever he g^t hold of him ! By Hfiavfen ! — ihe 
King himself should hang first f ” 

Meanwhile Sergius Thord went on, slackening his pace a 
little as he came near his own destination, a tall and narrow 
house at the end of the street, with a single light shining,jn 
one of the upper windows. There waS a. gas-lamp some few 
paces off, and undet th^s stood a man reading, or trying to 
read, a tewspaper by its flickering glare. Thord glanced at 
him with some suspicion — the stranger w^as too near his own 
^lodging for his pleasure, for he was alwaysvon his guard against 
spies. Approaching more closely, he saw that though the ma^ 
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was shabbily attirod in a rough pilot suit, much the worse for 
wear, he nevertheless had the indefinable look and bearing of 
a gentleman. Acfing on impulse, as he often did, Thord 
^oke to him. 

“ A rough liight for reading by lamplight, my friend ! ” he said. 

TJie man looked up, and smiled. ^ * 

•Yes, it is, rather! But I have tnly just got the evening 
^ paper.” • - • 

• “ An j special news ? ” 

“No — only tfiis — ” and he pointed to a bold headline — 
“The King versus The Jesuits.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Thord, and he studied the' looks and bearing 
of the stranger with increasing curiosity. “What do you 
thin^ of it ? ” * • 

“ What do I think ? May I ask, without offence, what you 
think ? ” • 

“ I think,” said Thord slowl^, “ that the King has for once 
in his life done a wise thing.” . 

“ * For once in his life ! ’ ” repeated the stranger dubiously — 
“ Then I presume your King is, generally speaking, a fool^ ” 

“ If you are a subject; his — ” began Thord slowly 

“ Thank Heaven,^ I am not ! I am a mere wanderer — ^a 
literary loafer — a student of^men^and manners. I read 
books, and I write them too, — this will perhaps explain the 
eccentricity of my Behaviour in* trying to read under the lamp- 
light in the rain 1 ” 

He. smilid again, and the smil# was irresistibly pleasant. 
Something about him attracted Thord, and after a pause he 
asked: 

“ If you are, as you say, a wanderer and a stranger in this 
to#m, can I be of service to you?” 

“ You are very ktnd f ” said the othei^ turning a pair of deep, 
dark, grey mefiitative eyes upon — *kAnd I am infinitely 
obliged to you for the suggestion. . But I really wan^inothing. 
As a matter of fact, I am wafting for two friends of mine 
who have just gone into one of the foul and filthy habitations 
here, to see what they can do for a suddenly bereaved family. 
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The husband and father fell dead in the* street before our 
eyes, — and those who picked him up said he was drunk, but 
it turned out that he was merely stan^ed, — merely! — you under- 
stand ? Merely starved 1 We found his home, — and the pocy 
widow is wailing and weeping, and the children are crying for 
food. I confess niyself quite unable to bear the sight, and so 
I have ^ent all the money I had about me to hclj) them^for 
to-night at least. By my^ faith, they are moSt hopelessly, 
incurably miserable ! 

“Their lot is exceedingly common in these quarters,’^ said 
Thord, sorrowfully. “ Day after day, night after night, men, 
women and children toil, suffer and die here without ever 
knowing what it is to have one hour ^ of free fresh air, one day 
of rest and joy! Yet this is a great city, — and we live-in a 
civilised countrjM” He smiled bitterly, then added — “You 
have done a good action ; and yoif need no tlianks, or I would 
thank you ; for my lifers work lies among these wretched i)oor, 
and I am familiar with their tragic histories. Good-night ! ” 

“ Pray do not go ! said the stranger suddenly — “ I should 
likcjto talk to you a little longer, if you have no objection. Is 
there not some place near, where we can go out of this rain 
and have a glass of wine together ? ” 

Sergius Thord stood iiyesolufe, — gazing at him, half in liking, 
half in distrust 

“ Sir,” he said at last, “ I do* not khow y.(?u — and you do not 
know me. If I told you my nam^ you w^ould probably ,?iot 
seek my company I ” t 

“Will you tell it?” suggested the stranger cheerfully — 
“ Mine is at your service — Pasquin Leroy. I fear my fame as 
an author has not reached your ears ! ” 

Thord shook his head. ^ • 

“No. I have neverijeard of you. AntT probably you have 
never heard of me. •My#na^ie is Sergius Thord.^' • 

“Sergius Thord!” echoed the stranger; “Now that is 
truly remarkable ! It is a hSppy coincidence that we should 
nave met to-night. I have just seen your name in this very 
paper which you caught me reading — see ! — the next Iieading 
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under that conceftiing the King and the Jesuits — ‘Thord’s 
Rabble/ Are not you that same Thord ? 

“ I am ! ” said 'fhord proudly, his eyes shining as he took 
\t\e paper and perused quickly the few flashy lines which 
described the crowd outside the Cathedral that afternoon, and 
set him down as a crazy Socialist, and distqrber of the peace, 
“j?nd the ‘ rabble * as this scribbling* fool calls it, is the greater 
part of this city’s population. Tfie King may intimidate his 
T/ourt ; •hui I, Sergius Thord, with my ‘ rabble ’ can intimidate 
both. Court undoing ! ” 

He drew himself up to his full majestic heiglit — a noble 
figure of a man with his fine heroic head and eagle-like glance 
of eye, — and he^who had called himself Pasquin Leroy, suddenly 
helcJ out his hand. • 

“ Let me see more of you, Sergius Thord ! ” he said, — “ You 
are the very man for mt 1 ^They say in this paper that 
you spoke to a great multitude outside the Cathedral this 
afternoon, and interfered with the religious procession ; they 
also say you are the head of a Society called the Revolutionary 
Committee; — now let me work for you in some deparq;nent 
of //lat business ! ” 

Let you work for me?” echoed Thord astonished — “But 
how ? ” t , 

“In this way — ” replied the other — “I write Social- 
istic works, — anS. for Uiis cause have been expelled from 
my native J^omtj and surroundings. I have a little money — 
and some influence, — and I ^ill devote both to your Cause. 
Will you take me, and trust me ? ” 

Thord caught his extended hand, and looked at him with a 
kind of fierce intentness. ^ 

•“You mean it?” he said in thrilling tones — “You mean it 
positively and trufy ? ” • 

Positivelf’ and truly ! ” said L^roy — •If you are working to 
remedy the frightful evils abounding in this wretchtd quarter 
of the poor, I will help you ! * If you are striving to destroy 
rank i^buses, I ask ^lothing better than to employ my pen in 
•your service. I will get work on the Press here— I will do all 



86 


“TEMPORAL POWER” 


I can to aid your purposes and carry out your intention ^ 
have no master, so am free to do as 1 like ; and 1 will dt 
myself to your service so long as you think I can be oi 


Dte 

iny 


use to you/^ 

“ Wait ! ” said Thord — “ You must not be carried away 
sudden generous impulse, simply because you have witne!^^^ 
one scene of the continual’ misery that is going on here dauj . 
To belong to our Committee means much more than you at 
present realise, and involves an oath which you maymot be' 
willing to take 1 And what of the friends you spoke of? ” 

‘‘They will do what I do,” replied Leroy — “They share my 
fortunes — likewise my opinions; — and here they come, — so 
they can speak for themselves,” this, as two men emerged from 
a dark street on the left, and came full into the lamplight’s 
flare— “ Axel Regor, Max Graub— come hither ! Fortune has 
singularly favoured us to-night ! Let me present to you my 
friend—' and he emphasised the wwd, “Sergius Thord !” 

Both men started ever so slightly as the introduction was 
performed, and Thord looked at them with fresh touches of 
suspicion here and there lurking in his mind. ' But he vras 
brave; and having once proceeded in a given direction was 
not in the habit of turning back. He therefore saluted both 
the new-comers with grav^ courtesy. 

“ I trust you ! ” he then said curtly to I^roy, “ and I Uiink 
you will not betray my trust, if yoii do, it will be the worse 
for you!” , , 

His lips parted in a slight sinister smile, and the two who 
were respectively called Axel Regor and Max Graub, exchanged 
anxious glances. But I..eroy show'ed no sign of hesitation or 
alarm. 

“Your warning is quite unnecessary, Sergius Thord,” he 
said, — “I pledge you nty wwd with my friendship— and my 
word is my bond I I^illalsg hold myself responsible for my 
companions.” 

Thord bent his head in sileni: recognition of this assurance. 

“Then follow me, if such is your desire,” he said— “Re- 
member, there is yet time to go in another direction, and to% 
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see me no more; but if you once do cSst'in your lot with 
mine the tie between us is indissoluble I ” 

He paused, as thbugh expecting some recoil or hesitation 
the part of those to whom he made this statement, but 
none came. He therefore strode on, and they followed, till 
arriving at the door of the tall, narrow house, whei^ the light 
in the highest window gleamed like a^ignal, "he opened it with 
a small key aftd entered, holding ft back courteously*for his 
three new companions to enter with him. They did so, a'^d 
he closed the ^or. At the same moment the light was 
extinguished in the upper Avindow, and the outside of the 
house became a mere wall of dense blackness in the driving 
rain. 



CHAPTER VII 

TJJK JDKALISrS 

U P a long uncarpeted flight of stairs, and into a large lofty 
room on the second storey, 'Fhord led the way for his 
newly-found disciples to follow. It was very dark, and they 
had to feel the step? as they went, their guiafe offering neither 
explanation nor apology for the Cimmerian shades of gloom. 
Stumbling on hands and knees th^jy spoke not a word ; though 
once Max Graub uttered soinething like an oath in rough 
German ; but a whisper from Leroy rebuked and silenced him, 
and they pursued their difficult ascent until, arriving at the 
room mentioned, they found themselves in the company of 
about fifteen to twenty men, all sitting round a table under 
two flaring billiard lamps, suspended crookedly from the 
ceiling. As Thord entered, ^’these men all rose, and gave 
him an expressive sign of greeting with the left hand, the 
same kind of gesture which' had passed^ between him and 
Zegota on the Cathedral steps in the morning. Zegota himself 
was one of their number.^. There was also another personage 
in the room who did not rise, and w^ho gave no sign whatever. 
This was a woman, who sat in the embrasure of a closed and 
shuttered window with her back to the whole company. It 
was impossible to say whether she was young or old, plain or 
handsome, for she wastenveloped in a long black cloak which 
wraped her from sfeoul^er to heel. All thatocould beo dis- 
tinguished of her was the w^ite nape of her neck, and a great 
twist of dead gold hair. He? presence awakened the liveliest 
interest in Pasquin Leroy, who found it impossible to avoid 

nudging his companions, and whispering — ^ * 
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“ A woman ! B/ Heaven, this drama becomes interesting ! ” 

But Axel Regor and Max Graub were seemingly not disposed 
to levity, and they offered no response to their lighter minded 
comrade beyond va^ue hasty side-looks of ajarm, which ap- 
peared to amuse him to an extent that threatened to jgo beyond 
thejfinits of caution. Sergius Thord, however, saw nothing 
of their interchange of glances for the moment, — he hq^ other 
business to settle. Addressing himself at once to the men 
assembled, he sajfl. — 

“ Friends and brothers ! I bring you three new associates ! 

I have not sought them ; they have sought me. On their 
own heads be their destinies ! They offer their names to the 
Revolutionary CJpmmittee, and their services to our Cause !” 

A«low murmur of approbation from fhc company greeted 
this announcement. Johan Zegota advanced a little in front 
of all the rest. • ^ 

** Every man is welcome to serve us who will serve us faith- 
fully,” he said. But who are these new comrades, Sergius 
Thord ? What are they ? ” 

“That they must declare for themselves,” said Thord, taking 
a chair at the head of the table which was evidently his accus- 
tomed place — “ Put them through their examination ! ” 

He seated himself with the Mr of a king, his whole aspect 
betokening an authority^that would not be trifled with or 
, gainsaid. 

Gott in^immcl ! ” • 

This exclamation burst suddenly from the lips of the man 
called Max Graub. 

“What ails you?” said Thord, turning full upon him his 
glittering eyes that flashed ferocity from under their shaggy 
brbws — “ Are you afraid ? ” 

“ Afraid ? Not *I ! ” protested Griub — “ But, gentlemen, 
thiifk a momdht ! You speak of»puWin^us — myself and my 
friends — through an examination ! Why should youHxamine 
us? We are thme poor adventurers — what can we have to 
tell?”. 

• “ Much, I should imagine ! ” retorted Zegota — “ Adventurers 
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are not such without adventures ! Your wfiite hairs testify to 
some experience of life.” ^ 

“ My white hairs — my white hairs ! ” exclaimed Graub, when 
a touch from A||el Regor apparently recalled something to Ivs 
mind for fee began to laugh — “True, gentlemen ! Very true ! 
I had forgotten!’ I have had some adventures and 
experier.ces ! My good frjend there, Pasquin l^roy, has also 
had adventures and experiences, — so have we all ! Myself, I 
am a poor German, grown old in the ser\hcQ of a bad king! 
I have been kicked out of that service — Ach ! — ^just for tellipg 
the truth ; which is very much the end of all truth telling, is it 
not? Tell lies, — ^and kings will reward you and make you rich 
and great I — but tell truth, and see what thg kings will give 
you for it ! Kicks, and no halfpence 1 Pardon ! I intCirupt 
this so pleasant meeting ! ” 

All the men present looked at him curiously, but said 
nothing in response to his outburst. Johan Zegota, seating 
himself next to Sergius Thord, opened a large parchment 
volume that lay on the table, and taking up a j)en addressed 
himuelf to Thord, saying — 

“Will you ask the questions, or shall I ? ” 

“You, by all means ! Proceed in the usual manner.” 
Whereupon Zegota began.-^ 

“Stand forth, comrades ! ” ^ ^ ^ ’ 

The three strangers advanced. 

“ Your names ? Each one answer separately, please ! ” • 

“ Pasquin Leroy ! ” * . ^ 

“ Axel Regor ! ” 

“ Max Graub ! ” 

“ Of what nationality, Pasquin Leroy ? * 

Leroy smiled. “ Truly I claim none ! ” he said “ I Was 
bom a slave.” 

“A slave!” * ‘ • * * 

The ^ords were repeated in tones of astonishment round the 
room. 

“Why, yes, a slave!” repeated L^eroy 'quietly. “Y 9 U liave 
heard of black slaves, — ^have you not heard of w^hite ones toon^ 
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There are countries •still, where men purchase other men of 
their own blood and colour j — ^tyrannous governments, which 
force such men to work for them, chained to one particular 
pla^s till they die. I am one of tjiose, — though escaped for 
the present. You can ask me more of my country if jou will ; 
but a^€lave has no country save that of his .master. If you 
care at all for my services, you will spare me further exajnina- 
tion on this subject ! ” * 

Zegota looked enquiringly at Thord. 

“We will pass that question,” said the latter, in a low- 
tone. 

Zegota resumed — 

“ You, Axel Regor — are you a slave too ? ” 

AxeURegor smiied languidly. • 

“No! I am what is called a free-born subject of the 
realm. I do what I like, though not always how I like, or 
when I like 1 ” 

“ And you, Max Graub ? ” 

“ German 1 ” said that individual firmly ; “ German to the 
backbone — Socialist to the soul ! — and an enemy of all ruligg 
sovereigns, — particularly the one that rules w? /” 

Thord smiled darkly. 

“ If you feel inclined to jest, ^%ix G^^ub, I must warn you 
that jesting is net suited to the immediate moment.” 

^ “Jesting! i nevS; was*more*in earnest in my lifel” de- 
clared Graub,^— “ '\\'hy have J left my native country? Merely 
because it is governed by Kaiser Wilhelm 1 ” 

Thord smiled again. 

“The subject of nationality seems to excite all three of 
you,” he said, “ and though we ask you the question pro forma^ 
it is absolutely necessary that we should know from whence 
you come. We require your names, and your oath of fealty; 
but before bincAng yourselves, I wiJl lead^ou our laws, and 
the rules of membership for this Society ; rules to which, if 
you join us, you are expected to* conform.” 

“ Suppose, for the sake of argument,” said Pasquin Leroy, — 
*‘that after hearing the rules we found it wisest to draw back? 
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Suppose my friends, — if not myself, — wefe disinclined to join 
your Society ; — what would happen ? ’ ? 

As he asked the question a curious silence feh upon the 
company, and all eyes were turned upon the speaker. *Th^re 
was a dead pause for a moment, and then Thord replied slowly 
and with emphasis : — c 

“Toothing would happen save this, — that you would be 
bound by a solemn oath never to reveal what you had heard 
or seen here to-night, and that you would from henceforth 
be tracked every day and hour of your life by those who 
would take care that you kept your oath ! ” 

“You see!” exclaimed Axel Regor excitedly, “There is 
danger ” 

“Danger? Of what?” asked Pasquin Leroy coWly; — 
“ Of death ? Each one of us, and all three of us would fully 
merit it, if we broke our word 1 Gentlemen both ! ” — and he 
addressed his two companions, “If you fear any harm may 
come to yourselves through joining this Society, pray withdraw 
while there is yet time ! My own mind is made up ; I intend 
tci become familiar with the work of the Revolutionary Com- 
mittee, and to aid its cause by my personal service ! ” 

A loud murmur of applause came from the company. Axel 
Regor and Max Graub glarned at Leroy, and saw in his face 
that his decision was unalterable. 

“Then we will work for fhe Cause, also,” said Max Graub 
resignedly. “What you determine upon, we :jhall do, shall 
we not, Axel?” < 

Axel Regor gave a brief assent, 

Sergius Thord looked at them all straightly and keenly. 

“ You have finally decided ? ” 

“We have!” replied Leroy. “We will enrol ourselves 
as your associates af once.” 

Whereupon Joffan <Zcgota rose from his ‘ place, and un- 
^ locking an iron safe which stood in one corner of the 
room, took out a roll of parchment and handed it to Thord, 
.who, unfolding it, read in a clear though low yoice the 
following : — 
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“We, the Revolutionary Committee, arfe organised as a 
Brotherhood, bound by all the ties of life, death, and 
our common hurtianity, to destroy the abuses, and redress 

^ the evils, which self-seeking and tyrannous Governments 
impose upon the suffering poor. 

Firstly : We bind ourselves to resist all such® laws as 
may tn any degree interfere with the •reasonable, intellectual, 
and spiritual freedom of man or wdman. 

Secondly : W’e swear to agitate against all forms of undue 
and excessive taxation, which, while scarcely affecting the 
rich* make life more difficult and unendurable to the poor. 

Thirdly: We protest against the domination of priest- 
craft, and the secret methods which are employed by the 
Chnrcb to obtairf undue influence in Governmental matters. 

Fourthly : We are determined to stand firmly against 
the entrance of foreign comp(ttitors in the country's trade and 
business. All heads and ruling companies of firms employing 
foreigners instead of native workmen, are marked out by us 
as traitors, and are reserved for traitors’ punishment. 

“ Fifthly : W£ are sworn to exterminate the existing worth- 
less Government, and to replace it by a working body of 
capable and intelligent men, elected by the universal vote 
of the entire country. Such elt^tions^ must take place freely 
and openly, and.no secret influence shall be used to return 
^any one per.ion^or® part/ to ])t)wer. Those attempting to 
swaji opinio^ by bribery and corruption, will be named to 
the public, and exposed to dis^race#aiid possible death. 

Sixthly : We are resolved to unmask to the public the 
duplicity, treachery, and self-interested motives of the Secretary 
of State, Carl Pdrousse. 

^^Seventhiy: We are sworn to bring about such changes 
as shall elevate a Republic to supienio power, and for this 
purpose are Solemnly pledged ^ ick dfetroy the present 
Monarchy.” 

w 

“These,” said Sergius Thord, “are the principal objects 
oltour Society’s work. There are other points to be considered, 
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but these are sdffident for the present, il will now read the 
rules, which each member of our Brotherhood must follow 
if he would serve us faithfully.” '* 

He turned over another leaf of the parchment scroll^ he 

held, and continued, reading very slowly and distinctly; 

« 

Rule I. — Each mewber of the Revolutionary Comifiiittee 
shall ^wear fidelity to ^he Cause, and pledge himself to 
maintain inviolable secrecy on all matters connected with 
his membership and his work for the Sodety. 

Rule 2, — No member shall track, follow, or enquire into 
the movements of any other member. 

“ Rule 3. — Once jn every month all members are expected 
to meet together at a given place,' derided upon by the^Chief 
of the Committee at the previous meeting, when bii Vess 
will be discussed, and lots drawn, to determine the chece 
of such members as may be fitted to perform such business. 

Rule 4. — No member ^hall be bound to give his address, 
or to state w-here he travels, or when or ho^ he goes, as in 
all respects save that of his membership he is a free man. . 

Rule — In this same respect of his membership, he is 
bound to appear, or toother#ise report himself once a month 
at the meeting of the Comjpittee^ Shopid he fail to do so 
either by person, or by letter satisfactorily explaining hie 
absence, he will be judged as traitor, and dealt 'with 
accordingly. • 

“ Rule 6. — In the event of any member being selected to 
perform any deed involving personal danger or loss to himself; 
the rest of the members are pledged to shelter him ^om 
the consequences of ^is act, and to provide him with all the 
necessaries of life, Jtill his escape from harm vjs ensured and 
his safety guaranteed.*' 

• 

"You have heard all now,” said Tlysrd, as he laid aside 
the parchment scroll ; “ Are you still willing tb'^take the oath ? ” 
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I '‘Entirely so!” rejoined Pasquin Leroy dieerfully; “You 
nave but to administer it’* 

I Here a man, whodiad been sitting in a dark corner apart 
pom the table, with his head buried in his hands, suddenly 
llo^ed up, showing a thin, fine, eager face, a pair of wild 
leyes, ^and a tumbled mass of dark curly hair, f)lentifully 
? sprinkled with grey. • 

“Ah!” he oricd, — “Now comes •the tragic momenf, when 
the spectators hold their breath, and the blue fiame is turned 
on, and tlie man •manages (he lime-light so that its radiance 
sha^l fall on the face of the chief actor — or Actress I And the 
bassoons and 'cellos grumble inaudible nothings to the big 
<^nim ! Administer the oath, Sergius Thord 1 ” 

A spiile went tfle round of the company. 

“ Have you only just wakened up from sleep, Paul Zouche? ” 
asked Zegota. , 

“I never sleep,” answered Zduche, pushing his hair back 
from his forehead 3— “ Unless sleep compels me, by force, to 
yield to its coarse and commonplace persuasion. To lie down 
in a shirt and snore the hours away ! Faugh ! Can anything 
be more gross or vulgar 1 Time flies so quickly, and life i/so 
short, that I cannot afford to waste any moment in such stupid 
unconsciousness. I can drink^ vrine, make love, and kill 
rascals — all these occupations are piuch more interesting than 
sleeping. Come, Stfrgius !• Plaj^ the great trick of the even- 
ing ! Administer the oath ! ” 

A frowning line puckeredThord's bjpws, but the expression of 
vexation was but momentary. Ttiming to Leroy again he said : 
“ You are quite ready ? ” 

“ Quite,” replied Leroy. 

“^nd your friends ? ” 

Leroy smiled. “ They are ready alsoi ” 

Tl^re followed a pause. Then Th^rd §alled in a clear low 
tone — ^ ^ 

“ Lotys ! ” • 

The woman sitting^ in the embrasure of the window rose, 
an^ turiflng round fully confronted all the men. Her black 
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cloak falling back on either side, disclosed her figure robed 
in dead white, with a scarlet sash binding her waist. Her 
face, pale and serene, was not beautiful; yet beauty was sug- 
gested in every feature. Her eyes seemed to be half closed 
in a drooping indifference under the w’hite lids, which were 
fringed hfeavily with dark gold lashes. A sculptor might have 
said, that whatever claim to beauty she had was contair^d in 
the proud poise of her thioat, and the bounteous curve of her 
bosom, but though in a manner startled by her appearance, 
the three men who had chanced upon this night’s adventure 
were singularly disappointed in it. They had somehow ex- 
pected that when that mysterious cloaked feminine figure 
turned round, a vision of dazzling beauty would be disclosed ; 
and at the first glance there was notliing ^\l*tatever about this 
woman that seemed particularly w^orthj of note. She was not 
young or old — possibly between Jtwenty-eight and thirty. She 
was not tall or short ; she was merely of the usual medium 
height, — so that altogether she was one of those provoking 
individuals, who not seldom deceive the eye at first sight by 
those ordinary looks which veil an cxlraordinaiy personality. 

^he stood like an automatic figure, rigid and silent, — till 
Sergius Thord signed to his three new associates to advance. 
Then with a movement, rabid as a flash of lightning, she 
suddenly drew^ a dagger from her scarlet girdle, and held it 
out to them. Nerved as be was ^ to nftet danger, Pasquin 
Leroy recoiled slightly, w'hile his two companions started as' 
if to defend him. As^she saw this, the woman raised her 
drooping eyelids, and a pair of w’onderful eyes shone forth, 
dark blue as iris-flowers, while a faint scornful smile lifted the 
comers of her mouth. But she said nothing. 

“There is no cause to fear! "said Sergius Thord, glancing 
with a touch of derision in his looks from one to the other, 
“ Loty’s is the witmess pf all our vows I Swear now aft'ir me 
upon t^is drawn dagger which she holds, — lay your right hands 
here upon the blade ! " • 

Thus adjured, Pasquin Lejroy approached, and placed his 
right hand upon the shining steel. 
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*^I swear in the name of God, and in the'presence of Lotys, 
that I will faithfully work for the Cause of the Revolutionary 
Committee, — and th& I will adhere to its rules and obey its 
cogimands, till all shall be done that is destined to be done ! 
And may the death I deserve come suddenly upon me if ever 
I break my vow ! ” . • 

Slowly and emphatically Pasquin* Leroy repeated this 
formula after Sergius Thord, and fiis two companions did 
thb same„ though perhaps less audibly. This ceremony per- 
formed, the woman called Lotys looked at them steadfastly, 
an(f the smile that played on her lips changed from scorn 
to s'weetness. The dark blue iris-coloured eyes deepened in 
lustre, and flashed brilliantly from under their drowsy lids, — 
a rosy^flush tinted the clear paleness of her skin, and like a 
statue warming to life she became suddenly beautiful. 

“ You have sworn .bravely ! ” she said, in a low thrilling 
voice, ‘*Now^ sign and seal ! ” * 

As she spoke she lifted her bare left arm, and pricked it 
with the point of the dagger. A round, full drop of blood 
like a great ru6y welled up on the white skin. All the men 
had risen from their places, and were gathered about her ; — 
this * taking of the oath ’ was evidently the dramatic event of 
their exi'^tence as a community. % 

“ The pen, Sergius ! ” she said, 

^ Thord apnroacheS.with ’a whifb unused quill, and a vellum 
scroll on whjph the names, of all Jhe members of the Society 
were wTitten in ominous red He handed these writing imple* 
ments to Leroy. 

“ Dip your pen here,” said Lotys, pointing to the crimson 
drop on her arm, and eyeing him still with the same half-sweet, 
half-doubting smile — “But when the quill is full, beware that , 
you write no treachdVy 1 ^ 

F<Jr one secdnd Leroy appeared ,to hesiltite. He was singu- 
larly unnerved by the glances of those dark blue eye§, which 
like searchlights seemed to peribtrate into every nook and 
cranny ^f his soul. But his recklessness and love of adventure 
having led him^so far, it was now too late to retract or to 
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reconsider llie risks he might possibly be Running. He there- 
fore took the quill and dipped it into the crimson drop that 
weDed from that soft white flesh, 

*‘This is the strangest ink I have ever used!” he ^d 

. lightly, — “ but — at your command, Madame ! ” 

“At iSy command,” rejoined Lotys, “your use of k shall 
make^our oath indelible ! ” 

He smiled, and wrote his name boldly ‘t^asquin Leroy' 
and held out the pen for his companions to follow hk examine. 

“Ach Gotti” exclaimed Max Graub, as he dipped^ the 
pen anew into the vital fluid from a woman's veins — “f 
write my name, Madame, in words of life, thanks to your 
condescension ! 

“True 1 ” she answered, — “And only by your own falsehood 
can you change them into words of death ! ” 

Signing his name * Max Graub,' he looked up and met her 
searching gaze. Something there was in the magnetic depth 
of her eyes that strangely embarrassed him, for he stepped 
back hastily as though intimidated. Axel Regor took the pen 
from his hand, and wrote his name, or rather scrawled it 
carelessly, almost impatiently, — showing neither hesitation nor 
repugnance to this unusual method of subscribing a document. 

“You are acting oi\ comf)ulsion 1 ” said Lotys, addressing 
him in a low tone; “Your compliance is- in obedience to 
some other command than burs!* And-^ — you will do welj 
; to remain obedient 1 ” - « g • 

Axel Regor gave herran amazed glance, — but she paid no 
heed to it, and binding her arm with her Jccrchief, let her long 
white sleeve fall over it. 

“ So, you are enrolled among the sons of my blood 1 ” she 
said, “So are you bound to me and mine!” She mSved 
. to the further end of Che table and stood there looking round 
upon them all. A^aimtht' slow, sweet, half-flisdainful •smile 
, irradiak?d her features, “Well children ! — what else remains 
to do? What next? What next can there be but drink — 
smoke — talk ! Man's three most cherished amusements ! ” 
She sat down, throwing back her heavy cloak on eiihei side 



THE IDEALISTS 99. 

of her. Her hair had come partly unbound, and noticing a 
tress of it falling 011 her shoulder, she drew out the comb 
and let it fall altogether in a mass of gold-brown, like the 
tirg: of a dull autumn leaf, flecked here and there with amber. 
Catching it dexterously in one hand, she. twisted it^up again 
in a ^•ose knot, thrusting the comb carelessly, through. 

** Drink — smoke — talL Sergius ! ” she repeated, still sgiiling ; 
“Shall I ring * 

*Sergiu» Thord ^tood looking at her irresolutely, with the 
hal|‘-angry, half-pleading expression of a chidden child. 

“ As you please, Lotys I ’’ he answered. Whereupon she 
pressed an invisible spring under the table, which set a bell 
ringing in some ^ower quarter of the house. 

“ Pftsquin Leroy, Axel Regor, IMax Craub 1 ” she said — . 
‘‘Take your places for to-night beside me — new-comers are 
always thus distinguished ! •An^ all of you sit down ! You 
are grouped at present like hungry wolves waiting to spring. 
But )'0U are not really hungry, except for something which 
is not food ! And you are not waiting for anything except 
for jjcrmission to talk ! I give it to you — talk, children 1 
Talk yourselves hoarse ! It will do you good ! And I will 
personate supreme w'isdom by listening to you in silence!” 

A kind of shamed laugh weift round the company, — then 
followed the scuffling of feet, and grating of chairs against 
^he floor, and presently the table was completely surrounded, 
the men sitt^g close up together, and Sergius Thord occupy- 
ing his place at their head. . • 

When they were all seated, they formed a striking assembly 
of distinctly marked personalities. There were veiy few mean 
types among them, and the stupid, half-vague and languidf 
cxi?rcssion of the modern loafer or ‘do nothing^ creature, 
who just for lack of useful w’ork plot^ mischief, w^as not to 
be s?en on an/ of their countenances? Jf certain moroseness 
and melancholy seemed to broody like a delayed stonft among 
them, and to cloud the very atmosphere they breathed, but 
apart frpm this, intdlectuality was the dominant spirit sug- 
gested by their outward looks and bearing. Plebeian faces 
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and vulgar manners are, unfortunately, ^lot rare in repre- 
sentative gatherings of men whose opinions are allowed to 
sway the destinies of .nations, and it was strange to see a 
group of individuals who were sworn to upset existing l^w 
and government so distinguished by refined and even noble 
appearance. Their clothes were shabby, — their aspect ceiUinly 
betok^ed long suffering* and contention with want and poverty, 
but they were, taken all together, a ^t of men who, if they 
had been members of a recognised parliament or senafb, 
would have presented a fine collection of capable heads^to 
an observant painter. As soon as they w'ere gathered round 
the table under the presidency of Sergius Thord at one end, 
and the tranquil tolerance of the mysterious Lotys at the 
other, they broke through the silence and reserve a^-’hich 
they had carefully maintained till their three new comrades 
had been irrevocably enrolled among them, and conversa- 
tion went on briskly. The topic of ‘The King rjcrsus the 
Jesuits,’ was one of the first they touched upon, Sergius 
Thord relating for the benefit of all his associates, how he 
ha4 found Pasquin Leroy reading by lainjilight the new^s- 
paper which reported his Majesty’s refusal to grant any 
portion of Crown lands to the priests, and which also spoke 
of ‘Thord’s Rabble.’ , • 

“ Here is the paper ! ” said Leroy, as he heard the narration ; 
‘‘Whoever likes to keep it cin do*so, scs a merriento of my^ 
introduction to this Society ! ” . 

And he tossed it lightly on the table, 

“ Good ! ” exclaimed Paul Zouche ; “ Give it to me, and 
I will cherish it as a kind of birthday card ! What a rag 
'^t is I ‘ Thord’s Rabble ’ eh ! Sergius, what have you been 
doing that this little flea of an editor should jump out of •his 
ink-pot and bite you ? • Does he hurt much ? ” 

“ Hurt ! ” Thord ftiugheA aloud. “ If I hadVnoney erihugh 
to pay ^he man ten gold^-n coins a week where his present 
employer gives him five, lie would dance to any tune 1 
whistled ! ” • ^ ^ 

“ Is that so?” asked Leroy, with interest 
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“Do you not know that it is so?” rejoined Thord* “You 
tell me you write Sycialistic worksr— you should, know some- 
thing concerning Press;^^^ - .> ■ ' , . r. ^ ^ 

<*Ah!” said Max Graub, nodding his head sagely, “He 
does know much, but not all ! It would need mo^ penetra- 
tion ^an even he possesses, to know-all! Alas! — my friend' 
was never a popular writer i ^ • 

^“Like myself!” exclaimed Zouche, “I am not popular^ 
and I never sh^jjl be. But I know how to make myself 
repjited as a great genius, and all the very respectable literary 
men are beginning to recognise me as such. Do you know 
why ? ” 

“Because you^drink more than is good for you, my poor 
ZoucHb ! ” said Lotys tranquilly ; “ That ^is one reason ! ” 

“ Hear her ! ” cried Zouche, — “ Does she not always, like 
the Sphinx, propound enigrftas] Lotys, — little, domineering 
Lotys, why in the name of Heaven should I secure recognition 
as a poet, through drunkenness ? ” 

“Because yopr vice kills your genius,” said Lotys; “There- 
fore you are quite safe ! If you were less of a scamp y)u 
would be a gieat man, — perhaps the greatest in the country! 
That would never do ! Your rivals would never forgive you ! 
But you are a hopeless rascalf incapable of winning much 
honour ; and so yop are jompassionately recognised as some- 
4)ody who niight do «omething if he only would — that is all, 
my Zouche \ You are an^ excellent after-dinner topic with 
those who are more successful than ^^ourself ; and that is the 
only fame you will ever win, believe me ! ” ; 

“Now by all the gods and goddesses!” cried Paul — “I do 
protest ” 

‘^After supper, Zouche 1 ” interrupted Lotys, as the door 
of tlie room opened, and a man entered, bearing a tray 
loaded with various eatables, jugs eff beer, and bottles of 
spirituous liquors,— “ Protest as jnuch as you like thA, — ^but 
not just now 1 ” 

And with quick, deft hands she helped to set the board. 
None of the men offered to assist her, and Leroy watching 
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her, felt a sudden sense of annoyance that this woman should 
seem, even for a moment, to be in the position of a servant 
I to them all. : , 

“ Can I do nothing for you ? ” he said, in a low tone — “ ^Wly 
should ycyi wait upon us ? ” 

“Why indeed she jinswered — “ Except lhat you are*jll by 
naturarawkward, and do ;iot know how to waij properly upon 
yourselves ! ” 

Her eyes had a gleam of mischievous mockery in them ; and 
Leroy was conscious of an irritation which he could scarf ely 
explain to himself. Decidedly, he thought, this Lotys was an 
unpleasant woman. She was * extremely plain/ so he mentally 
declared, in a kind of inward huff, — though^e was bound to 
concede that now and then she had a very beautiful, almost 
inspired expression. After all, why should she not set out jugs 
and bottles, and loaves of bre^d, and hunks of ham and cheese 
before these men ? She was probably in their pay ! Scarcely 
had this idea flashed across his mind than he was ashamed of 
it. This Lotys, whoever she might actually J:)e, was no paid 
hireling; there was something in her every look and action 
that set her high above any suspicion that she would accept 
the part of a salaried comedmuie in the Socialist farce. 
Annoyed with himself, thougR he knew not why, he turned his 
gaze from her to the man why had^broug^^t in the supper, — a 
hunchback, who, notwithstanding his deformity, was powei# 
fully built, and of a countenance which, marked fts it wai^ with 
the drawm pathetic lool? of long-continued physical suffering, 
was undeniably handsome. His large brown eyes, like those 
of a faithful dog, followed every movement of I>otys with 
anxious and wistful affection, and I-eroy, noticing this, began 
, to wonder whether she was his wife or daughter ? Or w’a? she 
related in either the«;e ways to Sergius Xhord? His re- 
flections were interru) 'ted by a slight touch from Max braub 
who was seated next to hlm^ 

“\Mll you drink with these fellows?*’ said Graub, in a 
cautious whisper — “Expect to be ill, it you dc!” • 

‘‘ ^u shall prescribe for me ! ” answered Leroy in the salne 
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low tone — “I failHfully promise to call lh*your assistance! 
But drink with them I n^iist, and will!” 

Graub gave a shotf sig]^ ^d a'shri^, and said no more. The 
hunchback was going the round of the table, filling tall glasses 
with light Bavarian beer. 

“Where is the little Pequita?” asked Zguche, addressing 
him — “ Have you sent her to bed already, Sholto ? " ^ 

Sholto looked timorously rouncf till he met the bright 
reassuring glanc^ of Lotys, aitd then he replied hesitat- 
injly— - 

“ Yes . — no 1 have not sent the little one to bed ; — 

she returned from her work at the theatre, tired out — quite 
tired out, poor cjjild ! She is asleep now.” i 

“ Ha ha ! A few years more, and she«will not sleep ! ” said 

Zouche — “ Once in her teens ” 

“Once in her teens, she leaves the theatre and comes 
to me,” said Lotys, “And you will see very little of her, 
Zouche, and you will know less ! That vrill do, Sholto ! 
Good-night ! ” ^ ^ 

“ Good-night ! ” returned the hunchback — “ I^hank you, 
Madame! I thank you, gentlemen!” 

And with a slight salutation, not devoid of grace, he left 
the room. • , 

Zouche was sulky, and pushing aside his glass of beer, 

I poured out for himself * some* strong spirit from a bottle 
instead « • 

“ You do not favour me to-night, •Lotys,” he said irritably — 
“ You inteirupt and cross me in everything I say ! ” 

“Is it not a woman's business to interrupt and cross a 
man ? ” queried Lotys, vnth a laugh, — “ As I have told you 
b<?fore, Zouche, I will not have Sholto worried ! ” 

“ Who woiries him ? ” grumbled Zoifthe — “ Not I ! ” 

you?— you worry him ou his nfost sensitive point — 
his daughter,” said Lotys;— ‘‘Why can you not Jeave the 
child alone ? Sholto is an Englishman,” she explained, turning 
to Pa^qiiin Leroy and his companions — “His history is a 
Strange one enough. He is the rightful heir to a large estate 
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in England, but 6eVas born deformed. His father hated him, 
and preferred the second son, who was straight and handsome. 
So Sholto disappeared,” 

“ Disappeared ! ” echoed Leroy — “ You mean ” * 

" J mean that he left his father^s house one morning, and 
never rettirned. , The clothes he wore were found floating in 
the river near by, and' it was concluded that he had betjn 
drowned while bathing. 'The second son, therefore, inherited 
the property ; and poor Sholto was scarcely missed > certairtly 
not mourned. Meanwhile he went away, and got on board a 
Spanish trading boat bound for Cadiz. At Cadiz he found 
work, and also something that sweetened work — love ! He 
marri0 a pretty Spanish girl who adored him, and — as often 
happens when lovers rejoice too much in their love — she died 
after a year’s happiness. Sholto is all alone in the world with 
the little child his Spanish wife left him, Pequita. She is only 
eleven years old, but her gift of dancing is marvellous, and 
she gets employment at one of the cheap theatres here. If an 
influential^anager could see her performance, she might coin 
m^ney,” ^ 

“ The influential manager would probably cheat her,” said 
Zouche, — “Things are best left alone. Sholto is content ! ” 
“Are you content ? askei Johan Zegota, helping himself 
from the bottle that stood near him. 

“ I ? Why, no ! I shoulcPnot bS herq Tf I were I ” ^ 

“ Discontent, then, is your chief Jbond of uniopi?” said Axel 
, Regor, beginning to take^part in the conversation. 

“ It is the very knot that ties us all together I ” said Zouche 
with enthusiasm. — “ Discontent is the mother of progress ! 
Adam was discontented with the Garden of Eden, — ^and found 
t a whole world outside its gates I ” • 

“ He took Eve with4iim to keep up the sickness of dissatis- 
faction,” said ZegoA ; ‘4 There would certainlf have bedh no 
progress without her/ ” 

“ Pardon, — Cain was the itue Progressivist and Reformer,” 


putrin Graub ; “ Some< fine sentiment of the Garden of Eden 
was in his blood, which impelled him to offer up a vegetable 
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sacrifice to the Deity, whereas Abel had •aHready committed 
murder by slaying lambs. According, to the legend, God pre-' 
ferred the ‘ savour ^ cff the lambs, so perhaps, — who knows ! — 
thg idea that the savour of Abel might be equally agreeable 
to Divine senses induced Cain to kill him as a special 
‘youngling,* This was a Progressive act , — a stefp beyond 
mere lambs ! ” • ’ 

Everyone lahghed, except Sergiift Thord, He ha<f fallen 
iitto a heavy, brooding silence, his head sunk on his breast, 
his wild hair falilhg forward like a mane, and his right hand 
clenched and resting on the table. 

Sergius ! ” called Lotys. 

He did not answer. 

‘‘He is in on^ of his far-away moods,” — said one of the 
men next to Axel Regor, — “ It is best not to disturb him.” 

Paul Zouche, however, had no such scruples. “ Sergius ! ” 
he cried, — Come out of your doud of meditation ! Drink to 
the health of our three new comrades ! ” 

All the members of the company filled their glasses, and 
Thord, hearing the noise and clatter, looked up mth a wild 
stare. * 

“ Whiit are you doing ? ” he asked slowly ; — “ I thought some- 
one spoke of Cain killing Abel 1^’ 

“ It was I,” said Graub — “ I spoTce of it — irreverently, I 
fear, — but the stoTy itsdf is irreverent. The notion that 
‘ God ’ sho\^d like roast meat is the height of blasphemy 1 
Zouche burst into a violent fit of laughter. But 'Thord went 
on talking in a^low tone, as though to himself. 

“Cain killing Abel!” he repeated — “Alw^ays the same, 
horrible story is repeated through history — brother against 

blather, — blood crying oiit for blood life tom from the 

weak and helpless body — all for wha^? For a little gold,-^ti . 
passing trifle ^f power ! Cain killing Abel ! My God, art 
Thou not yet weary of the old eternal crime ! ” . ^ 

He spoke in a semi-whispef which thrilled through the 
room A momentaiy hush prevailed,^ and then Xotys called 
again, iJer voice softened to a caressing sweetn^ • 
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“ Sergius ' • 

He started, and shook himself out of his reverie this time. 
?^:Raising his hand, he passed it in a v^ue mechanical way 
across his brow as though suddenly wakened from a dream. ^ 

“ Yes, yes ! Let us drink to our three new comrades,” he 
, said, and*rose to, his feet. “To your health, friends! •And 
may you all stand firm ifi the hour of trial ! ” * 

All the company sprang up and drained thSir glasses, and 
■ when the toast was drunk and they wore again seated, Pasqutn 
Leroy asked if he might be allowed to retiirn*thanks. 

“I do not know',” he said with a courteous air, “whether it 
is permissible for a new'ly-enrolled associate of this Brother- 
hood to make a speech on the first night of his membership, — 
but after the cordia4 welcome I and my comrades, strangers 
as we are, have received at your hands, I should like to say 
a few words — if, without breakii^ any rules of the Order, I 
may do so.” * 

“Hear, hear!” shouted Zouche, who had been steadily 
drinking for the last few' moments, — “ Speak on, man ! Who- 
ever heard of a dumb Socialist ! Rant — rafit ! Rant and 
rave! — as I do, when the fit is on me! Do I not, Thord? 
Do I not move you even to tears ? ” 

“And laughter!” pjut in# Zegota. “Hold your tongue, 
Zouche I No other man can talk at all, if you once begin ! ” 
Zouche laughed, and draiiiSd his ^lass. ^ * 

“True! — my genius is of an absorbing qualijy! Silesnee, 
gentlemen ! Silence for#our new^ comrade ! * Pasquin ’ stands 

for the beginning of a jest— so we may hope he will be amus- 
ing, — ‘Leroy’ stands for the king, and so we may expect him 
to be non-political ! ” 




CHAPTER WII 

THE king’s double 


A S Le roy rose to speak, there was a little commotion. 

Max Graiib upset his glass, and seemed to be having 
a struggle under the table with Axel Regor, 

“What ails you?” said Leroy, glancing at his friends with 
an amazed air — “Are you quarrelling?” 

“Quarrelling!” echoed Max Graub, “Why, no — but what 
man will have his beer upset Vi thout complaint? Tell me 
that ! ” 

“You upset it 1 ” said Regor angrily — “ I did not.” 

“You didl^ retorted Graub, “and because I pushed you 
for it, you showed me a pistol in your pocket ! I object to 
be shown a pistol. So I have taken it away. Here it is!” 
and he laid the weapon on the liible in front of him. 

A look of iinger darkened Leroy^s brows. 

“ I was not aware.you farrieefarms,” he said coldly. 

Sergius Tihord noticed Ijis annoyance. 

“There is nothing remarkable in that, my friend!” he 
interposed — all carry arms, — theie is not one of us^at 
this table wl;o has not a loaded pistol, — even Lotys is no 
exception to this rule.” 

•“Now by my word!” said Graub, “/ have no loaded 
pistol, — and I will swear Leroy is equally unarmed!” 

‘•Entirely ! ” said Leroy quietly’ — never suspect any 
man of evil intentions tow'ards me.” ^ 

As he said this, Lotys leaTied forward impulsively and 


slretchf,d out her hand, — a beautiful hand, well-shaped and 


white as a white rose petal. 
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“ I like you for that ! ” — she said — It is 'the natural attitude 
of a brave man ! ” 

A slight colour warmed his bronzed skin £U he took her 
{ hand, pressed it gently^ and let it , go again., ' Axel Regor 
looked u^ defiantly, 

Wjell, I do suspect every man of evil intentions ! ” he^^said, 
^‘.So ypu may all just as well know the worst of me at once I 
My experience of life has perhaps been exceptionally un- 
: . pleasant ; but it has taught me that as a rule no man is yofir 
friend till you have made it worth his while 

** By favours bestowed, or favours to come ? queried Thord, 
smiling, — “ Plowever, without any argument, Axel Regor, I am 
inclined to think you are right I ” ^ 

“ Then a weapon is permissible here ? ” asked Graub. v 
“Not only permissible, but necessary,” replied Thord. 
“As members of this Brotherhood w^e live always prepared 
for some disaster, — alwa)’s oh our guard against treachery. 
Comrades!” and raising his voice he addressed the whole 
party. “ Lay down your arms, all at once and together ! ” 

Jn one instant, as if in obedience to a military order, the 
table was lined on either side with pistols. Beside these 
weapons, there was a goodly number of daggers, chiefly of 
the small kind such as ^re ustd in Corsica, encased in leather 
sheaths. Pasquin Leroy smiled as he saw Lotys lay down 
one of those tiny but deadly? weapons, together with a small^ 
silver-mounted pistol. * • 

“Forewarned is foreaMnedl” he said gaily; — “Madame, if 
I ever ^"offend, I shall look to you for a iiappy dispatch 1 
Gentlemen, I have still to make my speech, and if you 
permit it, I will speak now, — unarmed as I am, — with all these 
little metal mouths ready to deal death upon me if I happen 
to make any observatidn which may displease )jou ! ” 

, “By Heaven! A bittvei man I ” cried Zodhhe; “Thord, 
70U halie picked up a trump card ! Speak, Pasquin Leroy ! 

. We will lorgive you, even if you praise the King ! ” 

- Leroy stood silent for a moment, as if thinking. JTis two 
conditions looked up at him once or twice m unquestionable 
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alarm and w» ^nderment, but he did not appear to be conscious 
of their observation. On the contrary, some very deeply 
seated feeling seemed to be absorbing his soul, — and it was 
perhaps this suppressed emotion ’which gaye such a , rich 
vibrating force to Kis accents when he at lalt spoke, v 
“Fpiendsand Brothers!” he said; — “It is. difficult for one f 
who has never experienced the three-fold sense of Liberty, 
EJquality and Vratemity until to-mght, to expre|s in the, 
ri^t manner the sense of gratitude which I, a complete 
stranger to you, Teel for the readiness and cordiality of the 
welcome you have extended to me and my companions, 
accepting us without hesitation, as members of your Com- 
mittee, and as ai^ociates in the work of the Cause you have 
determined to maintain. It is an Ideal Cause, — I need not 
tell you that ! To rescue and protect the poor from the 
tyranny of the rich and strong, was the mission of Christ when 
He visited this earth ; and it would perhaps be unwise on my 
part, and discouraging to yourselves, to remind you that even 
He has failed ! The strong, the selfish, and the cruel, still 
delight in oppressing their more helpless fellows, despite ^le 
theories of Christianity. And it is perfectly natural that it 
should be so, seeing that the Christian Church itself has 
become a ipere system of moiiey-mjjking and self-advance- 
ment,” ^ 

, A burst ex'" applausie intOTupte& him. Eyes lightened with 
eager enthutiasm, and ewy face was turned towards him. 
He went on : — ^ • 

“To think of the great Founder of a great Creed, and then 
to consider what His pretended followers have made of Him' 
and His teaching, is sufficient to fill the soul with the sickness r 
of despair and humiliation ! To remember that Christ came; 
to teach all men the Gospel of love,— and to find them after .’ 
eight^n hundred years still preferring* the^Gospel of hate,-7-is 
enough to make one doubt the truth of religion alt^ether ! 
The Divine Socialist preached a creed too good and pure for 
this worjd ; and wheir we try to follow it, we are beaten back 
on all sides by th^ false conventionalities and customs of a 
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sacerdotal system" grown old in self-sccking> not in solf* 
/J sacrifice. We^e Christ to come again, the first thing He would 
; probably do would be to destroy all the churches, saying: ‘I 
never knew you : depart from me ye that work iniquity ! ’ 
But till He does come again, it rests with the thinkers of the 
time to protest against wrongs and abuses, even if they cannot 
destr<^j^ them, — to expose falsehood, even if they cannot 
utterly updo its vicious work. Seeing, however, that the 
greater majority of men are banded on the^side of wealth and 
material self-interest, it is unfortunately only a few who remain 
to work for the cause of the poor, and for such equal rights of 
justice as you — ^as we — in our present Association claim to be 
most w'orthy of man's best efforts. It may ^e asked by those 
outside such a Fititernity as ours, — ‘What do they* want? 
What would they have that they cannot obtain ? ’ I would 
answer that we want to see the end of a political system full 
of bribery and corruption, — that we desire the disgrace and 
exposure of such men as those, who, under the pretence of 
serving the country, merely line their own coffers out of the 
taj^es they inflict upon the people ;—and that V we see a king 
inclined to favour the overbearing dominance of a political 
party governed by financial considerations alone, — a party 
which has no considei^ation %-or the wider needs of the whole 
nation, we from our very hearts and souls desire the downfall 
of that king ! ” * * . * ^ 

A low, deep murmur responded.to his words,-# a sound like 
the snarl of wolves, deep, fierce, and passionate. A close 
observer might perhaps have detected a sudden pallor on 
Leroy^s face as he heard this ominous growl, and an involuntary 
clenching of the hand on the part of Axel Regor. Max Graub 
looked up. * 

“ Ah so, my friends^. You hate the King ? ” 

. No answer was ^uchsafed to this query, 'hie interruption 
was e\Wently unwelcome, all eyes being still fixed on Leroy, 
He went on tranquilly : ' * 

“I repeat — that wherever and whenever a king — any king 
—voluntarily and knowingly, supports iniquity and false 
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dealing in his ministers, he lays himself open to suspicion, 
attack, and dethronement ! I sp^k with pwticular feeling on 
this point, because, apart from whatever may be the thoughts, 
ar^d opinions of those who are assembled here to-night, I have ^ 
a special reason of my own for hating the King ! TJiat reason 
is njarked on rny countenance! I bear an extraordinary 
resemblance to him, — so great indeeS, that I might bt taken 
for his twin brother if he had one ! And I beg of you, my 
friends, t© look ^ me long and w^ell, that you make no error 
co^jcerning me, for, being now your comrade, I do not wish to 
be mistaken for your enemy ! ” 

He drew himself up, lifting his head with an air of in- 
domitable pride^and grace which well became him. An 
exclamation of surprise broke from all {iresent, and Sergius 
Thord bent forward to examine his feat^ires with close attention. 
Every man at the table did the me, but none regarded him 
more earnestly or more searchingly than Lotys. Her won- 
derful eyes seemed to glow and burn with strange interior fires, 
as she kept them steadily fixed upon his face. 

<‘Yes — you are strangely like the King!” she said — “That 
is,— so far as I am able to judge by his portraits and coins. I 
have never seen him.” 

^^\have seen him.” — said Set^ius Thord, “though only at 
a distance. A.nd J wonder I did not notice the strange 
resemblance you bear to tiim before you called my attention 
to its Are you in any way related to him ? ” 

“ Related to him ! ” Leroy la^ughed aloud. “ No 1 If the . 
late King had any bastard sons, I am not one of them ! But I 
pray you again all, to carefully note this hateful resemblance, — , 
a resemblance I would fain rid me of — for it makes me seem 5 
a living copy of the man I most despise I ” 

There was pause,— during which he stood quietly/; 
subnfitting hifiiself to the fire •of* a fiundred wondering, 
questioning, and inquisitorial eyes^ without flinching. • 

“ You are all satisfied ? ” he then asked ; “ You, Seigius 
Thord, -T-my chief and commander, —you, and all here present 
are satisfied ? ” 
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“Satisfied?— Yes !” replied Thord; sorry that your 

personality resembles that of a fool and a^ knave ! ” 

A strange grimace distorted the countenance of Max Graub,^ 
but he quickly buried his no^e and his expression together in 
a foaming^ glass of beer. . - ^ 

“ You cannot be so sOrry for me as I am for myself ! ” said 
Leroyf “ And now to finish the few words I have been trying 
to say. I thank you from my heart for your welcome, and for 
the trust you have reposed in me and jny companions. I dm 
proud to be one of you ; and I promise that you shall all 
have reason to be glad that I ^ associated with your 
Cause ! And to prove my good faith, I undertake to set about 
working for you withoht a day’s delay; and towards this 
object, I give you ' my word, that before our next meeting 
something shall be done to shake the political stronghold of 
Carl P^rousse ! ” 

Sergius I’hord sprang up excitedly. 

“ Do that,” he said, “ and were you a thousand times more 
like the King than you are, you shall be the first to command 
our service and honour ! 

Loud acclamation followed his words, and all the men 
gathered close up about Leroy. He looked round upon them, 
half-smiling, half-serioug. 

“But you must tell me what to do !” l^e said. “You must 
explain to me why you consider Perousee a traitor, and how 
you think it best his treachery should be proved. For, 
remember, I am a stranger to this part of the country, and my 
accid^tal resemblance to the King does not make me his 
subject ! ” 

“True ! ” said Paul Zouche, — ^hjs eyes were feverishly bright 
. and his cheeks flushed — “ To be personally like a liar doe5 not 
oblige one to tell lies \ To call oneself a poet does not enable 
^ one to write poetry! ‘Afid to build a catliedral do& not 
; ; make Bne a saint 1 To knpw all the highways and byways of 
V the Perousse policy, you must penetrate into the depths and 
gutier-slushes of the great newspaper wliich is subsidi^ by the 
: . partylQ that policy ! And this ifficultt^exc^ingly difficult, 



THJE'k|nG’S double 113^ 

let me assure you, m^bold Pasquin ! And if you can perform 
such a ‘ pasquinade '^as shall take you into these Holy of Holy 
purlieus of mischief and money-making, you will deserve to be 
chief of J:he Committee, instead of Sergius ! Sergius talks — he 
will talk your head off ! — but he does nothing ! ” ^ 

‘‘I* do what I can,” — said Thord, patiently. “It is true I 
have no access to the centres of ^diplomacy or jourialism. 
But I hold the People in the hollow of niy hand ! ” 

*He spoke witlj deep and concentrated feeling, and the 
power of his soul looked out eloquently from the darkening 
flash of his eyes. Leroy ‘studied, his. features with undisguised 
interest. 

“If you tnusjiiold the People,”^ he said, — “Why not bid ' 
them irise against the evil and * tyranny 'of which they have 
cause to complain ? ” 

Thord shook his head. ^ 

“ To rouse the People,” he replied, would be worse than to 
rouse a herd of starving lions from their forest dens, and give 
them freedom to slay and devour ! Nay ! — the time is not 
yet ! All gentle means must be tried ; and if these fail — yitiy 
then !” 

He broke off, but his clenched hand and expressive glance 
said the rest. • * • 

“\\’'hy do you ^ot use the most powerful of all the 
^weapons ever invented for the destruction of one’s enemies 
— the PeniV’ asked Max.Graub. “Start a newspaper, for 
example, and gibbet your partjculaf favourite Carl Perousse 
therein ! ” 

“Bah ! He w^ould get up a libel case, and advertise himself . 


a little more by that method I ” said Zegota contemptuously ; 

“ A'nd besides, a newspaper needs unlimited capital behind it. 
We have no ricji friends.” * 

. “ Rich friends 1 ” exclaimed Lotys %ud<fenly; “Who speaks 
of them — who needs them ? Rich friends expect you to toady , 
to them; to lick the ground under their feet; to fawn and 
flatter afid lie, and b^ anything but honest men ! The rich 


are the vulgar of this world 

. 8 -.:':: - r:.;, 


j — no one who has he^ or spul, 
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; or sens^ would condescend to seek friendships among those 
whose only claim to precedence is the possession of a little 
more yellow metal than their neighbours.’^ 

“ Nevertheless, they and their yellow metal are the r^w 
material, which Genius may as well use to pave its way through 
life,” said^egota. “ Lotys, you are too much of an idealist ! ” 
“Idealist! And you call yourself a realist poor child!” 
said Lotys with a laugh ; I tell you I would sooner starve 
than accept favour or assistance from the merely rich 4 ” 

“ Of course you would ! ” said Zouche, “ And is not that 
precisely the reason why you are set in dominion over us all ? 
We men are not sure of ourselves — but — Heaven knows why ! 
— we are sure of You 1 I suppose it is because you are sure of 
yourself! For exaniple, we men are such w'retched creatures 
that we cannot go long without our food, — but you, woman, 
can fast all day, and scorn the very idea of hunger. We men 
cannot bear much pain, — but you, — woman, — can endure 
suffering of your own without complaint, while attending to 
our various lesser hurts and scratches. Wherefore, just 
because we feel you are above us in this and many other things, 
we have set you amongst us as a warning Figure-head, which 
cries shame upon us if w'e falter, and reminds us that you, a 
woman, can do, and pipbably will do, what we men cannot 
Imagine it 1 You would bear all things for love’s sake 1 — and, 
frankly speaking, w^e would b6ar nothing, at all, except for our^ 
own immediate and particular pleasure. For thju, of course, 
we would endure everything till we got it, and then — pouf! — we 
would let it go again in sheer weariness and desire for some* 
thing else 1 Is it not so, Sergius ? ” 

“I am glad you know yourself so well ! ” said Thord 
gloomily. “Personally, I am not i)re{)ared to accept your 
theory,” 

i “ Men are childrdb ! ”«said Lotys, still smiling; “ And should 
be treated as children always, by women ! Come, little ones ! 
To bed, all of you ! It is growing late, and the rain has ceased.” 

She went to the window, and unbarring the shutters^ opened 
it The streets were vret and glistening below, but the douds 
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had cleared, and a pale watery moon shofte out fitfully from 
the misty sky. 

** Say good-night, &nd part ; ” she continued. ** It is time ! 
This day month we will meet here again, — and our new ' 
comrades will then report what progress they have made in 
the natter of Carl Perousse.” * 

“Tell me,” said Leroy, approaching her, “What woijd you ; 
do, Madame, iPyou had determined *on proving the corruption 
and falseljood of this at present highly-honoured servant of the 
State?” • 

“ I should gain access to his chief tool, David Jost, by means 
of the Prime Minister’s signet,” said Lotys, — “ If I could get 
the signet ! — v/hich I cannot ! Nor can you ! But if I could, 

I shoijjd persuad? Jost to talk freely, and t.o betray himself. 
He and Carl Perousse move the Premier and the King which- 
ever way they please.” 

“ Is that so — ? ” began Leroyt when he was answered by a 
do2en voices at once : — ' 

“ The King is a fool ! ” 

“ The King i^ a slave ! ” ^ 

“The King accepts everything that is set before him as 
being rightly and wisely ordained, — and never enquires into 
the justice of what is done • ” • , 

“ The King assumes to be the friend of the People, but if 
you ask him to do •anything fof the People, you only get 
ftie jecretary^’s usual answer — ‘ His Majesty regrets that it is 
impossible to take any action in the matter ’ ! ” 

“Wait! — wait! — ” said Leroy* with a gesture which called 
for a moment’s silence ; “The question is, — Could the King 
d 0 anything if he would ? ” 

“J will answer that!” said Lotys, her eyes flashing, her ' 
bosom heaving, and her whole figure it^tinct with pride and 
passicMi; “ The i^ing could do eve^j^thiing ? The King could 
be a man if he chose, instead of a dummy ! The King^ could - 
cease to waste his time on fools ancf light women ! — and though 
he is, and must be a constitutional Monarch, he could so rule, 
all social patters as to make them the better, — not the worse 
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for his influence ! There is nothing to prevent the King fruai 
doing his most kingly duty ! 

Leroy looked at her for a moment in silence. 

“Madame, if the King heard your words he might perhjjis 
regret his^many follies!” he said courteously; — “But whe;e 
Society is proved worse, instead of better for a king’s influence, 
is it nift somewhat too late to remedy the evil? What of the 
Queen?” 

“The Queen is queen from necessity, not from* choice 1 ” 
said Lotys ; — “She has never loved her husband. If she had 
loved him, perhaps he might, — through her, — have loved his 
people more ! ” 

There was a note of pathos in her voice t^at was singularly 
tender and touching. Anon, as if impatient with herstilf, she 
turned to Sergius Thord. 

“We must disperse I” she said abruptly ; “ Daybreak will be 
upon us before we know it, and we have done no business at 
Vail this evening. To enrol three new associates is a matter of 
’ fifteen minutes ; the rest of our time has been wasted 1 ” 

o“Do not say so, Madame!” interposed Max Graub, “You 
. have three new friends — three new ‘sons of your blood,’ 
as you so poetically call them, — though, truly, I for one am 
more fit to be your gjandfuvher ! And do you consider the 
time wasted that has been spent in improving and instructing 
. your newly-born children ? ” 

Lotys turned upon him with a Ipok of disdain.# c. 

“You are a would-be jester;” she said coldly; “Old men 
love a jest, I know, but they should take care to make it at the 
right time, and in the right place. They should not play with 
^ edge-tooLs such as I am, though I suppose, being a German, 
you think little or nothing of women ? ” 

“Madame!” proti?sted Graub, “I think so^much of women 
.that I have never marrfed^ Behold me, an uifhappy badhelor ! 
I hav& spared any one of your beautiful sex from the cruel 
, martyrdom of having lo en(Iure my life-long company I ” 

She laughed— a pretty low laugh, stnd extended ^ber hand 
with ail air of queenly condescension. ,, ^ 
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*‘You are amusing!” she said, — ^‘And so I will not quarrel 
with you I Good-night ! ” 

** Auf weidersehn ! ” and Graub kissed the white hand he 
hfiild. I shall hope you will command me to be of service to 
you and yours, ere long ! ” ^ 

what way, I wonder,” she asked dubiously; “What can 
you do best? ^ Write? Speak? Oj organise meetings#” 

“I think,” said Graub, speaking very deliberately, “that of 
all my various aqpomplishments, which are many — as I shall 
one day prove to you — I can poison best ! ” 

“Poison !” 

The exclamation broke simultaneously from all the company. 
Graub looked aVjput him with a triumphant air. 

“ Ah so, — I know I shall be useful,” hc*said ; “ I can poison 
so very beautifully and well 1 One little drop — one little 
microbe of mischief— and I car^ make all your enemies die of 
cholera, typhoid, bubonic plague, or what you please ! I am , 
what is called a Christian scientific poisoner — that is a doctor ! 
You will find me a most invaluable member of this Brother- 
hood I ” • 

lie nodded his head wisely, and smiled. Sergius Thord 
laid one hand .heavily on his shoulder. 

“We shall find you useful, nef doubt ! ” he said, “But mark 

me well, friend I pur mission is not to kill, but to save ! 

#not to poison, but to heal ! If we find that by the death of 
one*traitor We can save the lives of thousands, why then that 
traitor must die. If we know tlvit by killing a king we destroy " 
a country’s abuses, that king is sent to his account. But never ,, 
without warning ! — never without earnest pleading that hq 
whom the laws of Truth condemn, may turn from the error 
of his ways and repent before it is too late. We are not.' 
murderers ; — wq are merely the servants of justice.” \ ^ 

“Exactly I” *put in Paul Zouche; You understand? . 
try to be what God is not, — ^just ! ” • . 

“ Blaspheme not, Zouche ! ” said Thord ; “ Justice is the very 
eye of Qod ! — the ver^ centre and foundation of the universe.” ’ 
Zouche laughedl discordantly. 
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. ** Excellent Sergius ! Impulsive Sergius 1 — with big heart, big 
:head and no logic 1 Prove to me this eteyial justice ! Where 
;does it begin? In the creation of worlds without end, all 
' doomed to destruction, and therefore perfectly futile in tlieir 
: existence?^ In the making of man, who lives his little day with 
the utmost difficulty, paii^and struggle, and is then extingui^ec, 
to be beard of no more ? « The use of it, my ^ergius ! — poin. 
out the use of it ! No, — there is no man can answer me that ! 
If I could see the Creator, I would ask ^im the'cjuestion 
personally — but He hides Himself behind the great big 
pendulum He has set swinging — tick — tock ! — tick — lock! 
Life — Death ! — Life — Death 1 — and never a reason vrhy the 
clock is set going! And so we shall nevcjj have justice, — 
simply because there* is none ! It is not just or reasonable to 
propound a question to w’hich there is no answer ; it is not 
just or reasonable to endow n>an with all the thinking powers 
of brain, and all the imaginative movements of mind, merely 
to turn him into a pinch of dust afterwards. Every generation, 
every country strives to get justice done, but c/innot, — merely 
foFthe fact that God Himself has no idea of it, and therefore 
it is naturally lacking in His creature, man. Our governing- 
forces are plainly the elements. No Divine finger stops the 
earthquake from engulfing a village full of harmless inhabitants, 
simply because of the injustice of siy:h uttqr destruction ! See 
now ! — look at the eyes of Lotys rcproach-ing me ! You wouldc 
think they were the eyes of an angel, gazing at a* devil iit the 
sweet hope of plucking him out of hell ! ” 

“Such a hope would be vain in your case, Zouche,” said 
Lotys tranquilly; “You make your own hell, and you must 
live in it ] Nevertheless, in some of the wild things you say, 
there is a grain of truth. If I were God, I should be the most 
miserable of all beings, to look upon all Ih^ misery I had 
myself created ! I should* be so sorry for the world, tRat I 
should *put an end to all \jope of immortality by my own 
death.’’ 

She made this strange remark with a ^simplicity an(J wistful- 
ness Wjbich were in striking contrast to the awful profundity of 
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the suggestion, and all h^. auditors, including the. half-tipsy 
Zouche, were silent. 

“ I should be so *sorry ! ” she repeated ; " For even as a 
mgrtal woman my pity for the suffering world almost breaks 
my heart; — but if I were God, I should have all the griefs of 
all the worlds I had made to answer for, — and such* an agony 
wouiS surely kill me. Oh, — the pain,* the tears, the mjftakes, 
the sins, the anguish of humanity ! All these are frightful to , 
me ! I do not understand why such misery should exist ! I 
think it must be t^at we have not enough love in the world ; 
if we only loved each other faithfully, God might love us more ! ” 

Her eyes were wet ; she caught her breath hard, and smiled 
a little difficult smile. Something in her soul transfigured her 
face, and made it for the moment exquisitely lovely, and the 
men around her gazed at her in evidently reverential silence. 
Suddenly she stretched out both her hands : 

“ Good-night, children 1 ” * 

One by one the would-be-fierce associates of the Revolu- 
tionary Committee bent low over those fair hands ; and then 
quietly saluting* Sergius Thord, as quietly left the room, l^ce 
schoolboys retiring from a class where the lessons had been 
more or less badly done. Paul Zouche was not very steady 
on his ft^et, and two of his commdes ^assisted him to walk as 
he stumbled oiT, sinking somewhat of a ribald rhyme in mezz<h 
j)oce, Pasquin Tjcroy and ^is ty!b friends were the last to go. 
Lotys looked at them all thjee, meditatively. 

‘‘You will be faithful?” she said. ' . 

“ Unto death ! ” answered Leroy. 

She came close up to him, placing one hand on his arm, 
and glanced meaningly towards Sergius Thord, who was stand- 
ing at the threshold watching Zouche stumbling down the ’ 
dark stairs. ^ 

“Sbrgius is dPgood man !” she said^ “(5ne of the mistaken ' 
geniuses of this world, — savage as a lion, yet simple as • child 1; 
Whoever, and whatever you are, l?e true to him ! ” 

“He is. dear to you?” sa’.d Leroy on a sudden impulse^j* 
catebing^her hand ; “ He is more to you than most men?”. 
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She snatched away her hand, and her eyes lightened first 
with wrath, then with laughter. 

“Dear to me!” she echoed, — “to Mfe? No one man on 
earth is dearer to me than another] All are alike in piy 
estimation, — all the same barbaric, foolish babes and children 
— all to bfe loved and pitied alike ! But Sergius Thord picked 
me out of the streets y/aen I was no better than a stray and 
starving dog, — and like a‘ dog I serve him — faithfully ! Now 
go!” ^ . 

She stretched out her hand in an attitude *bf command, and 
there was nothing for it but to obey. They therefore repeated 
their farewells, and in their turn, went out, one by one, down 
the tortuous staircase. Sholto, the hunchback, was below, and 
he let them out without a word, closing and barring door 
carefully behind them. Once in the street and under the 
misty moonlight, Pasquin Leroy nodded a careless dismissal 
to his companions. 

“You will return alone?” enquired Max Graub. 

“ Quite alone ! ” was the reply. 

“ May I not follow you at a distance ? ” asked Axel Regor. 

Leroy smiled. “You forget ! One of the rules we have 
just sworn to conform to, is — ‘ No member shall track, follow 
or enquire into the movemeiints of any other member.’ Go 
your ways! I will tlmnk you both for your services lo- 
, morrow.” * ’ . ' 

He turned away rapidly, and disappeared. Hi^ two frif^nds 
remained gazing somewhat disconsolately after him. 

“ Shall we go ? ” at last saicf Max Graub. 

“When you please,” replied Axel Regor irritably, — “The 
sooner the better for me ! Here we are probably watched, — 

, we had best go down to the quay, and from thence ” 

He. did not finish Iris sentence, but Graub evidently under- 
K stood its conclusiofi — and, they walked quickly away together 
;in quifei an opposite direction to that in which Leroy had 
■ gone. ^ * 

I Meanwhile, up in the now closed and darkened house they 
, iiad left behind them, Lotys stood looking at Serial Thord, 



I2I 


THE KI|VG’S DOUBLE 

who had thrown himself into a chair and sat with his elbows 
resting on the table, ^d his head buried in his hands. 

“ You make no way, poor Sergius ! ” she said gently. “ You 
woik, you write, you speak to the people, but you make no 
way ! ” 

He^iooked up fiercely. 

“ I do make way ! ” he said ; “ Hoyr*can you doubt itt? A 
word from me, and the massed millions would rise as one 
man ! ” • 

“And of what use would that be?” enquired Lotys. “The 
soldiers would fire on the people, and there would be riot and 
bloodshed, but no actual redress for wTong. You work vainly, 
Sergius ! ” ^ 

“ If < could but kill the King ! ” he mutfered. 

“ Another king would succeed him,” she said. “And after 
all, if you only knew it, the King may be a miserable man 
enough — far more miserable, perhaps, than any of us imagine 
ourselves to be. No, Sergius ! — I repeat it, you work vainly ! 
You have made me the soul of an Ideal which you will never 
L realise ! Tell me, what is it yon yourself would have, out of all 
? your work and striving ? ” 

He looked at her with great, earnest, burning eyes. 

“ Power ! ” he said. “ Powc? to .change the mode of 
government ; power jto put down the tyranny of priestcraft — 
ftower to relieve the .oppressed, and reward the deserving — 
powtjr to make of you, Lotys, a queen among women ! ” 

She smiled. 

“ I am a queen among men, Sergius, and that suffices me ! ' 
How often must I tell you to do nothing for my sake, if it is 
for my sake only ? I am a very simple, plain woman, past my \ 
youth, and without beauty — I deserve and demand nothing i ” 

He raised hinjself, and stretched out is arms towards her.; 
with if gesture oT entreaty. • * 

“ You deserve all that a man can give you ! ” Mb said 
passionately. “ I love you, Lotys 1 I have always loved you 
ever sinc^ I found yoft a little forsaken child, shivering and 
weeping on the cold marble steps of the Temesvar paljce jn 
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Buda. I love you!— you know I have always loved you! — I 
have told you so a hundred times, — I Jove you as few men 
love women ! ” 

She regarded him compassionately, and with a touchtof 
wistful SQrrow in her eyes. Her black cloak fell away on 
either side of her in tiyo shadowy folds, disclosing her^hite- 
robed*form and full bosom, like a pearl in a d^k shell. 

“ Good-night, Sergius ! ” she said simply, and turned to go. 

He gave an exclamation of anger and pai^. 

“ That is all you say — * Good-night M he muttered. “ A 
man gives you his heart, and you set it aside with a cold word 
of farewell ! And yet — and yet — you hold all my life ! 

“I am sorry, Sergius,” she said, in a ge^plle voice ; “very 
sorry that it is so. * You have told me all this beforehand I 
have answered you often, and always in the same way. I have 
no love to give you, save th^t which is the result of duty and 
gratitude. I do not forget 1 — I know that you rescued me from 
" starvation and death — though sometimes I question whether 
{ it would not have been better had you let pie die. Life is 
' w^rth very little at its utmost best ; nevertheless, I admit I 
have had a certain natural joy in living, and for that I have to 
thank you. I have tried to repay you by my service ” 

“ Do not speak of that,” ne said hurriedly ; “ I have done 
j,, nothing 1 You are a genius m yoijrself, apd would have made 
/^,your way anpvhere,— perhaps better without me.” * 

. She smiled doubtfully. 

: “I am not sure ! The trick of oratory does not carry one 
very far, — not when one is a woman! Good-night again, 
Sergius I Try to rest, — you look worn out. And do not think 
of winning power for my ' ake j what power I need I will vnn 
for myself ! ” ^ 

He made no an|W'er, but watched her w’itlj jealous eyes, as 
she moved towards the*ddbr. On the threshold she turfted. 

“Tfeose three new associates of yours — are they trustworthy, 
think you ? ” 

He gave ,a gesture of indifference, * ^ 

“ L do not know I Who is there we can absolutely trust 




THE KING’S DOUBLE 123, . 

. • 

^ave ourselves ? That man, Leroy, is honest, — of that I am 
confident, — and he l^ts promised to be responsible for his 
friends.” 

‘%Ah ! ” She paused a moment, then with another low 
breathed ‘ good-night * she left the room. , 

He^ooked at the door as it closed behind her — at the chair ' 
she had left vacant. • • 

** Lotys I ” he whispered. 

His whftper caime hissing softly back to him in a fine echo 
on the empty space, and with a great sigh he rose, and began 
to turn out the flaring lamps above his head. 

“ Power !— Power ! ” he muttered — “ She could not resist it 1 
She would never swayed by gold, — but power ! Her genius , 
would tise to it — her beauty would grovr to it like a rose un- 
folding in the sun ! ‘ Past youth, and without beauty ’ as she 

says of herself ! My God ! Compare the tame pink-and-white 
prettiness of youth with the face of Lotys, — and that prettiness 
becomes like a cheap advertisement on a hoarding or a match- 
box ! Contrast, the perfect features, eyes and hair of the 
newest social ‘beauty,’ — with the magical expression, the 
glamour in the eyes of Lotys, — and perfection of feature 
becomes the rankest ugliness ! Once in a hundred centuries . 
a woman is born like Lotys, to drive n»en mad with desire for ' 
the unattainable — to, fire tljpm with such ambition as should 
make them emperors -of the world, if they had but sufficient 
courdfee to snatch their thrones — and yt't, — to fill them with 
such sick despair at their own incompetency and failure, as to, 
turn them into mere children crying for love — for love ! — only , 
love ! No matter whether worlds are lost, kings killed, and; 
dynasties concluded, love ! — only love I — and then death ! — as ; 
all sufficient for the life of a man I And only just so long as^ 
love is denied— just so long we can go 01^ climbing towards ; 
the unreachable height of greatnesS,— then — once we touch;- 
love, down we fall, broken-hearte^ ; but — we have h^ our \ 
day!” , ^ ' 

Tlie roQm was now in darkness, save for the glimmer of the ^ 
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I'fsisement and looked out^ There was a faint.scent of the sea 
|;on the ah; and he inhaled its salty o^our with , a sense of 
riefreshinent. V.;!'! ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

:v “All for LotysT’ he murmured. “Working for Lqtys, 
plotting, » planning, scheming for Lotys! The government 
I'jntimidated, — the ministry cast out, — the throne in pc:h^— the 
,peopte in arms, — the city in a blaze, — Revoliitjpn and Anarchy 
doing their wild work broad-cast together, — all for Lotys ! 
'Always a woman in it ! Search to the v^ry depth of every 
political imbroglio, — dig out the secret reason of every war 
that ever was begun or ended in the world, — and there we 
shall find the love or the hate of a woman at the ^ ory core 
of the business ! Some such secrets history knows, and has 
chronicled, — and some will never be known, — but to the 

present there is not even a rel' ,ion in the world where a Woman 
is not made the beginning of a God ! 

He smiled somewhat grimly at his own fanciful musings, 
and then, shutting the window, retired. 'I’he house was soon 
buried in profound silence and darkness, and over the city 
tuneful bells rang the half-hour after midnight. Four miles 
distant from the ‘quarter of the poor/ and high above the^ 
clustering houses of the whole magnificent metropolis, the 
Royal palace towered* whitely on its proud eminence in the 
glimmer of the moon, a stately pije of 1;;jrrets and pinnacles ; 

: and on the battlements the sentries walked, pacing to and fro 
Vin reigular march, with regular changes, all through the night 
' hours. Half after midnight ! ‘ All's well ! ' Three-quarters, 
and still ‘ All's well ' sounded with the clash of steel and a 
tinkle of silvery chimes. One o'clock struck, — and the drifting 
clouds in heiaven cleared fully, showing many brilliant stars in 
the western horizon, — and a sentry pas'Jing, as noiselessly as his 
armour and/ acet^trements would permit, ^ilong the walled 
battlement which protected and overshadowed the w^indbws 
of thS Queen's apartmentc^ paused in his walk to look with an 
approving eye at the clearing promise of the weather; ^ ^As he 
did so, a tall figure, wrapped in a thick rain-cloal^ suddenly 
. rhacte its ui^expected appearance ibrough a side door in the 
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wall, and moved , r4pi^y/towards 

a secret pas^ge lading bW 

stairway which was' never, used save by tHe ^Kdytf^ 

Thg sentry gave a sharp warning cry. ' ^ 

"Halt! 'Who goes there 

Th» figure paused and turned, dropping its cloak. Th^;.^:j 
pale moonlight fell slantwise on the f?jatures, disclosingitheidr’ 
fully. • # • 

"’TisIJ The King r* 

The soldier recoiled amazed, — and quickly saluted. Before 
he could recover from his astonishment he was alone again. 
The battlement was empty, and the door to the turret-stairs, — of . 
which only the King possessed the key, — was fast locked ; and 
for thck next hour or more the startled sentry remained staring 
at the skies in a sort of meditative stupefaction, with the 
words still ringing like the shock of an alarm-bell In his 
ears: 

"Tisll The King I” 



CHAPTER IX 

THE rilEmER’’s SIGXET 


T he next day the sun rose with joyous brightness in 
a sky clear as crystal. Storm, wind and rain had 
vanished like the flying phantoms of an evil dream, and all 
the beautiful land sparkled with light and life in its enlacing 
girdle of turquoise blue sea. The gardens of the Royal palace, 
freshened by the downpour of the past night, wore their most 
enchanting aspect, — roses, with leaves still wet, dropped their 
scented petals on the grass, — great lilies, with their snowy cups 
' brimming with rain, hung heavily on their slim green stalks, 
and the air was full of the deliciously penetrating odour of the 
mtmosa and sweetbriar. Down one special alley, where the 
white philadelphus, or ‘ mock orange * grew in thick bushes 
; on either side, intermingled with ferns and spruce firs, whose 
•j young green tips exhaled a pungent, healthy scent that 
entered into the blood like w^'ne anid invigorated it, Sir Roger 
Launay was pacing to and fro with a* swinging step which? 
■ '^notwithstanding its ease and soldierly regularity, suggested 
i something of impatience, and on a rustic seat, above which 
: great clusters of the philadelphus flowers hung like a canopy, 
. sat Professor von Glauben, spectacles on nose, sorting a few 
' letters which he had just taken from his pocket for the purpose 
' of reading them ovej again carefully one by one. He was 
ya very particular igan |ts regarded his corre^ondencci All 
^/letters ^that required answ*eririg he answered at once, — the 
Jbthers, as, he himself deolared, ‘ answered themselves * in 
^%ilence. . , 

4. ’ / V * V f - 

? “tThere is no end to the crop of fools in this Tworld,” he 
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was fond of saying ; — “ Glorious, precious fdofs ! I love them 
all I They make life worth living — but sometimes I am dis- 
posed to draw the lin^ at letter-writing fools. These persons 
chance to read a book — my book for example, — ^that particularly 
clever one I wrote on the possibilities of eternal life in this world ' 
They at once snatch their pens and write to say that\hey are 
speciatly deserving of this boon, and Wsh to live forever — 
will I tell them tfow? And these are^the very creatures I will 
not tell hqw — because their perpetual existence would be a 
mistake and a nuisance 1 The individuals whose lives are 
really valuable never ask anyone how to make them so.” 

He looked over his letters now with a leisurely indifference. 
The morning’s post had brought him nothing of special 
importance. He glanced from his reading now and again at 
De Launay marching up and down, but said nothing till he 
had quite finished with his owm immediate concerns. Then 
he removed his spectacles from his* nose and put them by. 

“Left — Right — Left — Right — Left — Right! Roger, you 
remind me of my drilling days on a certain flat and dusty 
ground at CobleTitz I The Rhine! — the Rhine! Ah, the, 
beautiful Rhine ! So dirty — so dull — with its toy castles, 
and its big, ugly factory chimneys, and its atrociously bad 
wine 1 Roger, I beseech you to iiave mercy upon me, and 
leave off that marching up and down, — it gets on my 
nerves ! ” * . ^ * 

I .thoug.ht. nothing ever^got on your nerves,” answered 
Sir Roger, stopping abruptly — “You seem to take serious , 
matters coolly enough!” * ^ 

“ Serious matters demand coolness,” replied Von Glauben. 
“We should only let steam out over trifles. Have you seen*:;^ 
his Majesty this morning ? ” > 

“ Yes*. I am to see him again at noon.**» ' ' 

“ When do you*go off duty ? ” ♦ • 

“ Not for a month, at least.” 

“ Much may happen in that mfcnth,” said the Professor 
sententiously ; “ Your hair may grow white with the strange* ,, 
ness of yotir experiences!” . * 
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Sir Roger met His eyes, and they both laughed. 

Though it. is^no laughing matter,”, resumed* Von Glauben. 
|^*Upon my j&pid; as a German, — if. I i^ve any soul oT that 
I nationality^— i think it, may be a serious business!” ^ 
ff: ‘‘You^have come round to my opinion then,” said De 
{ ^unay, “ I told you from the first that it was serious 1 ” 
*^The King does not^ think it so,” rejoined Von GlSuben. 
“I was summoned to his presence early this morning, and 
^found him in the fullest health and highest spirits.” 

“■\^^y did he send for you then ? ”^^ qufred De Launay. 
“To feel his pulse and look at his tongue! To make a 
' little game of me before he stepped out of his drcssing-:gown ! 
And I enjoyed it, of course, — one mlist ajways enjoy Royal 
pleasantries 1 I think, Roger, his Majesty wishes thijf entire 
affair treated as a pleasantry, — by us at any rate, however 
. seriously he may regard it himself.” 

De Launay was silent for a minute or two, fliieii he said 
abruptly : 

“The Premier is summoned to a j)rjivate audience of the 
^ing at noon.” 

“Ah!” And Von Glauben drew a cluster of the over- 
hanging philadelphus flowers dowp to his nose and smelt 
them approvingly. ^ ^ 

“And” — went on De Launay, speaking more deliberately, 

. “this afternoon their Majesties siil to ^ The Islands ” 

Von Glduben jumped excitedly^ to his feet. 

“ Not possible I ” 

Sir Roger looked at him with a dawning amusement be- 
ginning to twinkle in his clear blue eyes, 

“ Quite possible ! So possible, that the Royal yacht is 
ordered to be in readiness at three o'clock. Their Majesties 
and suite will dine^on board, in prder to enjoy the return 
' journey by moonlight” < o 

\ Tlfe Professor's countenance was a study. Anxiety and 
■ vexation struggled with tlie shrewd kindness and humour of. 
| ,his ^tural expression, and his suppr^sed feelings found , vent 
Em^a^^mothered exclamation, which sounded wiy much like 
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the worst of blasphemous oaths used in Are extremity by 
the soldiers of the Fatherland. ^ \ , • 

“What ails yoii?^ dknandeai |)e Ldunkyi ^iYou seem 
strangely upset for a man of cool nerve!” 

^ Upset? Who — what can upset me? Nothing! Roger, 
if I^d^ not respect you so much, I should call you ail ass ! ” ^ 

Sii*Roger laughed. ^ • 

“ Call me art ass, by all means,’* he said, “ if it will re- 
lieve your feelings ; — but in justice Jto me, let me .know why 
you do so! WHkt is my offence? I give you a piece of. 
commonplace information concerning the movements of the 
Court this afternoon, and you jump off your seat as if an 
adder had bitten you. ^Why ? ” 

“ I have the gofit,” said Von Glauben civtly. 

“Oh!” And again Sir Roger laughed. “That last must 
have been a sharp twinge ! ” 

“ It was-^-it was 1 Believe m^ my axcellent Roger, it was 
exceedingly severe!” His brow smoothed, and he smiled. 
“See here, my, dear friend! — you know, do you not, that 
boys will be boys, and men will be men?” 

“Both are recognised platitudes,” replied Sir Roger, his 
eyes still twinkling merrily ; “ And both are frequently quoted 
to cover our various follies 1 ” • 

“True, true! But I wish to weigfi more particularly on 
the fact that men vWll be men! •! am a man, Roger,— not . 
a^boy!” % ^ 

“ Really ! Well, upon my word, I should at this moment 
take you for a raw lad of about eighteen, — for you are blush-, 
ing, Von Glauben ! — actually blushing 1 ” 

The Professor drew out a handkerchief, and wiped his . 
brow. 

“It is a warm morning, Roger,” he* said, with a mildly, 
reproachful air>*“I suppose I anj pernStted to feel the^ 
heat?” He paused — then with a sudden burst of impj^ience 
he exclaimed: “By the Empcror’% head! It is of no use 
denying it — I am very^much put out, Roger! I must get 
a boat, add slip off to The Islands at once!” 
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Sir Roger star^^ at him in complete amazemehl. 

“ You ? You want to slip off to The Islands ? Why, Von 

Glauben ^1” » 

y “ Yes— yeSj^I know ! You cannot possibly imagine what I 
;^ant to go there for ! You wouldn’t suppose, would you, iCiat 
^'I had any* special secrets — an old man like me;— for Instance, 

' you would not suspect^ me of any love secrets, eh ? ” %And 
he mfide a ludicrous attempt to appear sentimental “The 
fact is, Roger, — I have got into a little scrape over at Tho 
. Islands — ” here he looked warmer and rei^der than ever ; — 

' “and I want to take precautions! You understand — I w^anl 
to take care that the King docs not hear of it — Gott in 
Himmel I WTiat a block of a man you are to stand there* 
staring open - mouthed at me 1 Were you never in love 
yourself? ” 

“ In love ? In love ! you, — Professor ? Pray pardon 

me but — in love? Am I to understand that there is a 

lady in your case?” 

“Yes! — that is it,” said Von Glauben, with an air of pro- 
found relief; “There is a lady in my case; — or my case, 
speaking professionally, is that of a lady. And I shall get 
any sort of a sea-tub that is available, and go over to those 
accursed Islands without any delay P 

“If the King should* send for you while you are absent — ” 
began De Launay doubtfully, , ^ 

“ He will not send. But if he should, what of it ? I am 
known to be somewhat eccentric — particularly so in my love 
of hard work, fresh air and exercise — besides, he has not 
commanded my attendance. He will not, therefore, be 
surprised at my absence. I tell you, Roger, — I musf go ! 
Who would have expected the King to take it into his head 
to visit The Islands gWithout a moment’s warning! Wliat a 
freak!” • . . , 

“A^d here comes the reason of the freak, if I am not 
very much mistaken,” said De Launay, lowering his voice 
as an approaching figure flung its lengthy shadow on the 
path, — Prince Humphry!” * • 
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Von Gl.iubfin hastily dAw back, De Launay also, to allo^ 
the Prinrc to pass. He w«as walking sloWly, and reading as 
he came. Looking^up from his book he saw them, and as 
they saluted him profoundly, bade them good-day. 

** You are up betimes, Professor,*’ he said lightly I suppose ' 
your scientific wisdom teaches you the advantage of tbe '^ 
mortfng air.” 

“Truly, Sir, it is more healthful ^)ian (hat of the evening,” 
answered Von Glauben in somewhat doleful accents. — “For ^ 
example,* a sail across the sea with the morning breeze, is 
better than the same sort of excursion in the glamour of the 
moon ! ” 

Prince PTumphry looked steadfastly at him, and evidently 
read something ^f a warning, or a suggestion, in his face, for 
he ceftoured slightly and bit his lip. • 

“ Do you agree with that theory, Sir Roger,” he said, turning 
to De Launay. ^ 

“I have not tested it, Sir,” replied the equerry, “But I 
imagine that whatever Professor von Glauben asserts must 
be true ! ” * 

The young man glanced quickly from one to the other, 
and then with a careless air turned over the pages of the 
book he held. 

“In the earlier ages of theVorld,” he said, — “men and 
women, I think, racist ha\^ been happier than they are now, ’/ 
df this bock may be. believed. \ find here written down — — 
Whht is it, Professor? You have something to say?” 

“Pardon me, Sir,” said Von. Glauben, — “But you said — ' 
‘If this book may be believed.’ I humbly venture to declare;/ 
that no book may be believed ! ” 

“ Not even your own, when it is written ? ” queried the Prince/ 
with a smile ; “You would not like the world to say so ! Nay, ; 
but listen, Professor, — here is a thouglit^very beautifully ex- ^ 
pressed — and it was written in ah ancient language of the / 
East, thousands of years before w^ in our quarter of th? world, / 
ever dreamt of civilisation. — ‘Of all the sentiments, passions 
or virtues which in tReir divers turns affect the life of a man,' * 
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the influence an4 emotion of Love is surely the greatest and 
. highest. We do not here speak of the ba^e and villainous 
craving of bodily appetite; but of that pure desire of the 
'unfettered soul which beholding perfection, straightway and 
naturally flies to the same. This love doth so elevate afid 
instruct a ♦■man, that he seeketh nothing better than to be 
worthy of it, to attempt great deeds and valiantly pet^rm 
them, Ho confront foul f.buses, and most potently destroy 
them, — and to esteem the powers and riches of this world 
as dross, weighed against this rare and fieiy talisman. For 
it is a jewel which doth light up the heart, and make it strong 
to support all sorrow and ill fortune with cheerfulness, know- 
ing that it is in itself of so lasting a quality as to subjugate 
all things and events unto its compelling swLy.* What think 
you of this ? Sir Roger, there is a whole volume of compre- 
hension in your face ! Give some word of it utterance ! ” 

Sir Roger looked up. 

“There is nothing to say, Sir,” he replied; “Your ancient 
writer merely expresses a truth we are all conscious of. All 
poets, worthy the name, and all authors, save and except the 
coMest logicians, deem the world well lost for love.” 

“More fools they!” said Von Glauben gruffly; “Love is 
a mere illusion, which is generally destroyed by one simple 
ceremony — Marriage!” ® 

Prince Humphry smiled. 

“ You have never tried the cure, Professor,” he said, “ But 
I daresay you have suffered from the disease ! Will you walk 
with me ? ” 

Von Glauben bowed a respectful assent ; and the Prince, 
with a kindly nod of dismissal to De Launay, went on his 
way, the Professor by his side. Sir Roger watched them as 
they disappeared, and^, saw, that at the furthest end of the 
alley, when they we^-e w;: 11^ out of ear-shot, th^ appear^ to 
■ engage in very close and confidential conversation. 

^ “I wonder,” he mused, “ Ii wonder what it all means ? Von 
Glauben is evidently mixed up in some affair that he wishes 
'♦cMkeep secret from the King. Can it concern* Prhide 
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Humphry? A^. The Islands! What can Von Glauben 
want over there^ » . 

His brief meditation was interrupted by a soft voice calling. 

. •‘Roger!” 

He started, and at once advanced to meet the approaching 
intrtRder, his sister, Teresa de Launay^ a pretty brunette, with 
dark sparkling -eyes, one of the favourite ladies of honour in . 
attendance on the Queen. 

“ What were y6u dreaming about ? ” she asked, as he came 
near, “And what is the Prince doing with old Von Glauben?” ^ 
“Two questions at once, Teresa!” he said, stooping his 
tall head to kiss her ; “ I cannot possibly answer both in a / 
breath ! But anfwer me just one — W’hat ^re you here for?” 

“fo summon you ! ” she answered. “ The Queen desires 
you to wait upon her immediately.” 

She fixed her bright eyes upon him as she spoke, and an 
involuntary sigh escaped her, as she noted the touch of pallor ^ 
that came on his face at her words. 

“ Where is her Majesty ? ” he asked. 

“ Here — close at hand — in the arbour. She spied you af a 
distance through the trees, and sent me to fetch you.” 

“ You had best return to he% at once, and say that 1 am 
coming.” • 

His sister looked at him again, and hesitated — he gave a . 
night, vexed gesture* of impatience, whereupon she hurried ' 
away, with flying footsteps !Ls light as those of a fabled sylph * 
of the woodlands. He watched *her go, and for a moment an 
expression came into his eyes of intense suffering — the look .;’- 
of a noble dog who is suddenly struck undeservedly by an,-'; 
unkind master. : ri, 

“ She sends for me ! ” he muttered \ “ What for ? To' ' 
amu^ herself iJy reading every tbpught i^f my life with her / 
cold eyes ? Why can she not leave me alone ? ” ^ 

He walked on then, with a quiet, even pace, and presently 
reaching the end of Jhe alley, came out on a soft stretch of 
greensward facing a small ornamental lake and fountain- Here ^ 
grew tall rushes, bamboos and flag-flowers— here, toOt tm ^ ^ 



’lr34 . “ TEMPORAL POWER ” . 

quiet lake floated water-lilies, white and opening their 
^ starry hearts to the glory of the mornifi^un. A quaintly 
' shaped, rustic arbour covered with jasmine, faced the pool, 
and here sat the Queen alone and unattended, save by Teresa 
de Launay, who drew a little apart as her brother, Sir I^oger, 
approached, and respectfully bent his head in the Royal 
presence. For quite a ntinute he stood thus "in dumb atten- 
tion, his eyes lowered, whil the Queen glanced at ^im with 
a curious expression, half of doubt, half df commiseration. 
Suddenly, as if mo\ ed by a quick impulse, she rose — a stately, 
exquisite figure, looking even more beautiful in her simple 
morning robe of white cashmere and lace, than in all the 
glory of her Court attire, — and extended her*’ hand. Iljimbly 
and reverentially he bent over it, and kissed the great jewel 
sparkling like a star on the central finger. As he then raised 
his eyes to her face she smiled ; — that smile of hers, so dazzling, 
so sweet, and yet so cold, had sent many men to their deaths, 
though she knew it not. 

“I see very little of you. Sir Roger, she said slowly, “not- 
withstanding your close attendance on my lord the King. 
Yet I know I can command your service ! 

“Madam,” murmured l)c Launay, “my life ” 

“Oh, no,” she rejoined quickly, “not your life! Your life, 
; like mine, belongs to the King arfd the country. You must 
give all, or not at all ! ” , 

“ Madam, I do give all ! ” he answered, with a look in his 
eyes of mingled pain and passion ; “No man can give more 1 ” 
She surveyed him with a little meditative, almost amused 
air. 

“You have strong feelings. Sir Roger,” she said ; “ I wonder 
what it is like — to /fieM ” 

“If I may dare^to say.so. Madam, I should wish yen to 
experitnee the sensation,” he returned somewhat bitterly ; 
, “ Sometimes we awaken to *01110110115 too late — sometimes we 
V never awaken. But I think it is wisest to pperience the 
" n'^tiire of a storm, in order to appreciate the value of & calm 1 ” 
^‘Vpu think so?” She smiled indulgeiitly. ‘‘Storm and 
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calm are to me ^ike ! I am affected by neither. Life is so 
exceedingly triviaf an affair, and is so soon over, that I have 
never been able to understand why people should ever trouble 
thfimselves about anything in it.” 

“You may not always be lacking in this comprehension, 
Madfam,” said Sir Roger, with a cert^n harshness in his tone, 
yet with the deepest respect in his. manner ; “ I take«it that 
life and the world are but a preparation for something greater, 
and that we shall be forced to learn our lessons in this pre- 
paratory school before we leave it, whether w^e like it or no ! ” 

The slight smile still lingered on her beautiful mouth, — she 
pulled a spray of jasmine down from the trailing clusters 
around her, and%et it carelessly among die folds of her lace. 
Sir iftoger watched her with moody ey*es. Could he have 
followed his own inclination, he would have snatched the 
flower from her dress and kisscAit, in a kind of fierce defiance 
before her very eyes. But what would be the result of such 
an act ? Merely a little contemptuous lifting of the delicate 
brows — a slight frown on the fair forehead, and a calm gesture 
of dismissal. No more — no more than this ; for just as she 
could not be moved to love, neither could she Be moved to 
anger. The words of an old sogg rang in his ears : — 

• 

She^ laughs at the thought of love — 

, Pain she scores, anS sorr<fw she sets aside — 

• My heart she values^ less than h^^r broidered glove, 

She would smile if 1 died ! 

“ You are a man. Sir Roger de Launay,” she said after a 
pause, “ And man-like, you propound any theory which at the, 
moment happens to fit your own particular humour. I am, / 
however, entirely of your opinion that^his life is only a term 
of preparation? and with this convictioin I desire to have as 
little to do with its vile and ugly side as I can. It is possible 
to accept with gratitude the beautiful things of Nature, and 
reject the rest, is it not ? ” 

“As" you ask me the question point-blank. Madam, I say it - 
is possible, — it can be done,— and you do it. But it i|.wrongl” 
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She raised her^languid eyelids, showing no offence. 

\ « Wrong?” 

“Wrong, Madam!” repeated Sir Roger bluntly; “It is 
wrong to shut from your sight, from your heart, from your 
: soul the ugly side of Nature ; — to shut your ears to the wants — 
the pains — the tortures — the screams — the tears, and groans 
of hupianityl Oh, Madam, the ugly side .has a strange 
beauty of its own that you dream not of ! God makes ugli- 
ness as he makes beauty ; God created ihervolcano belching 
forth fire and molten lava, as He created the simple stream 
bordered with meadow flowers ! Why should you reject the 
ugly, the fierce, the rebellious side of things ? Rather take it 
into your gracious thoughts and prayers, Madam, and help to 
make it beautiful ! ” 


He spoke with a force which surprised himself — he was 
carried away by a passion that seemed almost outside his own 
identity. She looked <at him curiously. 

“Does the King teach you to speak thus to me?” she 
asked. 

pe Launay started, — the hot colour mounting to his cheeks 
and brow. 

“ Madam J ” 

. “ Nay, no excuse I I understand 1 It is your own thought ; 
; but a thought which is no doubt suddenly inspired by the 
King’s actions,” she went on tranquilly; “You are in his 
' confidence. He is adopting new measures of domestic policy, 

in which, perchance, I may or .may not be included as it 

suits my pleasure! knows!” Again the little musing 

smile crossed her countenance. “ It is of the King I wish to 
apeak to you.” 

She glanced around ^er, and saw that her lady-in-waiting, 
Teresa de Launay, had discreetly wandered by*|^ersclf to the 
edge of the water-lily poolf and was bending over it, a grace- 


ful, pensive figure in the rysar distance, within call, but 
certainly not within hearing. 

. are in his confidence,” she repeated, drawing •a step 


him, “and— so am I! 


You will not disclose liis 
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movements — nor shall I ! But you are hiS^cIose attendant 
and friend, — I am merely — his wife I I make you responsible 
for his safety ! ” 

“^adam, I pray you pardon me ! ” exclaimed De Launay ; ' 
“ His Majesty has a will of his own, — and his sacred life is not 
in my^ands. I will defend him to the utmost limit of human ' ^ 
possibility, — but if he voluntarily ruqp into danger, andP dis- 
regards all warning, I, as his poor servant, am not to blame ! ” 

Her eyes, brillignt and full of a compelling magnetism, 
dwelt upon him steadfastly. 

“I repeat my command,” she said deliberately, “I make 
you responsible ! You are a strong man and a brave one. If 
the King is rash, ifc is the duty of his servants to defend him 
from the consequences of his rashness; |)articularly if that . 
rashness leads him into danger for a noble purpose. Should 
any mischance befall him, let me, never see your face again! 
Die yourself, rather than let your King die ! ” 

As she spoke these words she motioned him away with 
a grand gesture, of dismissal, and he retired back from her 
presence in a kind of stunned amazement. Never before iif 
all the days of her social sway as Crown-Princess, had she ever 
condescended to speak to him on any matter of confidence, — 
never during her three years of sovereignty as Queen-Consort 
had she appa:ently taken npte, or cared to know any of the 
affeirs connected with the King, her husband. The mere fact 
that how her interest was -roused, moved De Launay to ^ 
speechless wonderment. He hardly dared raise his eyes to f 
look at her, as she turned from him and went slowly, with her / , 
usual noiseless, floating grace of movement, towards the water- 
lily pool, there to rejoin her attendant, Teresa de Launay, who, 
at the same time advanced to meet her^ Royal mistress. A ^ 
moment more, and Queen and lady of honoiy had disappeared 
together, and l5e Launay was left* alone. A little bird,^\' 
swinging on a branch above his jiead, piped a few tender 
notes to the green leaves and the sunlit sky, but beyond this, 
and the n\pasured plaslf of the fountain, no sound disturbed ^ 
the stillness of the garden. 
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^ “Upon my word, Roger de Launay,” he said bitterly to 
himself, “you are an ass sufficiently weighted with burdens! 

. The love of a Queen, and the life of a King are enough for 
one man's mind to carry with any degree of safety 1 If it<Werc 
not for the King, I think I should leave this country and seek 
some other service — hut I owe him much, — if only by treason 
of nly own heart’s folly I '' 

Impatient with himself, he strode away, straight acros^r* the 
lawn and back to the Palace. Here he noticell just the 
slightest atmosphere of uneasiness among some of the re- 
tainers of the Royal household, — a vague impression of flurry 
and confusion. Through various passages and corridors, 
attendants and pages were either running; about with extra 
haste, or else strolling to and fro with extra slowness.' As he 
turned into one of the ante-chambers, he suddenly confronted 
a tall, military-looking per.s(?nage in plain civilian attire, w’hom 
he at once recognised as the Chief of tlie Police. 

“Ah, Bernhoff!" he said lightly, “any storms brewing?” 

“ None that call for particular attention, .Sir Roger,” replied 
*the individual addressed ; “ But I have been sent for by the 
King, and am here awaiting his pleasure.” 

Sir Roger showed no sign of surprise, and with a friendly 
Dod passed on. He began to find the situation rather 
interesting. , i ^ 

“ After all,” he argued inwardly, “ there is nothing to hinder 
the King from being a social •autocrat, even if he cannot 
by the rules of the Constimtiun be a political one. And we 
should do well to remember that politics are governed entirely 
by social influence. It is the same thing all over the world 
— a deluded pc^pulace — a s(;cial movement which elects a 
parliament and ministry — and then the result, — which is, that 
this or that party«liol(i the reins of governnynt, on whichever 
side^appens to be most advantageous to the immediate social 
and financial whim. Thoipeople are the grape.s crashed into 
wine for their rulers' drinking; and the King is nK*rely the 
^ wine cup on the festal board. If he once begins to be some- 
more than that cup, there will be an en4 of revelry 1 ” 
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His ideas were not without good foundation in fact. 
Throughout all history? where a strong man has ruled a nation, 
whether for good or ill, he has left his mark ; and where there " 
has t>een no strong man, the annals of the time are vapid and' 
uninteresting. Governments emanate from social irifluences. , / 
The sScial rule of the Roman Emperorsh bred athletes, heroes, ; 
and poets, merely because physical* strength and courage, ' 
combined with heroism and poetic perception vrere encouraged 
by Roman societ}^ The social rule of En^and’s Elizabeth ; 
had it[J result in the brilliant attainments of the many great 
men who crowded her Court — the social rule of Victoria, 
until the (Joath of the Prince Consort, bred gentle women 
and chivalrous meS. In all these cases, the; reigning monarchs 
governed society, and society governed poll tics. Politics, indeed, 
can scarcely be considered apart from society, because on the 
nature and character of society, depend the nature and char- 
acter of politics. If society is made up of corrupt women and 
unprincipled men, the spirit of political government will be 
as corrupt and ifliprincipled as they. If any King, beholding 
such a state of things, were to suddenly cut himself clear 
of the corruption, and to make a straight road for his own ' 
progress- -clenn and open — and ^lect to walk in it, society 
would follow his lead, and as a logical consequence politics 
would becorfie honburableii no monarchs have the 

eSuri^e of their upiniens nowadays, — if only one sovereign of ‘ 
them all possessed such courage, he could move t||^ world ! 

The long bright day unwound its sunny hours, crowned 
with blue skies and fragrant winds, and the life and movement 
of the fair city by the sea were gay, incessant and ever-changing, 
There was some popular interest and excitement going on 5 
down at the quay, for the usual idle cr«wd had collected td}' 
see the Royal yadht being prepared /oi hef afternoon’s cruise.t^ 
Though she was always kept ready for sailing, the JfCing’s,: 
orders this time had been sudden and peremptory, and, , 


consequently, all the pien on board were exceptionally hard , 
at work getting things in immediate readiness. The fact that.’ 
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trip to The IsWnds, where up to the present she had never 
been, was a matter of lively comment, — her extraordinary beauty 
never failing to attract a large number of sight-seers. 

In the general excitement, no one saw Professor von Gl^fiubdn 
quietly pnter a small and common sailing skiff, manned by two 
ordinary fishermen of the shore, and scud away with tlce wind 
oveiLthe sea towards the west, where, in the distance on this 
clear day, a gleaming line of light showed where The Islands 
lay, glistening like emerald and pearl in the midst of the dark 
blue waste of water. His departure was unnoticed, though 
as a rule the King’s private physician commanded some 
attention, not only by reason of his confidential post in the 
Royal household, but also on account <f certain rumours 
which were circulated through the country concerning his 
wonderful skill in effecting complete cures where all hope of 
recovery had been abandoned. It was whispered, indeed, 
that he had discovered the ‘ Elixir of Life,’ but that he 
would not allow its properties to be made knovm, lest as the 
Scripture saith, man should ‘ take and eat and live for ever.* 
Jt was not advisable — so the Professor was reported to have 
said — that all men should live forever, — but only a chosen few; 
and he, at present, w’as apparently the privileged person who 
alone was fitted to make the selection of those few. For this 
and various other reasons, he was generally looked at with 
considerable interest, but this morning, owing to the hurried 
' preparations for the embarking of their Majesties on board the 
Royal yac* he managed to escape from even chance recogni- 
tion, — and he was well over the sea, and more than half-way to 
his destination before the bells of the city struck noon. 

Punctual to that hour, a close carriage drove up to the Palace. 
It contained no less a personz^e than the Prime Minister, 
,the Marquis de Lijtera, — a dark, heavy man,»yith small furtive 
eyes, a ponderous jaw, and a curious air of seeming forever on 
an irfitable watch for offqpccs. Plis aspect was intellectual, 
yet always threatening ; and his frigid manner was profoundly 
^discouraging to all who sought to 'win bis atttntiotr or 
sympathy. He entered the Palace now withtan easVi not to 
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say assertive deportment, a^d as he asceqc^ed the broad 
staircase which led to the King^s private apartments, he met 
the Chief of the Police coming down. This latter saluted 
him, but he barely acknowledged the courtesy, so taken by 
surprfte was he at the sight of this administrative functionary; 
in the P|Llace at so early an hour. However, it was impossible ! . 
to ask%ny questions of him on the gixind staircase, within 
hearing of the Royal lackeys ; so he continued on his way ^ 
upstairs, with as much dignity as his heavily-moulded figure . 
would permit him tcf display, till he reached the upper landing - 
known as the ‘King’s Corridor,’ where Sir Roger de Launay . , 
was in waiting to conduct him to his Sovereign’s presence. To 
him the Marquis addressed the question : 

“ Bernhoff has bcftn with the King ? ” 

“ Yes. For more than an hour.” 

“ Any robbery in the Palace ? ” 

De Launay smiled. • 

“ I think not 1 So far as I am permitted to be cognisant 
of events, there is nothing wrong ! ” 

The Marquis looked slightly perplexed. 

“The King is well?” 

“Remarkably well — and in excellent humour! He is 
awaiting you, Marquis, — permit me 40 escort you to him ! ” 1 

The carved and gilded doors of the Rdyal audience-chamber 
w^,re thereupon flung*back, amd th% Marquis entered, ushered ! 
in By De Launay. The* doors closed again upon them both; 
and for some time there was* profound silence in the King’s /' 
corridor, no intruder venturing to approach save two gentlemen- : - 
at-arms, who paced slowly up and down at either end on guard. 

At the expiration of about an hour, Sir Roger came out alone, 
and, glancing carelessly around him, strolled to the head of the 
grand staircase, and waited patiently thera for quite another 
thirty minutes. At last the doors veae flung open widely ,v' 
again, and the King himself appeared, clad in easy yaclj^ing ¥ 
attire, and walking with one hand resting on the arm of the f, 
Marquis de Lutera, who, /rom his expression, seemed curiously /4 
perturbed. •; 
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“Then you will not come with«as, Marquis ? ” said the King, 
with an air of ^gaiety; “You are too much engrossed in the 
affairs of Government to break looscnfor an afternoon from 
politics for the sake of pleasure ? Ah, well ! You are a match- 
less worker 1 Renowned as you are for j'our studious f^bsef 
vation ef all that may tend to the advancement of the nation's 
interests — admired as^ you arc for the complete sacnfi& of all 
your own advantages to the better welfare of the country, I 
will not (though I might as your Sovereign), command your 
attendance on this occasion ! I know the#»affairs you have in 
hand are pressing and serious ! ” 

“They will be more than usually so, Sir," said the Marquis 
in a low voice ; “ for if you persist in maintaining your present 
attitude, the foreign controversy in which >'e are engaged can 
scarcely go on. But your action will be questioned by the 
Government ! ” 

The King laughed. « 

“ Good ! By all means question it, my dear Marquis 1 
Prove me an unconstitutional monarch, if you like, and put 
Humphry on the throne in my place, — bu^ ask the People 
^first 1 If condemn me, I am satisfied to be condemned ! 
But the prc'jent political difference between ourselves and a 
friendly nation must be arranged without offence. There does 
not exist at the mompent any reasonable cause for fanning the 
dispute into a flame of war.”-^ie paused, then resumed — 
“You will not come with us?” • 

“Sir, it you will permit me to refuse the honour on this 
occasion ” 

“The j)crmission is granted ! ” replied the King, still smiling ; 
“ Farewell, Marquis ! We arc not in the habit of absenting our- 
selves from our own country, after the fashion of certain of our 
Royal neighbours, \}ho shall be nameless ; and we conceive it 
our duty to mal^ ourselves acquainted with the habits and 
customs of all our subjects in all quarters of our realm. Hence 
our resolve to visit Hie Islands, which, to our shame be it said, 
w'e have neglected until now. We expect to derive both 
Measure and instruction from the brief voyage 1”* 
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“ Are the islahders aware bf your intention, Sir ? ” enquired’ 
the Marquis. 

« Nay— to prepare 4:hem would have spoilt our pleasure ! ” 
replied the King. “ We will take them by surprise ! We have 
heaitt of certain cbuntries, whose villages and towns have ^ 
never seen the reigning sovereign, — and though we have been 
but tHtee years on the^hrone, we have ^psolved that no comer.; 
of our kingdom shall lack the sunlight^of our presence 1”^ He > 
gave a mirthful side-glance at De Launay. Then, extending his\ ' 
hand cordially, he added : May all success attend your efforts, 
Marquis, to smooth over this looming quarrel between ourselves 
and our friendly trade-rivals ! I, for one, would not have it go 
further. I shall see you again at the Council during the week.” 

As the Premier% hand met that of his Sovereign, the latter 
exclainitd suddenly : 

“Ah! — I thought I missed a customary friend from my 
finger; I have forgotten my signet-ring! Will you lend me 
yours for to-day, Marquis?” 

“ Sir, if you will deign to wear it ! ” replied the Marquis 
readily, and at once slipping off the ring in question, he handed ■ 
it to the King, who smilingly accepted it and put it on. • • 

“ A fine sapphire ! ” he said approvingly ; “ Better, I think, , ; 
than my ruby 1 ” ^ 

“Sir, your praise enhances its value, ^^said De Lutera bowing , ' 
profoundly ; ‘ I shal^ from hipneefiyth esteem it priceless ! ” 

•“ Well said ! ” returned the King, “ And rightly too ! — for 
diplomacy is wise in flatteritig a king to the last, even while : 
meditating on his possible downfall ! Adieu, Marquis I When - 
we next meet, I shall expect good news ! ” si 

He descended the staircase, closely attended by De Launay, % 
and passed at once into a larger room of audience, where some 2 
notable persons of foreign distinction ^were waiting to be 
received. On lj;«i way thither, howeyer, •he turned to Sir 
Roger for a moment, and held up the hand on w^hic^ 
Marquis de Lutera’s signet flashed like a blue point of flame. 

“ Behold the Premier’s signet ! ” he said with a smile ; ; 
“Methinlis, for once, it suits the King!” 
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THE ISLiWtfDS 

S URROUNDED by a boundless width of dark blue sea 
at ail visible points , of view, The Islands, lovely tufts 
of wooded rock, trees, and full-flowering meadowlands, were 
situated in such a happy position as to be well out of all 
possibility of modem innovation or^improvement. Thfey were 
too small to contain much attraction for the curious tourist ; 
and though they were only a, two-hours’ sail from the mainland, 
the distance was just ^sufficiently inconvenient to keep mere 
sight-seers away. For more than a hundred years they had 
b^n almost exclusively left to the coral-fishers, who had made 
their habitation there^ and the quaint, small houses, and 
flowering vineyards and gardens, dotted about in the more 
fertile portions of the soil,^ had all been built and planned 
by a former race of these hardy folk, who had handed their 
properties down from father^ to sop. were on the whole, 

,a peaceable community. Coral-fishing* 'was one of the chief 
industries bf the country, and the islanders passed airtheir 
days in obtaining the precious product, cleansing, and prepar- 
^ing it for the market. They were understood to be extremely 
Jealous of strangers and intruders, and to hold certain social 
. traditions which had never been questioned or interfered with 
by any form of exiting government, because in themselves 
they gave no caus^ for^ interference, being counted among the 
most orderly and law-abiding subjects of the realm. Very little 
' interest was taken in their doings by the people of the main- 
;land, — scarcely as much interest, perhaps, as is taken by 
^Londoners in the inhabitants of Orkney or Shetland. One 
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or two scholars, a stra^j botanist here and* there, or a few 
students fond of adwenture, had visited the place now and 
again, and • some of thesst had brought back enthusiastic 
accounts of the lovfiliness of the natural scenery, but where a , 
whole country is beautiful, little heed is given to one small 
come#* of it, particulr^ if that corne^ is difficult of access, 
necessitating a two-hours’ sail across ^ not always calm^sea. 
Vague reports were current that there was a strange house on 
The Islands, built very cu/ibusly out of the timbers and spars 
of wrcqked vessels. The owner of this abode was said to be 
a man of advanced age, whose history was unknown, but who 
many years ago had been cast ashore from a great shipwreck, 
and had been restued and revived by the coral-fishers, since 
when, Re had lived among^them, and worked with them. No 
one knew anything about him beyond th*at since his advent 
The Islands had been more cultivated, and their inhabitants 
more prosperous; and that he was understood to be, in 
the language or dialect of the cou!itry, a ‘life-philosopher.’ 
Whereat, hearing these things by chance now and then, or 
seeing a scrappy line or two in the daily press when active 
reporters had no murders or suicides to enlarge upon, and 
wanted to ‘ fill up space,’ the g^^ aristocrats or ^ smart set * 
of the metropolis laughed at their dinntr-parties and balls, and 
asked one aniither inanely, ‘^Whays a ‘life-philosopher’?” 

•In the same way, w'hen a small volume of poetry, burning 
as lava, wild as a storm-wdnd, came floating out on the top 
of the seething soup of canent literature, bearing the name of 
Paul Zouche, and it was said that this person w’as a poet, 
they questioned smilingly, “ Is he dead ? ” for, naturally, they 
could not imagine tliese modern days were capable of giving 
birth to a living specimen of the ge/tus ];)ard. For they, too, 
had their motor^-cars from France and Eqgland ;-^-they, too, 
had their gambling-dens secreted in private houses of high 
repute, — they, too, had their couniry-seats specially incficated 
as free to such house-parties as wished to indulge in low 
intrigue and unbridled licentiousness ; they, too, weary of 
simple Christianity, had their own special ‘.regions* of 

r' - f\ A-’ 
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pdmistiy, crysdl^azing, fortune-tellii^ by cards, and Esoteric 
* faith-healing.’ The days were passing; with them — as they 
pass with many of their ‘set’ in, other countries, — in com- 
plete forgetfulness of all the nobler ambitions and emotions 
which lifjf Man above the level of his companion Beast For 
the time is now upon us when what hq^ formerly been*know n 
as ‘high* is of its own accord sinking to the low, and w^hat 
has teen called the ‘low’ is rising to the high. Strange 
times ! — strange days ! — when the^tradesiflan can •scorn the 
duchess on account of her ‘dirty mind’ — when a certain 
nobleman can get no honest labourers to work on his estate, 
because they suspect him of ‘ rooking * young college lads ; — 
and when a church in a seaport town s^nds empty every 
Sunday, with its bdls ringing in vain, because the congiegation 
which should fill it, know that their so-called * holy man ’ is a 
rascal I All over the world this rebellion against Falsehood, — 
this movement towards Truth is felt, — all over the world the 
people are growing strong on their legs, and clear in their 
brains ; — no longer cramped and stunted stagfvelings, they are 
gradually developing into full growth, and awaking to intelligent 
action. And wherever the dominion of priestcraft has been 
destroyed, there they are found at their best and bravest, with 
a glimmering dawn of^the^rue Christian spirit beginning to 
lighten their darkness, — a spirit which l^s no race or sect, 

, but is all-embracing, all-lo^ng, and all-benevolent ; — which 
‘thinketh no evil,’ but is so nohJy sufficing in its tendeft-ness 
. and patience, as to persuadti the obstinate, govern the unruly, 
and recover the lost, by the patient influence of its own 
example. On the reverse side of the medal, wherever we see 
priestcraft dominant, there we see ignorance and corruption, 
vice and hypocrisy, and such a low standard of morals and 
education as is cajpulated to keep the soul, a slave in irons, 
with no possibility of any*intellectual escape into the ‘glorious 
liberty of the free.’ ^ 

The afternoon was one exceptional brilliance and fresh- 
ness, when, punctually at three o’clBck, the Royal y^ht 
hoisted sail, and dipped gracefully away from the quay with 
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iniiir MajesUes on board, amid cheers 6f|^n ^thtisiastic 
crowd. A poet might have sung of the scene in fervid rhyme, 
so pretty and gay were* all the surroundings, — the bright skies, 
the dancing sea, the flying flags and streamers, and the soft 
music of the Court orchestra, a band of eight pliers on 
stringed instruments, which accompanied the Royal party on 
their voyage of pleasure. The Queen tftood on deck, le^ing 
against the mast, her eyes fixed on fhe shore, as the vessel 
swung round, and bore away towards the west ; — the people, 
elbowing each other, and climbing up on each other’s shoul- 
ders and on the posts of the quay, merely to get a passing 
glimpse of her beauty, all loyally cheering and waving their 
hats and handkerchiefs, were as indifferent to her sight and 
soul as^n ant-heap in a garden walk. Stys had accustomed 
her mind to dwell on things beyond life, and life itself had 
little interest for her. This was because she had been set 
among the shams of worldly stat8 and ceremonial from her 
earliest years, and being of a profound and thoughtful nature, 
had grown up to utterly despise the hollowness and hypocrisy 
of her surroundings. In extenuation of the coldness of 
temperament, it may be said that her rooted aversion to men 
arose from having studied them too closely and accurately. 
In her marriage she had fulfilled, ^r thought she had fulfilled, 
a mere duty to the State — no more ; and the easy conduct of 
her husband during Tiis appi^nticeShip to the throne as Heir- 
Apparent, had not temded in any way to show her anything 
particularly woi thy of admiration or respect in his character. 
And so she had gone on her chosen way, removed and apart 
from his, — and the years had flown by, and now she w'as, — as 
she said to herself with a little touch of contempt, — ‘ old — for ^ 
a woman ! ’ — while the King remained ‘ young, — for a man ! ’ 
This was a mortifjring reflection. True, fter beauty was more 
perfect than in hfcr youth, and there were n^ signs as yet of its 
decay. She knew well enough the extent of her charmys-she 
knew how easily she could command homage wherever she 
went, — and knowing, she did nol^care. Or rather — she had 
not cared * Was it possible she would ever care, and pejhaps 
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at a time when lit was no use caring? A certain irritability, 
quite foreign to her usual composure, fevered her blood, and 
y it arose from one simple admission whiefi she had been forced 
I Jto make to herself within the last few days,^ and this was, 
that her husband was as much her kingly superior in hear? and 
{ mind as^e was in rank and power. She had never Ull now 
\ imagined him capable performing a brave deed, or pursuing 
an independently noble bourse of action. Throughout all the 
days of his married life he had followed the ordinary routine 
of his business or pleasure with scarce a ifreak, — in winter to 
his country seat on the most southern coast of his southern 
land, — in spring to the capital, — in full summer to some 
fashionable ‘bath ’or ‘cure,’ — in autumn to different great 
houses for the purpose of shooting other ^people’s by 

their obsequious invitation, — and in the entire round he had 
never shown himself capable of much more than a flirtation 
with the prettiest or the mo^t pushing new beauty, or a daring 
ride on the latest invention for travelling at lightning speed. 
She had noticed a certain change in him since he had 
|scended the throne, but she had attributed this to the 
excessive boredom of having to attend to State affairs. 

Now, however, all at once and without warning, this change 
had developed into what w^as^vi Jently likely to prove a complete 
transformation — and he had surprised her into an involuntary, 
and more or less reluctant®admirtition of qualities vdiich she 
, had never hitherto suspected in him. 'She had. consent/sd *0 
join him on this occasion in his trip to The Islands, in order 
to try and fathom the actual drift of his intentions, — for his 
idea that their son, Prince Humphry, had yielded to some 
particular feminine attraction there, piqued her curiosity even 
more than her interest. She turned away now from her 
observation of the Shore, as it receded on the horizon and 
became a mere tftin Itne of light which vanished in its turn 
^ as tht vessel curtsied onward ; and she moved to the place 
, prepared for her accomm^tion— a sheltered corner of the 
deck, covered by silken avl®ngs, and •supplied with luxurious 
hj^xA^eck. chairs and footstools. Here two of her ladies 
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wailing to attend upon her, but none of Ihel-ougher sex sb® 
so hearlily abhorred| As she seated herself among her 
cushions with her usual indolent grace, she raised her eyes 
and^saw, standing at a respectful distance from 
distinguished personage who had but lately arrived at the;^^ 
Court/from England, — Sir Walter Langton, a daring traveller 
and explorer in far countries, — one^ >vho had earned 4iigh . 
distinction at the point of the sword. He had been presented ; 
to her some evenings since, among a crowd of other nota- 
bililit\s, and she had, as was her usual custom with all men, 
scarcely given him a passing glance. Now as she regarded . 
him, she suddenly decided, out of the merest whim, to call 
him to her side. She sent one of her ladies to him, charged 
with lif:r invi»^ation to approach and take* his seat near her. 
He hastened to obey, with some surprise, and no little 
pleasure. He was a handsome^ man of about forty, sun- 
browned and keen of eye, with a grave intellectual face after 
the style of a Vandyk portrait, and a kindly smile; and he 
was happily devpid of all that unbecoming officiousness and 
obsequiousness which some persons affect when in the 
presence of Royalty. He bowled profoundly as the Queen 
received him, saying to him with a smile : — ^ ^ 

“You are a stranger here, Sir*VVall^r Langtonl — I cannot 
allow you to feel solidary in our company I ” 

•“Is it possibl^^ for anyone to teel solitary when you are 
near,* Madam?” returned Sir Walter gallantly, as he obeyed 
the gesture vith which she motioned him to be seated; — / 
“You must be weary of hearing that even your silent presence 
is sufficient to fill space with melody and charm ! And I am 
not altogether a stranger ; I know this country well, though I 
have never till now had the honour of visiting its ruling;* 
sovereign.” , ^ 

“ It is very utvlike England,” said *the Queen, slowly unfiul- • 
ing her fan of soft white plumage apd waving it to and fft. 

Very unlike, indeed 1” he agr<jed, and a musing tenderness 
darkened^his fine hazef eyes as he gazed out on the sparkling 
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“ You like Expand best ? ” resumed the Queen. 

“ Madam, I am an Englishman ! I'o jne there is no land so 
' .fair, or so much worth living and dying for, as England !” 

(, “Yet — I suppose, like all your countrymen, you are foj^ of 

C change?”' 

“Yes — and no, Madam!” replied Langton. — “In flaith, if 
‘i; I am to speak frankly^ it is only during the last thirty or 
'{.forty years that my countrymen have blotted their historical 
scutcheons by this fondness for change. JVhere trtivelling is 
' necessary for the attainment of some worthy object, then it is 
wise and excellent, — but where it is only for the purpose of 
•distracting a self-satiated mind, it is of no avail, and indeed 
frequently does more harm than good.” t 

“ Self-satiated I ”* repeated the Queen, — “ Is not •that a 
strange word ? ” 

“ It is the only compound expression I can use to describe 
the discontented humour in which the upper classes of English 
society exist to-day,” replied Sir Walter. “For many years 
the soul of England has been held in chains by men whose 
thoughts are all of Self, — the honour of England has been 
attainted by women whose lives are moulded from first to last 
, on Self. To me, personally, England is everything, — I have 
no thought outside it — no wish beyond it. Yet I am as 
ashamed of some of its leaders of opinion to-day, as if I 
, saw my own mother dragged in the dust and branded with 
j infamy!” • * 

“ You speak of your Govornment ? ” began the Queen. 

“ No, Madam, — I have no more quarrel with my country’s 
present Government than I could have with a child who is 
led into a ditch by its nurse. It is a weak and corrupted 
Government; and i^s actual rulers are vile and abandoned 
.. women.” , • 

The Queen’s eyes opened in a beautiful, startled wonder- 
^ ment^ — this man’s clear, incisive manner of speech interested 
,her. 

“Women ! ” she echoed, then smiled ; “ You speak strongly, 
j Sir ^y^her I I have certainly heard of the ‘ advanced ’ women 
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who push 1-iemselves so rrAich forward in jrour country, but 
i had no idea they were so mischievous! ^Are they to be 
admired ? Or pitied ? ” 

“Pitied, Madam, — most sincerely pitied!” returned Sir 
Walter; — “But such misguided simpletons as these are npi,, 
the creatures who rule, or play with, or poison the minds of5l; 
the i^rious members who compose our Government. The ' 
‘advanced’ women, poor souls, do nothing but talk platitudes... 
They are perfectly harmless. They have no power to persuade 
men, because in ftine cases out of ten, they have neither wit 
nor beauty. And without either of these two charms, Madam, ’ 
it is difficult to put even a clever cobbler, much less a Prime 
Minister, into leading strings ! No, — it is the spendthrift 

womeij of a corrflpt society that 1 mean^ — ^the women who, 
possess beauty, and are conscious of it, — the women who 
have a mordant wit and use it for dangerous purposes — the 
women who give up their homes, their husbands, their children 
and their reputations for the sake of villainous intrigue, and 
the feverish excitement of speculative money-making; — with 
these — and with* the stealthy spread of Romanism, — will come 
the ruin of my country I ” • 

“ So grave as all that ! ” said the Queen lightly ; — “ But, ' 
surely. Sir Walter, if you see ruin and disaster threatening so 
great an Empire in the far distance, you and other wise men 
of your land are ablt to staiie it ofif?” 

* “ Jladam, I have nO power !” he returned bitterly. “Those 
who have thought and wofked, — those who are able to see 
what is coming by the light of* past experience, are seldom 
listened to, or if they get a hearing, they are not seldom 
lidiculed and ‘laughed down.’ Till a strong man speaks, we , 
must all remain dumb. There is no real Government in , 
England at present, just as there is ni> real Church. The 
Government is iiftade up of directly. s$lf-inlerested speculators , 
and financiers rather than diplomatists, — the Church, fo^which 
our forefathers fought, is yielding to the bribery of Rome. It 
is a time of Sham, — jham politics, and sham religion ! We 
have fallen upon evil days, — and unless the people rise, as it 



“TEMPORAL POWER” 


152 

\ 

is to be hoped to God they will, fcerious danger threatens the 
glory and the honour of England ! ” 

“AVould you desire revolution and Woodshed, then?^^ en- 
quired the Queen, becoming more and more interested as she 
saw that this Englishman did not, like most of his sex,^ass 
the moments in gazing at her in speechless admir^fion, — 
“Surely not!” ^ « 

“1 would have revoktion, Madam, but not bloodshed,” he 
replied ; — “ I think my countr}'men are too well grounded in 
common-sense to care for any movement which could bring 
about internal dissension or riot, — but, at the same time, I 
believe their native sense of justice is great enough to resist 
tyranny and wrong and falsehood, even to the death. I would 
have a revolution — yes — but a silent and bloodless one ! ” 
“And how would you begin?” asked the Queen. * 

“ The People must begin, Madam 1 ” he answered ; — “ All 
reforms must begin and end with the People only! For 
example, if the People would decline to attend any church 
where the incumbent is known to encourage practices which 
are disloyal to the faith of the land, suc'h disloyalty would soon 
6ease. If the majority of women would refuse to know^, or to 
receive, any woman of high position who had voluntarily 
disgraced herself, they wo^ld soon put a stop to the lax 
morality of the upper classes. If our builders, artisans and 
mechanics would club together, ^d refifte to make guns or 
ships for our enemies in foreign countries, we should not nJn 
the risk of being one day hoisted with our owii petard. In 
any case, the work of Revolution rests with the people, though 
it is quite true they need teachers to show them how to 
begin.” 

“ And are these teachers forthcoming ? ” 

“ I think so ! ” sai<i Sir Walter meditatively. “Throughout 
all history, as far b#ck can trace it, wh<|never a serious 

reforrn has been needed in either Society or Government, there 
has always been found a leader to head the movement.” 

Queen's beautiful eyes rested upon him with a certain 
curiosity. • 
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“ What of your King ? ” Aie said. ^ 

“ Madam, he is my King ! ” he replied, — ‘^And I serve him 
faithfully 4” 

She was silent. She began to wonder whether he had any 
pri^te motive to gain, any place he sought to fill, that he 
should assume such a touch-me-not air at this stray allusion to 
his Sovereign. • ^ 

“ Liise-majest^ is so common nowadays ! ” she mused ; — 

** It is suph an ordinary thing to hear vulgar parvenus talk of 
their king as if hS were a public-house companion of theirs, 
that it is somewhat remarkable to find one who speaks of his 
monarch with loyalty and respect. I suppose, however, like 
everyone els^, he has his own ends to serve ! Kings are the 
last persons in the world who can command absolute fidelity ! ” 
She glanced dreamily over the sea, and perceiving a slight 
shade of weariness on her face, Sir Walter discreetly rose, 
craving her permission to retire To the saloon, where he had 
promised to join the King. When he had left her, she turned 
to one of her ladies, the Countess Amabil, and remarked ; 

“ A very personable gentleman, is he not ? ^ 

“ Madam,” rejoined the Countess, who was very lovely in ; 
herself, and of a bright and sociable disposition; — “I have 
sometimes thought it would be ftiore pleasant and profitable 


for all of us if wc saw many such personable gentlemen more 
frequently!” * • • 

A^light frpwn of annoyance crossed the Queen’s face. The 
Countess was a very charming lady; very fascinating in her? 
own w^ay, but her decided predilection for the sterner sex often/^ 
led her to touch on dangerous ground with her Royal mistress^ 
This time, however, she escaped the chilling retort her remar 
might possibly, on another occasion, have called dowm uj; i;n\ 
her. Thfe Queen said nothing. She srft watching the se^t — . 
and now and tigain took up her* fteld-§lass to study the. 
picturesque coast of The Islands, which was rapidly <«)min£^ 
into view. Teresa de Launay, the second lady in attendany^ 
on her, was reading, and, seeing her quite absorbed in/ 
book, the? Queen presently asked her what it contained . 
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. “You have stmled twice over t^at book, Teresa,” she said 
Jdndly ; — “ What is it about ? ” 

: ** Madam, it speaks of love ! ” replied Teresa, still smiling 
“ And love makes you smile ? ” i 

“ I would rather smile than weep over it, Madam ! ” refilled 
Teresa, with a slight colour wanning her fair face ; — “ ,But as 
concerns this book, I biiiile, because it is full of such Polish 
verses, — as light and sweet — and almost as cloying, — as French 
fondants / ” 

“ Let me hear I ” said the Queen ; “ Reacf me a few lines.” 
“This one, called ‘A Canzonet* is brief enough for your 
Majesty*s immediate consideration,** replied Teresa ; — “ It is 
just such a thing as a man might scribble in his note-book 
after a bout of champagne, when he is in love for ten mjnutes ! 
He would not mean a word of it, — but it might sound pretty 
by moonlight ! ” Whereupon she read aloud : — 

My Lady is pleased to smile, 

And the world is glad and gay ; 

My Lady is pleased to weep ; — 

And it rains the livelong dayt 

My Lady is pleased to hate, 

And I lose life and my breath ; 

My Lady is pleased to love,— 

And I am the mast<*r of Dtfath ! 

I know that my Lady is Love, 

By the magical light about her ; 

I know that my Lady is Life, 

For I cannot live without her! 

* 

^ *4“ And you do not think any man would truly mean as much 
/ love as this ? ’* queried the Queen, 

^ “^Oh, Madam, 3^>u kn»w he would not! “If he had written 

jjSuch Knes about the joys of dining, or the flavour of an excellent 
igar, they might then in(feed be taken as an expression cif 
truest and deepest feeling ! But Lady * ! Bah ! She ii: 
^655 m>th, — a temporary peg to hang a stray emotion oa \ ’* 
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She laughed, and her laughter rippled niefj)[ly on the air, 

“ I do not . think jthe men who write so easily about love 
can ever trulyiteel it,” she went on ; — “ Those who really love 
mujt surely be quite unable to express themselves. This man 
who sings about his ‘Lady’ being pleased to do this or do - 
that, Aas probably trying to obtain the good graces of some 
pretty housemaid or chorus girl ! ” , • 

A slight contemptuous smile crossed the Queen’s face; 
from her •expression it was evident that she agreed in the main 
with the opinion of her vivacious lady-in-waiting. Just at that , 
moment the King and his suite, with Sir Walter Langton and 
one or two other gentlemen, who had been invited to join /; 
the party, came^ip from the saloon, and the conversation 
becanfe general. * . . 

“ Have you seen Humphry at all to-day ? ” enquired the . 
King aside of De Launay. “ sent him an early message 
asking him to join us, and was told he had gone out riding. 

Is that true ? ” 

“I have not, seen his Royal Highness since the morning,^ 
Sir,” replied the equerry ; “ He then met me, — and Professor 
von Glauben also — in the gardens. He gave me no hint as ' 
to whether he knew of your intention to sail to The Islands ' 
this afternoon or not ; he was readii^, and with some slight 
discussion oi. the subject of the book he was interested in, . 
Ive and the Professor strolled away together.” . 

“But where is Von Glauben?” pursued the King; “I") 
sent for him likewise, but he was absent.” 

“I understood him to say that you had not commande 
his attendance again to-day, Sir,” replied Sir Roger;- 
told me he had already waited upon you.” 

“ Certainly I did not command his attendance when I tow 
him the first thing this morning,” rep%d the King;/.f*I^; 
summoned him then merely to satisty his scruples con^ning ! 
my health and safety, as he seemq^ last night to have./®oubts 
of both!” . He smiled, and his eyes twinkled hui^orously. / 
“ Later op, I requested him to join us in 4his excursion, but 
his servant said he had gone out, leaving no word a^ ta when; 
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. lie would return^* An eccentricity ! I suppose he must he 
> hutnoured!’’ ' ^ ^ ' 

J Sir Roger was silent The King looked at >him narrowly, 
and saw that there was something in his thoughts w^hiclj he 
was not inclined to utter, and with wise tact and discretion 
forbore to press any more questions upon him. It wa^^iot a 
suitable time for cross-?xamination, even of the most friendly 
kind ; there were too many piTsons near at hand who miglit 
be disposed to listen and to form conjectures ; moreover the 
favouring wand had so aided the Royal yacht in her swift 
course that The Islands were now close at hand, and the 
harbour visible, the run across from the mainland having been 
accomplished under the usual two hours. ^ 

The King scanned the coast through his glass with some 
interest. 

“We shall obtain amusernent from this unprepared trip,” 
^ he said, addressing the friends who were gathered round him ; 

“We have forbidden any announcement of our visit here, 

, and, therefore, w^e shall receive no recogniti9n, or welcome. 
\jle shall have to take the people as w^e find them ! ” 

“Let us hope they will prove themselves agreeable, Sir,” 
said one of the suite, the Marquis Montala, a somewhat 
effeminate elegant-lookipg man, with small delicate features 
and lazily amorous eyes, — “And that the ^vomen of the place 
will not be too alarmingly hifieous.^ 
j “Women are ahvays women,” ^aid the King gaily; “And 


I ' la, if you cannot find a pretty one, will put up with 
le for the moment rather than have none at alll 
r exists everywhere, and I daresay we shall find it 
evidence here a.s in other parts of the kingdom, 
s famous for its lovely women,” — and turning to 
Langto^ fie added — “I think, Sir Walter, w'e can 
t your EnglancTin that one particular ! ” 
years ago, Sir, should have accepted tliat chal- 
arned Sir Walter, “And with the deepest respect 
ajesty, I should .have ventured to deny the^ assertion 
' any ^country in the world could suri)ass England for the 
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beauty of its womfen. Bix^ lince rage fbrjmascuiine sports 
and masculine manners has taken Wd of l^glish" prls, I am 
not at all di^osed to defend them. They have, unhappily, 
lost all the soft grace and modesty for which their grani 
mottiers were renowned, and one begins to remark that their . 
very ^apes are no longer feminine. The beautiful full ." 
bo.soms, admired by Gainsborough and* Romney, are replaced f 

K an unbecoming flatness — the feet and hands are growing 
ge and awkward, instead of being well-sliaped, white and - 
delicate — the skin is oecoming coarse and rough of texture, 
and there is very little complexion to boast of, if we except 
the artificial make-up of the women of the towm. Some few 
pretty and natun^ women remain in the heart of the forest 
and the country, but the contamination* is spreading, and 
English women are no longer the models of womanhood for 
all the world.” 

“Are you married, Sir Walter?” asked the King with a',^ 
smile. 

“ To no woman, Sir ! I have married England — I love her 
and W'ork for her only ! ” . * . 

“ You find that love sufficient to fill your heart ? ” 

“ Perhaps,” returned Sir Walter musingly — “ perhaps if 1 
speak personally and selfishly — ifo ! ^But when I argue the 
point logically, I fiqd this — that if I had a wife she might , , 
pjobably occupy too muefl of fhy time, — certes, if I had ,/ 
children, I should be worsting for them and their future , 
welfare ; — as it is, I give all my Jife and all my work to my : ^ 
country, and iny King!” ^ 

“ I hope you will meet with the rew^ard you merit,” said th6 
Queen gently ; “ Kings are not always well served ! ” , ^ 

“I seek no reward,” said Sir Walter simply; “The joy of 
work is always its^ own guerdon.” * ^ ^ 

As he spoke^the yacht ran into ffiifrbour, and with a loud/; 
warning cry the sailors flung out the first rope to a nHui ptt / 
the pier, who stood gazing in open-mouthed wonder at their 
arrival. He seemed tPo stricken with amazement to mpvei 
for he failed to Seize the rope, whereat, with an angry exelamai/. 
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, tion the rope ‘dipped back into the water, and the yacht 
.. bumped against ihe pier, a sailor sprang to land, and at it 
' was'^ithrown a second time, seized it and made it fast to the 
capstan. A few more moments and the yacht was safely 
'Viilongside, the native islander remaining still motionless and 
staring. The Captain of the Royal vessel stepped om^hore 
and ^poke to him. * 

“Are there any men*about here?” 

The indi\idual thus addressed shook ^ his head in the 
negative. 

“Are you alone to keep the pier?^^ 

The head nodded in the affirmative. A voice, emanating 
from a thickly bearded mouth was understood to growl forth 
something about ‘ no strange boats being permitted to hiirbour 
' there.^ Whereupon the Captain walked up to the uncouth- 
^ looking figure, and said briefly, 

I “ We are here by the Icing’s order ! That vessel is the 
Royal yacht, and their Majesties are on board.” 

For one instant the islander stared more wildly than ever, 
t^en with a cry of amazement and evident alarm, ran away 
as fast as his legs could carry him and disappeared. The 
Captain returned to the yacht and related his experience to 
Sir Roger de Launay. Theming heard and was amused. 

“It seems, Madam,” *he said, turning to the Queen, “That 
,we shall have The Islands fo ourtclves ; \>ut as our visit wjjl 
be but brief, we shall no doubt fmd enough to interest os in 
the mere contemplation of Uie scenery without other human 
Company than our own. Will you come ? ” 

\ He extended his hand courteously to assist her across the 
g^gway of the vessel, and in a few minutes the Royal party 
were landed, and the yacht was left to the stewards and 
serronts, who soon b^d all hands at work preparing the dinner 
;|which was to be sefved Glaring the return sail. • 



CHAPTER 

“ GLORIA IN BlXCELSlS ! ” 

T he King and Queen, followed by their suite and their 
guests, walked leisurely off the pier, and down a well- 
made road, spark^jpg with crushed sea-shells and powdered 
coral, towards a group of tall trees set amid green grass which 
they perceived a little way ahead of them. There was a , 
soothing quietness everywhere, — save for the singing of birds 
ind the soft ripple of the waves on the sandy shore, it was 
a silent land : 

“In which it seemed always afternoon — 

All round the coast the languid air did swoon— 
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.” ^ 

The Queen paused once or twi?e to^ look around her ; she 
was vaguely vouched^ and charmed by the still beauty of the ' 
scene. . * * 

“It is very jovely ! ” she s^id, more to herself than to any 
of her companions ; “The world ipust have looked something 
like this in the first days of creation, — so unspoilt and fresh J 
and simple!” n 

The Countess Amabil, walking with Sir Walter Langton, ^ 
glanced coquettishly at her cavalier and smiled. " 1 

“It* is idyllic!” she said;— “A sort *of Arcadia withd^tfl 
Corydon or Phytlis ! Do all the inhabitants go to sleep | 
disappear in the daytime, I wonder?” • ' ' ^ 

“Not all, I imagine,” replied Sir*Walter; “For herecom& i 
one, though, judging frem the slp^ness of his walk, he is in } 
no haste tS welcome his King ! * * 
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;\ The personagg*. h^^bke of was indeed a^proadlring, and 
the member^f tM Royal party watphed hl^. advance with 
^/.'Considerable curiosity. He wias tall and upright in bearing, 
f but as he came nearer he was seen to be a ^an of great|.age, 
S with a countenance on which. sorrow and suiTering had left 
their indelible traces. There were furrows on that facdtwhich 
tear? had hollowed out ,for their swifter flowing, and the high 
, intellectual brow bore lines and wrinkles of anxiety and pain, 
which were the souFs pen-niarks of a tragic history.* He was 
attired in simple fisherman’s garb of- foiigh blue homespuTi, 
‘ and when he w-as within a* few paces of the King, he raised his 
cap from his curly silver hair with an old-wciid grace and 
deferential courtesy. Sir Roger <3^ Launvr; went forward to 
meet him and to explain the situation. * 

“ His Majesty the King/^ he said, has wished to make a 
surprise visit to his people pf The Islands,— and he is here in 
person with the Queen. Can you oblige him with an escort 
to the principal places of interest ? ” 

The old man looked at him with a touch of amusement and 
derision. 

** There are no places here., of interest to a king,” he said ; 
•‘Unless a poor man^s house may serve for his curious 
comment ! I am not his Majesty’s subject — but I live under 
his protection and his laws,-Tand I am twilling to ofler him a 
:: welcome, since there is no one else to do so ! ” 

He spoke with a refined and cultured accent, and in his look 
' and bearing evinced the breeding of a gentleman. 

L “ And your name ? ” asked Sir Roger courteously. 

“ My name is R^ne Ronsard,” he replied- 1 w»as shii> 
wrecked on this coast years ago. Finding myself cast here by 
^ th^ will of God, hereof have remained ! ” 

; / ' As he said this,^Sir remembered w'hat he had casually 
iheardat times about^the ‘ lifo-philosopher ’ who had built for 
f biuitsSlf A dwelling on The Islands out of the timbers of wrecked 
f vessels. This 'must surely be the man ! Delighted at having 
come upon the person most jikely to prqyide some 
^ M diversion for their Majesties, and reejue^tibg Ronsard to 
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wait at a distance for a . back ti) . the King 

and explained the position. Whereupon th^nonarch at once 
advanced with alacrity, and* a^he approacmed the venerable 
persona^ge who had offered him the only hospitality he waa ; 
likelj^ to receive ifi this part of his realm, he extended his hand 
with a^frank and kindly cordiality. Rdn6 Ronsard accepted it 
with a slight but not over-obsequious salutation. * . : 

. “We owe you our thanks,” said flie King, “for receiving;: 
us thus rqadily, and ‘without 'notice; which is surely the tmest : 
form of hospitabll kipdness ! That vre are strangers here is. j 
/entirely our own fault, due to our own neglect of our Island 
subjects ; and it is for this that we have sought to know • 
something of the place privately, before visiting it with such 
public^ ceremoniaf and state as it deseryes. We shall be / 
indebted to you greatly if you will lend us your aid in this ‘ 
intention.” * ’ • . 

“ Your Majesty is welcome 4o Ay service in whatever way it 
can be of use to you,” replied Ronsard slowly ; “ As you see, 

I am an old man and poor — I have lived here for well-nigh 
thirty years, making as little demand as possible upon th^ 
resources of cither sough Nature 'or * smooth civilisation to. 


provide me with sustenance. There is poor attraction for a 
king in such a simple home as mine ! * 


“ More than all men living 


has cause to love 


simplicity,” returned* tlie m^nafclw as with his swift and keen / 
glange he notjsd the old man’s proud figure, fine worn featurh^v 
and clear,. though deeply-sunken eyes; — “for the glittering^ 
shows of ceremony are ^chiefly irksome to those who havef 
to suffer their daily monotony. Let jne present you to th4' ■ 
Queen — she will thank you'as I do, for your kindly consent 'tefj 
play the part of host to us to-day.” • 

“Nay,” — murmured , Ronsard — “No thanks — no thanks 
Then, as the King said a fewr words to hfs fair Consort, and,J 


she received the old man’s respectful salutation in thescold,^^ 
grave way which was her custom, he* raised his eyes to her facie,' 
and started back with an involuntary exclamation. 
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thought to see any woman’s heathy that could compare with 
that of my Glbri4! ” 

He spoke mor^o himself than to any^istener, but the King 
^ hearing his words, was immediately on the alert, and when thp 
whole Royal party moved on again, he, walking in a gra^ous 
and kindly way by the old man’s side, and skilfully keepjng up 
the conversation at firs^ on mere generalities, said presently : — 

“ And that name of Gloria ; may I ask you who it is that 

bears so strange an appellation ? ” 

Ronsard looked at him somewhat doubtiAgly. 

“ Your Majesty considers it strange ? Had you ever seen 
her, you would think it the only String name for her,” he 
answered, — “For she is surely the most glorious thing God 
ever made 1 ” 

• ^ ( 

“Your wife — or daughter?” gently hinted the King. 

The old man smiled bitterly. 

“Sir, I have never owned fwife or child ! For aught I know 
Gloria may have been born like the goddess Aphrodite, of the 
sunlight and the sea! No other parents have ever claimed 
her.” 

** He checked himself, and appeared disposed to change the 
subject. The King looked at him encouragingly. 

“ May I not hear more ofrher ? ” he asked. 

Ronsard hesitated — then with a certain abruptness replied — 
“ Nay — I am sorry I spoke of her ! THfere is nothing to tell. 
I have said she is beautiful — and beautyis always stimulating — 
even to kings! But your Majdsty will have ho chance of 
^seeing her, as she is absent from home to-day,” 

\ The King smiled ; — had the rumours of his many gallantries 
^mched The Islands then? — ^and was this ‘life-philosopher’ 
anaid that ‘ Gloria ’ — whoever she was — might succumb to his 
Royal fascinations ? • The thought was subtly flattering, but he 
disguised the touch of •amusement he felt, ahd sp6ke his next 
.wordg with a kindly and indulgent air. 

' “Then, as I shall not See her, you may surely tell me of 
I am no betrayer of confidence I” 

A j>ale red tinged Ronsard’s worn features — ahori h& .said : — 
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“ It is no question of confidence, Sir, — ^and there fe no secret 
or mystery associated with the matter. cWia was, like my- 
self, cast up from the^sea. I found her half/rowned, a helpless 
infant tied to a floating spar. It was on the other side of these 
Islaftids — ^among the rocks where there is no landing-place. 
Ther^ is a little church on the heights up there, and every 
evening the men and boys practise their sacred singing. It 
was sunset, and I was wandering by iftyself upon the shore, and . 
in the church above me I heard them chant ‘ Gloria ! Gloria ! 
Gloria in excelsis Deo !’ And while they were yet practising 
this line I came upon the child, — lying like a strange lily, in a 
salt pool, — between two shafts of rock like fangs on either side 
of her, bound fast with rope-to a bit of ship's timber. I untied 
her little limbs, aitd restored her to life ; and all the time I was 
busy bringing her back to breath and motion, the singing in 
the church above me was ‘ Gloria 1 ' and ever again ‘ Gloria ! * 
So I gave her that name. That ^^as nineteen years ago. She 
is married now." 

“Married!” exclaimed the King, with a curious sense of 
mingled relief and disappointment “ Then she has left you ? ” 
“Oh, no, she has not left me!” replied Ronsard; “Sfie 
stays with me till her husband is ready to give her a home. 
He is very poor, and lives in hop* of better days. Meanwhile 
poverty so far smiles upon them th^ ( are happy ; — and 
happiness, youth ^hd bea«ty rajely go xogether. For once 
tftey, have all met in the joyous life of my Gloria ! ” 

“ I should like to see her T ” said the King, musingly ; “ Youi 
have interested me greatly in her*history ! ” M 

The old man did not reply, but quickening his pace, moved 
on a little in advance of the King and his suite, to open a gate^;; 
in front of them, which guarded the approach to a long low/ 
house with carved gables and lattice windows, over which 
wealth of roses Ahd jasmine clambered in Ibng tresses of pink ’ 
and white bloom. Smooth grass surrounded the plaq^ and 
tall pine trees towered in the background ; and round the pillais 
of the broad verandah,, which extended to the full length of the 
house front, clematis and honeysuckle twined in thick clusters, 
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filling the air with delicate peSrfume. The Royal party 
murmured their \dmiration of this picturesque abode, while 
Ronsard, with a nilibleness remarkable . for a man of his age, 
set chairs on the verandah and lawn for his distinguished! 
guests. Sir Walter Langton and the Marquis Montala strolled 
about the garden with some of the ladies, commenting Gjp the 
simpb yet exquisite tasie displayed in its planting and arrange- 
ment } while the King arid Queen listened with considerable 
interest to the conversation of their venerable host. He was a 

n 

man of evident culture, and his description of the coral-fishing 
community, their habits and traditions, was both graphic and 
picturesque. 

“Are they all away to-day?” asked the K^ng, 

“ All the men on«this side of The Islands — yes, Sir,” replied 
Ronsard ; “ And the women have enough to do inside their 
houses till their husbands return. With the evening and the 
■' moonlight, they will all be out in their fields and gardens, 
making merry with innocent dance and song, for they are 
very happy folk — much happier than their neighbours on the 
' mainland.” 

“Are you acquainted with the people of the mainland, 

. then?” enquired the King. 

“ Sufficiently to know thaf they are dissatisfied;” returned 
' Ronsard quietly, — “ Ancf that, deep down^among the tangled 
S grass and flowers of that brillilint pltfasure-ground called Societv, 
i there is a fierce and starving lion called the People, waiting 
Wor prey ! ” 

V His voice sank to a low and impressive tone, and for a 
moment his hearers looked astonished and disconcerted. He 
w^t on as though he had not seen the expression of their 
fac(^. 

' “ tiere in The Islahds there was the same discontent when 

I first came. Every fti^n was m heart a Socialist> — every 
f ypungtboy was a budding Anarchist. Wild ideas fired their^ 
’ brains. They sought Equality. No man should be richer 
,• ^n another, they said. Equal lots, — equal lives. They^ had 
i : tiieir pwn secret Society, connected with another similar one 
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across the sea yonder. They were brave, cl^er and desperate, 

— moved by a burning sense of wrong, -y^vrong which they 
hg^d not the skill to explain, but whicy they felt. It was 
difl^pult to persuade or soothe such men, for they were men / 
of Nature, — not of Shams. But fierce and obstinate as they& 
were,®they were good to me when I was cast up for dead ori ;^' 
their seashore. And I, in turn, havedtried to be good to them. 
That is, I have tried to make them happy. For happiness is 
what we *all workdfor and seek for, — from the beginning to the 
end of life. We go far afield for it, when it oftcner lies at our 
very doors. Well! — they^are a peaceful community now, and 
have no evil intentions towards anyone. They grudge no one 
his wealth — I think if the truth were kncwn, they rather pity . 
the rith man than envy him. So, at any rate, I have taught ; 
them to do. But, formerly, they were, to say the least of it, ’ 
dangerous ! ” • 

The King heard in silence, although the slightest quizzical 
lifting of his eyebrows appeared to imply that ‘dangerous’ 
was perhaps too strong a term by w^hich to designate a handful 
of Socialistic coral-fishers. • 

“It is curious,” went on Ronsard slowly, “how soon the " 
sense of wrong and injustice infecjfs a whole community. One 
malcontent makes a nost of malcontents. This is a fact which • ; 
many governments*lose sight of^ If I were the ruler of a . 

country ” : It 

rfere he suddenly paused — then added with a touch ofA 
bnisqueness — • ^ 

“Pardon me. Sir; I have never knowm the formalitiA 
which apply to conversation with a king, and I am too old/toj^? 
learn now. No doubt I speak too boldly 1 To me you ar^ ndjg 
more than man ; you should be more Jby etiquette — but by.?'*? 
simple humanity* you are not • ” * , • 

The King smiled, well pleased. This independent com-^ 
moner, with his rough garb and rougher simplicity of speedv 
was a refreshing contrast to the obsequious personages by ^ 
whom hCiWas generally surrounded ; and he felt an irresistible 
desire to know more of the life and surroundings of oife who } 
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had gained 4 po^op pf evident authority among the .people 
tlfOfhisown ciass* • 

“Go on, my fn^.ndl” he said- “Honest expression of 
thought can offend none but knaves and fools; and though 
' there are some who say I have a smack of both, yet I^flatter 
mys^ I am wholly neither of the twain ! Continue whal you 
were saying — if you were ruler of a country, what would you 

do?” 

Ren^ Ronsard considered for a momentf and his* furrowed 
brows set in a puzzled line. 

“I think,” he said slowly, at la$t, “I should choose my 
friends and confidants among the leaders of the people.” 

“And is not that precisely w^hat w’e all^lo?” queried the 
King lightly ; “ Surely every monarch must count his triends 
among the members of the Government ? ” 

“ But the Government does not represent the actual people, 
Sir ! ” said Ronsard quietly. 

“ No ? Then what does it represent ? ” enquired the King, 
becoming amused and interested in the discussion, and hold- 
ing up his hand to warn back De Launay, and the other 
members of his suite v;ho were just coming towards him from 
their tour of inspection through the garden — “ Every member 
of the Government is elected by the people, and returned by 
the popular vote. What els^ would you h&ve ? ” 

“Ministers have not always the popular vote,” said Ronsaril; 
^“They are selected by the Prefnier. And if the Premier 
\hould happen to be shifty, treacherous or self-interested, 
np chooses such men as are most likely to serve his own 
ends. And it can hardly be said, Sir, that the People 
tru^ return the members of Government. For when the time 
com^s for one such man to be elected, each candidate secures 
; his o^n agent to bfibe.the people, and to upon them as 
though they were so much soft dough, to be kneaded into 
\a political loaf for his private and particular eating. Poor 
People I Poor hard-w’orking millions In the main they are 
jdl t 09 busy earning the wherewithal to Live, to havu any dme 
iJrft to Think— they are the easy prey of - 1^ :party agent, 
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except--^xcept vten the^^ther^lj) voise of . 

one who ttiough npt in 6oyemm®C goVerI^’^i ! ^ 

“And is there such an one?” ehquirecmhe King, while.asl,/ 
he ^oke his glance fell suddenly, and ^ith an unpleasangr . 
memory, on the flashing blue of the sapphire in the Premier’s 
signet*he wore ; “ Here, or anywhere ? ” 

“ Over there ! ” said Ronsard imgf&sively, pointing across 
the landscape seawards; “On the mainland there is not only 
one, but fnany ! iVomen, — as well as men. Writers, — as well ^ 
as speakers. These are they w^hom Courts neglect or ignore, — 
these are the consuming fire of thrones!” His old eyes - 
flashed, and as he turned fhem on the statuesque beauty of 
the Queen, she stiirted, for they seemed to pierce into the veiy.^; 
recesifts of her soul. “When Court and4^ashion played their ^ 
pranks once upon a time in France, there was a pen at work 
on the * Conirat Social ^ — the p^n of one Rousseau! Who 1 
among the idle pleasuredoving aristocrats ever thought that a 
mere Book would have helped to send them to the scaffold ! ” 
He clenched his hand almost unconsciously — then he spoke 
more quietly. “That is what I mean, when I say that if^I 
were ruler of a country, I should take special care to make , 
friends with the people’s chosen thinkers. Someone in , 
authority” — and here he smiled quizzically — “should have 
given Rousseau amestate, and made him a marquis — tn timf/ . 
The lcad(Ts of an advancing Thought, — and not the leaders of ji 
a fixed Government are the«real representatives of the People ! y ? 

Something in this last sentenoe appeared to strike the Kmg£| 
very forcibly. / ; 

“You are a philosopher, R6n€ |Lonsard,” he said rising f^omJ 
his chair, and laying a hand kindly on his shoulder. “ And .f; 
so, in another way am 1 1 If I understand you rightly, you ^ 
would maintain* that in many cases disqpntent and disorder 
are the fermentation in the mind of* one man, who for s^e ■ 
hidden personal motive works lys thought through S whole* 
kingdom ; and you sugge^ that if that man once obtained what 
he wantj^d there woul& be an end of trouble — at any rate for as, 
tipe till, thejjext malcontent turned up I , Is not Uwt so ? ” Irr 
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*‘It 5s so, Sir,” replied Ronfiird; ‘‘and I think it has 
always been so.\ In every era of strife and revolution, we 
shall find one di^atisfied Soul — often a soul of, genius ^d 
ambition — at the antre of the trouble.” 

“Probably you are right,” said the monarch indulgently; 
“ But evidently the dissatisfied soul is not in your 't>ody I 
You rare no Don Quikote fighting a windmill of imaginary 
wrongs, are you?” 

A dark red flush mounted to the old man’s brow,' and as it 
passed away, left him pale as death. 

“Sir, I have fought against wrongs in my time; but they 
were not imaginary. I might have kill continued the combat 
but for Gloria!” « 

“ Ah 1 She is your peace-offering to an unjust world ? ‘ 

“No Sir; she is God’s gift to a broken heart,” replied 
Ronsard gently. “ The sea cast her up like a pearl into my 
life ; and so for her sake I resolved to live. For her only I 
made this little home — for her I managed to gain some control 
over the rough inhabitants of these Islands, and encouraged 
in^them the spirit of peace, mirth and gladness. I soothed 
their discontent, and tried to instil into them something of 
the Greek love of beauty and pleasure. But after all, my work 
sprang from a personal, may as well say a selfish motive — 
merely to make the child I loved, happy ! ” ,, 

" “Then do you not regret tliat she is married, and no longei 
TOurs to cherish entirely ? ” 

No, I regret nothing ! ” an.swered Ronsard ; “ For I am old 
anH must soon die. I shall leave her in good and safe hands.” 

T^e King looked at him thoughtfully, and seemed about to 
ask imother question, then suddenly changing his mind, he 
turned to his Consort and said a few woids to her in a low 
tone, whereupon as if fh obedience to a command, she rose, 
'^d wm all the gracious ‘cRarm which she coul’li always exert 
jif she s<ifcplea.sed, she enquired of Ronsard if he would permit 
^hem to see something of the interior of his house. 

t “^dam,” replied Ronsard, ynth sdme embaiiras^ment ; 
^ I have is ^t your service, but it is only a poo^place.” 
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“ No place is poor thatl has peace in jt,” returned the 
Queen, with one of those rare smiles of hersi which so s^wTiftly 
subjugated the hearts of men. “ Will you Md the way ? ” 

Thus persuaded, R6n6 Ronsard could omy bow a respectful 
assent, and obey the request, which from Royalty was tanta- ^ 
moun^o a command. Signing to the other members of the ? 
party, who had stood till now at a littlfe distance, the Qi*een 
bade them all accompany her. 

“ The King will^slay here till we return,” she said, “ And 
Sir Roger will stay with him ! ” *; 

With these words, and a flashing glance at De Launay, she 
stepped across the lawn, followed by her ladies-in-waiting, with , 
Sir Waller Langtor^and the other gentlemen; and in another ^ 
momenrt the brilliant little group had disappeared behind the 
trailing roses and clematis, which hung in profusion from the , 
oaken projections of the wide verandah round Ronsard^s pic- 
turesque dwelling. Standing still for a moment, with Sir Roger 
a pace behind him, the King watched them enter the house — 
-then quickly turning round on his heel, faced his equerry with 
a broad smile. 

** Now, De Launay,” he said, “ let us find Von Glauben ! ” 

Sir Roger started with surprise, and not a little apprehension. 

“Von Glauben, Sir ?” • 

“Yes — Von Glauben! He is here! I saw' his face two:} 
miputes ago, peering througft thos^ trees!” x'Lnd he pointed , 
dow'rf a shadow 7 path, darlj with the intertwisted doom of 
untrained pine-boughs. “ I am ngt dreaming, nor ai^^I accus-f ^ 
tomed to imagine spectres ! 1 am on the track of aj 'mystery, I'!', 
Roger! There is a beautiful girl here named Gloria. The^^ 
beautiful girl is married — possibly to a jealous husband, for she^, 
is apparently hidden away from all likely admirers, including;X< 
myself! Now suppose Von Glauben is tlTat husband !” 

He broke off lind laughed. Sir K!bger <?e Launay laughed^^ 
with him; the idea was too irresistibly droll. But theiKing 
was bent on mischief, and determined to lose no time in 
compassing it * • 

“Come along!” he said. “If this tangled path holds a ^ 
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' secret, it shall be discovered beforl we kre many minutes older ! 
7'JL am confident^ saw Von Glauben; and what he can be 
y doing here pass^ my comprehension ! Follow me, Roger ! 

' \If our worthy PrOT'^ssor has a wife, and his wife is beautiful, 
we will pardon him for keeping her existence a secret from 
us so long ! ” \ 

He laughed again ; ^apd turning into the path he had p're- 
viously indicated, began walking down it rapidly, Sir Roger, 

' following closely, and revolving in his own perplexed mind the ’ 
, scene of the morning, when V on Glauben had expressed such 
a strong desire to get away to The Islands, and had admitted 
that there was ‘a lady in the case.’** 

“ Really, it is most extraordinary 1 ” he thought. “ The 
King no sooner* decides to break through conventional 
forms, than all things seem loosened from their moorings! 
A week ago, we weie all , apparently fixed in our orbits of 
exact routine and work — the King mpst fixed of all — but now, 
who can say what may happen next 1 ” 

At that moment the monaich turned round. 

^ ** This path seems interminable, Roger,” he said ; It gets 
darker, closer and narrower. It thickens, in fact, like the 
. mystery we are probing ! ” ^ 

Sir Roger glanced about him. A straight band of trees 
. hemmed them in on either side, and the daylight filtered 
through their stems pallidly, while, as the King had s;aid, 
L there seemed to be no end loathe path they were foUbwing. 
yrhey walked on swiftly, < however, exchanging no further 
Vor^ when suddenly an unexpected sound came sw^eeping 
iro through the heavy branches. It was the rush and roar 
oKthe sea, — a surging, natural psalmody that filled the air, 
and quivered through the trees with the measured beat, of 
an Umost humanr chorus. 

“This must be another way to the shore,” said the King, 

' commg to a standstill ; “ And there must be rocks or caverns 
; near. Hark how the waves thunder and reverberate through 
; i^e deep hollow ! ” ^ ^ 

i , ^ S3' Roger listened, and heard the boom pf . water rolling in 
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and rolling out again, with thCTegularity and rhythm of xln organ 
swell, but he caught an echo of something ekfe besides^ which 
piqued his curiosity and provoked him to a/ouch of unusud;: 
excit^ent, — it was the sweet and appsi^ntly quickly sup^; ! 
pressed sound of a woman’s laughter. He glanced at his 
Royal master, and saw at once that he, too, had sharp ears for;| 
that silvery cadence of mirth, for his e^ps flashed into a smMe. 

“On, Roger,” he said softly; “We are close on the heels 
of the problem ! ” t ‘ 

But they had only pressed forward a few steps when they,> 
were again brought to a sudden pause. A voice, whose 
gruffly mellow accents were, familiar to both of them, was^‘ 
speaking within eridently close range, and the King, with 
a warning look, motioned De Launay batk a pace or two,^^ 
himself withdrawing a little into the shadow of the trees. 

“ Ach I Do not sing, my princgss 1 ” said the voice ; “ For 
if you open your rosy mouth of music, all the birds of the 
air, and all the little fishes of the sea will come to listen!- 
And, who knows! Someone more dangerous than either a, . 
bird or a fish may listen also ! ” 

The King grasped De Launay by the arm. ^ ^ 

“Was I not right?” he whispered. “There is no mis-' 
taking Von Glau ben's accent ! ” , ; 

Sir Roger looked^ as he^felt, utterly bewildered. In hiS: 
own mind he felt it very difficult to associate the Professor , 
with a love affair. Yet thiiags certainly seemed pointing to/ 
some entanglement of the sort. •Suddenly the King held 
an admonitory finger. 

“ Listen ! ” he said. . 

Another voice spoke, rich and clear, and sweet as honey. 
“Why should I not sing?” and there was a thrill oifi 
merriment in tlje delicious accents.^ “Vqu are so afraid of/; 
everything to-day! Why? Why should I stay here with" 
nothing to do? Because you tell me the King is \feitmg^; 
The Islands. What does that matter? What dot, I CBxe 
for the King ? He is nothing to me I ” . f . / 

“You would be sonaetbing, perlmps, to him if he sam^yoi^^ 
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v replied the ^tt^rai^^TO^ of V6n Glatiben. ^“It is safer to 
Vbe out of his way. You are a very -wilful princess this after- 
I noon ! You mufet remember your husband is jealous ! ” 

'i'' The King startt;^. 

“ Her husband ! What the devil does Von Glauben know 
about her husband ! ” 

^ ' Pe Launay was difinb. A nameless fear and dismay began 
' to possess him. 

My husband ! ” And tlie sweet voice, laughed out again. 
“ It would be strange indeed for a poor sailor to be jealous of 
a king ! ” 

“ If the poor sailor had a beautiful wife he worshipped, 
and the King should admire the wife, h^ might liave cause 
to be jealous!” ’■eplied Von Glauben; “And v-ith some 
ladies, a poor sailor would stand no chance against a king! 
Why are you so rebellious, my princess ? Have I not brought 
a letter from your beloved which plainly asks you to keep out 
of the sight of the King? Have I not be.n an hour with you 
here, reading the most beautiful poetry of Heine?” 

‘‘That is why I want to sing,” said the sweet voice, with 
a touch of wilfulness in its tone. “ Listen ! I will give you 
a reading of Heine in music ! ” And suddenly, rich and clear 
■ as a bell, a golden cadence of notes rang out with the words : 

“Ah, Hast thou forgotten, Tha^ I possessed thy heart?” 


The King sprang lightly out qf his hiding-place, and' with 
•e Launay moved on slowly, and cautiously through the trees. 
“Ach, mein Gott!” they heard Von Glauben exclaim — 
“That is a bird-call which will float on wings to the ears of 
th^^King!” 

. A\soft laugh rippled on the air. 

“feear friend and^'master, why are you so afraid?” asked 
'the caressing woman’s 'vbice again ; — “ We are quite hidden 
|away drom the Royal visi^'ors, — and though you haye been 
^peeping at the King through the trees, and though, you 
^inowhe is actually in our garden, heVill never fln^ his way 
i^ere i « This is quite a secret little study and schoolroom, Where 
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you have taught me so muc|i!— yes^ — so rntjchl—^and I am 
very grateful ! And whenever you come to see me you teach . 
me something more — you are always good kind ! — and I ; 
would not anger you for the world 1 But 'wlsd, is the good , of 
knowing and feeling beautiful things, if I may not express them?^:|i 
“ Yoijdo express them, — in yourself, — in your own existence|;| 
and appearance ! said the Professor gruffly; ‘‘but that is aphyBKyJr; 
ological accident W'hich I do not expect you to understand !” ' \ 
There was a monjent’s silence. Then came a slight move- . C 
ment, as of quick feet clambering among loose pebbles, and, > 
the voice rang out again. \ 

“There! Now' I am •in my rocky throne I Do you 
remember — Ah, no jj— you know nothing about it, — but I will' 
tell you •the story! It was here, in this v«ry place, that my\{ 
husband first saw me 

“ Ach so ! ” murmured Von Glauben. “ It is an excellent 
place to make a first appearance 1 kve herself could not have , 
chosen more picturesque surroundings to make a conquest of ^ 
Adam!” . 

Apparently his mild sarcasm fell on unheeding ears. 

“He was walking slow’ly all alone on the shore,” went on 
the voice, dropping into a more plaintive and tender tone ; f 
“The sun had surfk, ard one littlS star w'as sparkling in th^.jf; 
sky. He looked up ^t the star — and — 

“JThen he saw a woman’s (^'e,” interpolated Von Glauben;^;*. 
“Whifch is always more attractive to weak man than ani| 
impossible-to-visit planet ! What, does Shakespeare say of# 
women’s eyes? 

‘Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her fyes were there, they iif her head ? 

The brighlfless of her cheek woftld shame those stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy regiods stream so bright, 

That birds would ging and think it were not night I ’ 
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?4 As't the liriSl w hfe jiips, ’ i . rich note of melody 

iv-stined the air; md a song in which irords and music seemed 
'u thoroughly weldfd< tc^ether, rose vibratingly up to the quiet 

Vsky:-''7;\ 

■ \“Here, by the sea, 

My Love found me !’ 

Seagulls over the waves were swinging ; 

Mermaids dow,n in their caves were singing,— 

And one little star in the rosy sky 
Sparkled above like an angers ey^ ! 

My Love found me, 

And I and he 
Plighted our troth eternally ! 

Oh day of 'splendour, 

And self-surrender ! * 

The clay when my Love found me I 

Here, by the sea, 

My King crowned me ! 

Wild ocean sang for my Coronation, 

With the jubilant voice of a mighty nation ! — 

*Mid the towering rocks he set my throne, 

And made me for ever and ever his own 1 
My King crown’d me. 

And I and he 

Are one till the world shall cease to bel 
oh sweet love story,! 

Oh night of glory ! 

The night when my King crown’d me ! ” 

No language could ever ' describe the marvellous sweetness 
;.yf the voice that sung these lines ; it was so full of exquisite 
| trm tenderness and passion, that it seemed more super- 
" na^ral than human. When the song ceasedy^a great wave 
' dashed on the sho!,re, like a closing organ chord, and Von 
Glauben spoke. i \ ' 

There! You wanted your own way, my princess, and you 
Lve*had it I You have sung like one of the seraphim do 
not .be surprised if mortals are drawq to listen.^^ Sstl TWhat 
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a twig on one of the pine-boughs he was holding bac^ in an 
endeavour to see the speakers. But he now boldly pushed 
on, beckoning De I^unay to follow clo|e, and. in anbth^^\, 
minule had emerged on a small sandy plateau, which led, b^£ 
meanSj^of an ascending path, to a rocky eminence, ehcircledj J 
by huge boulders and rocky pinnacles, which some^afcV^ 
resembled peaks of white coral, — and^here, on a height above 
him, — with the afternoon sun-glow bathing her in its full mellower 
radiance, sat a visibly enthroned goddess of the landscape, — a, 
girl, or rather a perfect woman, more beautiful than any he, 
had ever seen, or even imagined. He stared up at her in;^' 
dazzled wonder, half blinded ‘by the brightness of the sun and ‘ 
her almost equally\>linding loveliness. ^ 

“Gloria!” he exclaimed breathlessly, hardly conscious of.* 
his own utterance ; “ You are Gloria ! ” ^ ; 

The fair vision rose, and caihe swiftly forward with an , 
astonished look in her bright deep eyes. 

“ Yes ! ” she said, “ I am Gloria ! ” 



CHAPTER XII 
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A SEA-riaXCESS 
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S CARCELY had she thus declared herself, when the 
Bismarckian head and sh«>ulders of Von Glauben 
appeared above the protecting ‘boulders ; and mpving with 
deliberate caution, the rest of \iis body cime slowly after, till 
he stood fully declared in an attitude of military ‘attention.’ 
• He showed neither alarm nor confusion at seeing the King ; on 
, the contrary, the fixed, wooden expression of hfs countenance 
betokened some deeply-seated tnental obstinacy, and he faced 
his Royal master with the utmost composure, lifting the 
-slouched hat he wore with his usual stiiT and soldierly dignity, 
though carefully avoiding the amazed stare of his friend, Sir 
Roger de Launay. 

The King glanced him u^-) and dow'n a smiling air of 
amused curidsity, • 

“So this is how yoU|, pursue yoifr scientific studies, 
5^rofes^r ! ” he said lightly ; “ Well ! ” — and he turneji •his 
liwes, full of admiration, on the ‘beautiful creature w'ho stood 
imently confronting him w’ith all that perfect ease which 
I ^ewpresses a well-balanced mind, — “ Wisdom is often symbolised 
to Was a marble goddess, — but when Pallas Athene takes so 
fairV shape of flesh and blood as this, who shall blame even a 
,vetemn philosopher for sitting at her feet in worship!” 

' . ’“I^rdon me, Sfr,” .returned Von Glaubeh* calmly; “There 
pis n^^gbddess of Wisdom here, so please ,you, but only, a very 

l^simpl^nd unworldly yoirtig woman. She is ” Here hie 

!;he9itatefl a moment, then went on-^ — “She ,is,merety the 
child of a fisherman living on these Islan&jl’; ■ I ' 
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“ I am aw^i^ jpf jthaV ” ?^|[d the I ^ 

Ronsard is his name. He is my host to-d^y j and be has told 
me something of her. But, ' certes, he did. not mention that / 
you had adopted her also 1 
V(fc Glauben flushed vexedly. 

“ Sij” he stammered, “ I could explain ” 

“Another time!” interrupted the King, with a touch of ^ 
asperity. “Meanwhile, present your— your pupil in the poesy J 
of Heine,— to me ^ ? 

Thus commanded, the Professor, casting a vexed glance at 
De Launay, who did not in the least comprehend his distress, 
w^ent to the girl, w^ho durirf^ their brief conversation had stood 
quietly looking frq|n one to* the other with an expression of 
half-an»uscd disdain on her lovely features. •’ 

“ Gloria,” he began reluctantly — then whispering in her ear, - 
he muttered-r** I told you your voice would do mischief, and 
it has done it I ” Then aloud — “ Gloria, — this — this is the 
King!” 

She smiled, but did not change her erect and easy attitude. 

“ The King is welcome ! ” she said simply. ^ 

She had evidently no intention of saluting the monarch ; and ^ 
Sir Roger de Launay gazed at her in mingled surprise and , 
admiration. She^ wa''. certainly Wonderfully beautiful. 
complexion had the^oft clear transparency of a pi^sea-shell-l‘'; i 
hqj eyes, large and lustrous,® we^ •as densely blue as the dai^j 
azurft in the depths of a wav§, — and her hair, of a warm bronse/^ 
chestnut, caught back with a sirigle band of red coral, seemed 
to have gathered in its rich curling clusters all the deepest 
tints of autumn leaves flecked with a golden touch of the sun.,!' 
Ker figure, clad in a straight garment of rough white home- ;; 
spun, was the model qf perfect w^omanhood. She stood a little/ 
above the niediujn height, her fair hedB noised proudly on : 
regal shoulders, Vhile the curve of thd fulfbosom w'ould hav^,^„ 
baffled the sculptural genius of a Phidias. The whdlc-ex^l 
quisite outline of her person was the expressed essence of beauty, 
ftom the lightest wave bf her hair, down to her slender ankles 

ahd small feet ; aod the look that irradiated her noble features 
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was that of chilcj-like happiness f and repose,— the unlived 
expression of one who had never known any other life than 
the innocent enj<wment bestowed upon her by God and 
J ‘divine Nature. Beautiful as his Queen-Consort was and 
always had been, the King was forced to admit to himself that 
here was a woman far more beautiful, — ^and as he looke^upon 
her <i:ritically, he saw that there was a light and splendour 
about her which only the happiness of Love can give. He*" 
whole aspect was as of one uplifted into a finer atmosphere 
* than that of earth, — she seemed to exhale purity from her- 
self, as a rose exhales perfume, and her undisturbed serenity 
and dignity, when made aware of fiie Royal presence, were 
evidently not the outcome of ill4)*reeding or discourtesy, but 
of mere self-respect and independence. He approached her 
with a strange hesitation, which for him was quite a new 
experience. 

" I am glad I have been fortunate enough to meet you ! ” he 
said gently; — "Some kindly fate guided my steps down the 
path which brought me to this part of the shore, else I might 
l^ve gone aw’ay without seeing you ! ” 

"That would have been no loss to your Majesty,” answered 
Gloria calmly ; — " For to see me, is of no use to anyone ! ” 

“Would your husband say so?” hazarded the King with a 
vsmile. ^ 

^ ' Her eyes flashed. 

’ ^‘My husband would say what is right,” she replied. ‘ He 
‘ would know better how to talk to you than I do ! ” 

He had insensibly diawn nearer to her as he spoke ; mean- 
, while Von Glauben, with a disconsolate air, had joined Sir 
Roger de Launay, who, by an enquiring look and anxious 
uplifting of his eyebrow's, dumbly asked what was to be the 
upshot of this affair,— only to receive a dismal shake of the 
, head in reply. • * * 

** “ Pftf^sibiy I know your husband,” went on the King, anxious 
' to continue conversation with so beautiful a creature. “ If I 
and he is in my personal service, he shall not lack pro* 
'motioml Will you tell me his nam^ ? ” 
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A startled look came injo the girPs eye>, and a deep blush 
swept over her fair cheeks. 

“ I dare not ! ” she said ; — “ He has forbidden me ! ” 
“Forbidden you!’’ The King recojied a step — a Vague 
sus]^irion rankled in his mind. “ThA, though your King 
asl.s^ou a friendly question, you refuse to answer it ? ” 

Vem Glauben here gripped Sir RqgiSr so fiercely by thifarm, 
that the latter nearly cried out with pain. 

“She* must n^t tell,” he muttered — “She must not — she jji, 
will not I ” \ 

But Gloria w'as looking straight at her Royal questioner. 

“ I have no King l)ut*iny husband ! ” she said firmly. “ I 
have sworn before God to obey him in all things, and I will 
not break my vow ! ” • 

“ Good girl 1 Wise girl ! ” uKclaimed Von Glauben. “ Ach, 
if all the beautiful w’omen so^ guarded their tongues and 
obeyed their husbiinds, what a happy world it would be 1 ” 

The King turned upon him. 

“Tiuel But you are not bound by the confidences of 
marriage, Professor, — so that while in our service our will must 
be your law 1 You, therefore, can perhaps tell me the nanje of 
Jhe foi||pnate man who has ^^cdded this fair lady?” ^ 

The Professor’s cjuntenance vi'iibly reddened. 

“ Sir,” he f tamin^red — “ With every respect for your Majes^fi 
I^W'ould raiher lose my m'hch-tcf-bc-appreciated post with youl 
tha!i betray my friends ! ” , * ' 

The King suddenly lost patience, > 

“By Heaven!” he exclaimed, “Is my command to be', 
slighted and set aside as if it were naught? Not while I aiox 
king of this country ! What mystery is here that I am not to 
know ? ” 

Gloria laughed outright, and the pietly ripple of mirth, S0‘ 
unforced and natural, diverted the monarch’s irritation. 

“ Oh, you are angry 1 ” she sa^d, her lovely eyes tvftnkling 
and sparkling like diamonds “ So ! Then your Majesty is 
no more than a very iommon man who loses temper when he' 
tsawmot fiave his own way ! ” She laughed again, and tRe King 
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stared at her unoffepded, — being sp|llbouttd, both by hci regal 
beauty, and her complete indiiference to himself. ‘‘1 will 
speak like the prophets do in the Bible and say, ‘ I-o ! there 
is no mystery, O Kmg ! ’ I am only poor (iloria, a sailor’s 
wife, — and the sailor Kas a place on board your son the CrSwn 
Prince’s yacht, and he does not want his master to knov|^lhat 
he is Quarried lest he lo'.c that place’ Is not that plain and 
dear, O King? And ^\hy should 1 disobey my beloved in 
such a simple matter ? ” 

The King was still in something of a fume. 

“There is no u ason whv >oii should disobey,” he said more 
quietly, but still with Mxation; — “But, etpially, there is no 
reason why your hasband should be dismissed from the Ciowrn 
Prince’s service, because he has chosen to many. If you tell 
me his name, I will make all things easy for him, for you, and 
your future. Can >ou ni>t tiust me?'* 

With wonderful giact dul quukntss (iloria suddenly sprang 
forward, caught the King's hand, kissed it, and then threw it 
lightly away from her. 

No f ” she said, with a prett) defiance; “I kiss the hand 
of the country’s King — but 1 have my Ovvn King to serve !” 

And pausing foi no more words, she turned away,|Sprang 
lightly up the rocks as sw'ifily*^ as a roe-deer, and disappeared, 
ftnd from some hidden coniei, clear and full and sweet, her 
'^ce rang out above the peav cful piashing of the waves ; 

t 

“My King down’d me’ 

And I and he 

Arc one till the woild shall cease to be!” 

St?ricken dumb and confused by the suddenness of her 
action, and the swiftness of her departure, the King stood for 
a moment inert, gazing up the rocky height w’ith the air of one 
who has seen a visiob of 'lieaven withdrawn agaLi into its native 
clemert Some darkening doulA troubled his mind, and it 
was witl. an altogether chaftged and stem countenance that 
fh^ confronted Von Glauben * 

* “ La«t night, Professor, you were somewhat anxiouff for our 




health and safety,” he aaki sevi^ely; “ tt.is"our^m nbw td 
be equally anxious for yours! We are of opinion that you, 
like ourselves, run some risk of danger by meddling ih affairs 
which do not concern you ! Silence ! ” .This, as the Professor,' 
deeply moved byjhis Royal master’s evKent displeasure, made 
an Attempt to speak. “We will hear lall you have to sif 
to-morrow. Meanwhile — follow yojif fair charge ! ” Afid he^ 
pointed up in the direction whither Gloria had vanished. 
“ Her husband — and he emphasised the word, — “ whoever hO 
is, appears to have entrusted her safety to you; — see that you. 
do not betray his trust, even though you have betrayed mine!”. 

At this remark Von (?lauben was visibly overcome. 

“ Sir, you haie never had reason to complain of any lack 
of Icfj^alty in me to you and to your sefvice,” he said with art 
earnest dignity which became him well; — “In the matter of 
the poor child yonder, whose t)eauty would surely be a fatal' 
snare to any man, there is much to be told, — which if told truly, 
will prove that I am merely the slave of circumstances 'which 
were not created by me, — and which it is possible for a faithful 
servant of your Majesty to regret ! But a betrayer of trust I 


have never been, and I beseech your Majesty to believe me. 
when I say that the acuteness^ of that undeserved reproach 
cuts me to the heart ! I yield to po man in the respect and 


affection I entertnin for ^our Royal person, not even to 

X»aunay here — who kmnvs — whe? knows ” J 

*He broke off, unabU. through strong emotion to proceed* 
“‘Who knows’ — What?” enquired the King, turnirjg hi$^ 
steadfast eyes on Sir Rogev. / 

“Nothing, Sir! Absolutely nothing!” replied the equerry,' 
opening his ejes as widely as their habitual languor ' woqld' 
permit ; “ I am absolutely ignorant of everything cohcerijii^^ 
Von Glauben except that he is^an hpnest man! 
certainly do l^now ! ” J 

\ A slight smile cleared away ^something of the dcHibt 
/ displeasure on the King’s face. Approaching the disconsolate^ 
v Profes^r, he laid one hand on his shoulder and Ippki^ 

| stpadily m the eyes. , _ , , 
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“By my faith, Von Glauben, if d thought positively that 
>^QU could play me false in any matter, I would nevei believe 
m|nan again! ^pome S Forgive my hasty speech, and do not 
so downcast! Hpnest I have always known you to b^— 
that you will jtfov^yoiir honesty, I do hjgt doubt ! Bim*- 
I^Ttere is something in this affair which awakens grave suspicion .j 

§ 1 my^aind. For to-da>^ I press no questions — but to-morrow 
must know all! You understand? All! Say this to the 
;^ri, Gloria, — say it to her husband also — as, of course, you 
?know who her husband is. If he serves on Prince Humphry’s 
l^cht, that is enough to say that Humphry himself has probably 
fteenher. Under all the circumstances* I confess, my dear Von 
^'Glauben, that your presence here is a riddle which needs 
explanation!” ‘ 

“It shall be explained, Sir — ” murmured the Professor. 
“Naturally! It must, of ^course, be explained. But I 
|nbpe you give me credit for not being altogether a fool ; and 
have an idea that my son’s freejuent mysterious visits to The 
^Islands have something to do with tb»s fair Gloria of Glorias ! ” 
^?Von Glauben started involuntarily. “You perhaps think it 
ttoo ? Or know it? Well, if it is so, I can hardly blame him 
]!^vermuch,— though I am sorry he should have selected a poor 
'^OTiloPs wife as a subject for his secret amours ! I should have 
^npight him possessed of more honour. However — to-morrow 
||';i^ll look to you for a full dccount of tlie matter. For 
•Mesdnt, I excuse your attendance, and permit you to remain 
iier whom you call ‘ princess ’ ! ” 
stepped back, and, taking De Launay’s arm, turned 
iibund at once, and walked away back to Ronsard’s house by 
’ithe path he had followed with such eagerness and care. 


Ton Glauben watched the two tall figures disappear, and then 

E lTitJi a troubled look, ^egan to climb slowly up the rocks in 
direction where Gloria* had gone. His reflections were 
Itffgether as philosophical as usual, because as he said 
nself — “One can never tell how a woman is going to 
misfortune! Sometimes she takes it weU| krjd th^n* 
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their way rejoicing ; but more often she takes it ill, and there 
is the devil to pay! Yet — Gloria is not’ like any ordinary 
woman — she is a carefully selected speciraert of her sex, 
a kindly Nature has produced as an example of wl^at 
wereiintended td' be when they "were Iwb»|^ 

;;Wher^she has hidden herself? ” 

^ Arriving at the summit of the ascent, he peered dowif?^ 
towards the sea. Slopes of rank gra^s and^ sea-daisies tuftetf | 
the rock% on this side, divided by certain deep hollows whichf| 
the action of the waves had honeycombed here and there; and ' 
below the grass was the shore, powdered thickly with sand, ofK 
a fine, light, and sparkling colour, like gold dust. 'Here in the ", 
full light of the sinking SVm lay Gloria, her head pillowed'/ 
again^ a rough stone, on the top of wlych a tall cluster of - 
daisies, sometimes called moon -flowers, waved like white ! 
plumes. 

Gloria ! ” called Von Glaubeif. ; 

She looked up, smiling. 

“ Has Majesty gone ? ” she asked. 

“ Gone for the present,” replied the Professor, beginning to,' 
put one fool cautiously before the otlier dov/n a roughTyf 
hewn stairway in the otherwise almost inaccessible clifi? 
“ But, like the sun lA^hich is Setting to-night, he will 
again to-morrow I ” ’ • f 

“Shall I come and help you# down?” enquired the 
tiffning on her elbow as she lay, and lifting her lovely tace, ; 
radiant as a flower, towards *him. , 


“Whether down or up, you shall never help me, mft 
princess 1 ” he replied. “ When I can neither climb nor fafli 
mthout the assistance of a woman’s hand, I shall take a pistoM 
and tell it to whisper in my car — * Good-bye, Heinrich 
Glauben ! You are all up — finish — gone I ’ ” 

Here, with a^sbmewhat elephantine junif, he alighted besi<£^ 
her and threw himself on the warm sand with a deep^igh 
mingled exhaustion and relief. * 

“ You would be very wicked to put a pistol to your ear,” 
Gloria severely It is only a coward who shoots/himielfl^i ' 
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^ a bra^e maiji who shoots others! 

|1lmt is cuiidus^'fe princess? ^It is"' a little bit of 

man’s morality ; but we have no time to discuss it now. 
We have something more serious to consider, — your 
husband ! ” ^ ^ 

{; She looked at him wpnderingly. 

*4My husband? Do you really think he will be very angry 
that the King saw me ? 

The Professor appeared to be considering the .question ; 
but in reality he was studying the exquisite delicacy of the 
face turned so wistfully upon him, and the lovely lines of the 
slim throat and rounded chin — “So beautiful a creature” — he 
was saying within himself — “And must she also suffer pain 
and disillusion like all the rest of her unfortunate sex ! ” , Aloud 
he replied, 

, “ My princess, it is not for me to say he will be * angry, ^ — for 
how could he be angry with the one he loves to such adoration ! 
He will be sorry and troubled — it will put him into a great 
difficulty ! Ach ! — a w^hole nest of dilTicullies ! ” 

* Why?” And Gloria’s eyes filled with sudden tears. “I 
would not grieve him for the w^orld ! I cannot understand why 
'it should matter at all, even if tlie King does find out that he 
K married. Are the rules ^o strict for all the men who serve 
on board the Royal vessels ? ” 

Von Glauben bit his lips»io hide an involuntary smile. But 
he answered her with quite a martinet air, 

• “ Yes, they are strict — very strict! Particularly so in the 
case^ of your husband. You see, my child — you do not perhaps 
quite understand — but he is a sort of superior officer on board ; 
and ifi close personal attendance on the Crown Prince.” 

“ He did not tell me that ! ” said the girl a little anxiously; 
^^Vet surely it w'ould«not matter if he loses one place ; can he 
not easily get another ? ” • * 

Vo^ Glauben was looking at her with a grave, almost 
melancholy intentness. * 

/ Listen, my princess, — listen to yoBr poor 0I4, fri^nd, wbb 
^meansryou so much good, and no harm at all ! ' Youf hiisbapd 
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— and I too, for that 
from seeing you‘-^fbr--r--for.manyrc 
he was coming to The Islands, I resoived to arrive hire Sefore ' 
him, and so I did. I said nothing to Ronsard, not even t6;j 
warn liim of the King^s impending visit^ I took you just^ 
quietly^s I have often done, for a walk, with a book to Tea^ 
and to explain to you, because you tell i»e you want to studyl^fj 
though in my opinion you know quite ^enough— for a womad5,\! 
I gave you a letter from your husband, and you know he asked v 
you in that letter to avoid all possibility of meeting with the ' 
King. Good! Well, now, what happens? You sing — ^andj 
lo 1 his Majesty, like a fisii on a hook, is drawn up open-; 
mouthed to your feet 1 Now, who is to blame ? You 
or I? ». . , 

A little perplexed line appeared on the girl’s fair brows. 

“ I am, I . suppose ! ” she said somewhat plaintively, — “ But 
yet, even now% I do not understand. “^Miat is the Kin^;. He 
is nothing ! He does nothing for an;, body 1 People make* 
petitions to him, and he never answers them — they try to point 
out errors and abuses, and he takes no trouble to remedy them 
— he is no better than a wooden idol I He is not a real man. 


though he looks like one.” , > t 

“ Oh, you think he ^ooks like onff ? ” murmured Von GlaubenV 
“That is to say ypu are not altog^hcr displeased with his 
apoearance?” • . • 

Glbria’s eyes darkened a moment with thought, — then flashed 
with laughter. ‘ ^ 

“No,” she said frankly — “He is more kingly than I thought' 


a king could be. But he should not lose temper. That spoils 
all dignity I ” * ^ 

Von Glauben smiled. ,2| 

“ Kings are but mortal,” he said, “and® never to lose tempfeffi 
would be impossible to any man.” • ,4 

“ It is such a waste of time ! ” declared Gloria— Why' 
, should anyone lose self-control? ft is like giving up a sword 
' to an enemy.” . . * , 

; ;.,.“,That*is one., 0 f, R^n^,Ronsard’s teaqhings,'^J^;;r^,s^^& 
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j^Profe^or-^** It is excellent in theory ! But in practice I have 
^eeh considerable en- 

™^enr 6f W thunderstorm. As for the King, 

|fie is generally^ Very equable personage ; and he has one great 
^virtue-^that is Course. He is brave as a lion — perhaps fcraver 

P han many lions ! ” 

^ ;; She raised her eyes ♦enquiringly. 

I; Has he proved it ? ’^ 

I Rather taken aback by the question,^ he stared at her 
^solemnly. 

“ Proved it ? Well ! He has had no chance. The country 
has been at peace for many years — hut if there should ever be 

; a war ” • ^ 

“Would he go apd fight for the country?” enquired pioria. 

‘ '“In person? No, He would not be allowed to do that. 

'•His life would be endangered ” 

“ Of course I ” interrupted the girl with a touch of contempt ; 

? “But if he would allow himself to be ruled by others in such 
% matter, I do not call him brave ! ” 

'/ The Professor drew out his spectacles, and fixing them on 
f^is nose with much care, regarded her through them with bland 
md kindly interest. 

7 Very simple and primiti\^ reasoning, my princess !” he said ; 
fc“^d from an early Ifistoric point of ^view, your idea is 
r^weet In the olden tim^s kings went themselves to battle, 
led their soldiers on to victory in person. It was«very 
; much finer than our modern ways of warfare. But it 
■'haa perhaps never occurred to you that a king's life nowadays 
Js ^ways in danger? He can do nothing more completely 
.'courteous than to show himself in public ! ” 

“ Are kings then so hated ?” she asked, 
f “They are not loved, it must be confessed,” returned Von 
'^Clauten, taking off his spectacles again; ‘*But that is quite ^ 
fibeir^wn fault. They seldom do anything to deser\'e the 
|'rejq)ect,* —much less the affection of their subjects. But this 
|lfil®~this man you have just seen — certainly deserve;# both.”, 
f “<Viihy, what has he done?” asked Gloria wOnderJhgly , 
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have heard people say he is wicked — that takes other 

men’s wives away from them-—'* ' * » ‘ ' 

The Professor coughed discreetly- 

“ My princess, let me suggest to you that he could scarcely 
take otHer men’s wives away from them, \|nless those wives ^ 
were perfectly willing to go 1 ” 

She gave an impatient gesture. ^ • • 

“ Oh, there are weak women, no doubt ; but then a king 
should know better tjjian to put temptation in their way- If a 
man undertakes to be strong, he should also be honourable. 
Then, — what of the taxes the King imposes on the people? 
The sufferings of the poor* over there on the mainland are 
teiTible! — I know about *them ! 1 have heard Sergius 

Thord!’'# 

The Professor gave an unconifortable start. 

“You have heard Sergius Thord ? Where ? ” 

“ Here ! ” And Gloria smiled at Tiis expression of wonder- 
ment “He has spoken often to our people, and he is father 
Rente’s friend.” 

“And what does he talk about when he speaks here?” 
enquired Von Glauben. “When does he come, and how does 
he go ? ” 

“Always at night,” answered Gloria; “He has a sailings 
skiff of his own, and on many an evening when the wind set? 
in oqj quarter, he arrives quift sudGenly, all alo^ and in a 
momeiJt, as if by magic, the Isjanders all teem to know he is 
here. On the shore, or in the fields he assembles them round 
him, and tells them many things that arc plain and true. I 
have heard him speak often of the shortness of life and its 
many sorrow's, and he says w^e could all make each other 
happy for the little time w^e havi to live, if we would. And 1 
think he is right ; it is only wicked and sqjfish people who 
make others unhappy ! ” 

The Professor w^as silent. Gloria,^ivalching him, wonddl-ed 
at his somewhat perturbed expn'ssion. 

“Do you know the King very well?” she asked suddenly, 
“ He seemeS very cross with you ! ” ^ 
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Von Glaiibpn roused himylf from a fit of momentary 
abstraction.;.' ; \ 

“ Yes,— hie .was cross ! ” he rejoined. I, like your husbarra, 

am in his service — and I ought to have been on duty to-day. 

It will be all right, ^lowever all right ! But — - — ” paused 

for a moment, then went on — “You say that oify wicked 
&nd selfish people make others unhappy. Now suppose your 
husband were wicked and selfish enough to mdikeyou unhappy ; 
what would you say ? ” - 

A sweet smile shone in her eyes. 

“ He could not make me unhappy ! she said. “ He would 
not try ! He loves me, and he w'lll always love me ! ” 

“But, suppose,” persisted the Profes;sor “Just for the 

sake of argument — suppose he had deceived you ? ” ^ 

With a low cry she sprang up. 

“Impossible!” she exclaimed; “He is truth itself! He 
could not deceive anyone ! ” 

“ Come and sit down again,” said Von Glauben tranquilly ; 
“ It is disturbing to my mind to see you standing there pro- 
nouncing your faith in the integrity of man ! No male creature 
deserves such implicit trust, and whenever a woman gives it, 
she invariably finds out her mistake ! ” 

1 But Gloria stood still. ' The rich colour had faded from her 
cheeks — her eyes were dilated with alarm, and her breath 
^me and \|pnt quickly. 

i\“You must explain,” she said hurriedly; “You mftist tell 
lie what you mean by suggesting such a wicked thought to me 
that my husband could deceive me ! It is not right or 
kind of you, — it is cruel ! ’ 

The Professor scrambled up hastily out of his sandy nook, 
and approaching her, took her hand very gently and respect- 
fully in his own ^*<1 kissed it. ^ 

“My dear — my princess — T was wrong! Forgive me!” 
he^' murmured, and thcje was a little tremor in his voice; 
"“But can you not understand the possibility of a man 
Moving a woman very much, and yet deceiymg her>fo*-: her 
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“It could never be for her good,”' said Gldna firmly; “It 
would not be for mine ! No lil ever lasts 1 
Von Glauben looked at her with a sense of reverence andS'ls 
something like awe. The after-glow of the sinking sun was| 
burning4ovv down upon the sea, and turning it to fiery crimson, ^ 
and as ^e stood bathed in its splendour, the white rocks 
towering above her, and the golden sar^is sparkling at hqf'; 
feet, she appeared like some newly descefided angel expressing ; 
the very trutji of Heaven itself in her own presence on earth, ,, 
As they stood thus, ^he sudden boom of a single cannon ; 
echoed clear across the waves. 

“There goes the King!? said Von Glauben; “Majesty 
departs for the present, having so far satisfied his curiosity t;| 
That guij is the signal. Child ! ” — and turning towards her, ■ 
again, he took both her hands in his, and spdlce with emphatic ^ 
gravity and kindness — “ Remember that I am your friend . 
always ! Whatever chances to you, do not forget that you may 
command my service and devotion till death I In this strange ‘ 
life, we never know from day to day wiiat may happen to us,'; 

for constant change is the law of Nature and the universe, : 

but after all, there is something in the soul of a true man which.; 
does not change with the elements, — and that is — loyalty to a. 
sw^orn faith ! In my heart, I have %worn an oath of fealty tof 
you, my beautiful little princess of the* sea ! — and it is a vow/ 
that shall never he broken ! ^Do y^u understand ? And wfil ’ 
you remember?” / ' : 

Her large dark blue eyes looTced trustingly into his. ‘ ' 

“ Indeed, T wull never forget ! ” *she said, w ith a touch fofV 
wistfulness in her accents; “But I do not know why ybii'^ 
should be anxious for me — theie is nothing to fear for mj^ 
happiness. I have all the love I care for in the world ! ” 1 

“ And long may ^ou keep it ! ” said the Professor earnestly 
“ Come 1 It will«oon be time for me to lea^ you, and I 
see R^n6 before I go. If you follow my advice, you wiH^saj^ 
nothing to, him of having met the IsSng — not for the presenf^^ 
at any rate.” ♦ . ' ^ '4^ 

She agreed to this, thought with some little hesitatioh,-^the^^ 
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they ^cended the cliff, and walking by way of the pine-wood 
“ through which the King had come, arrived at Ronsard*s house, 
'to find the old man quite alone, and peacefully engaged in 
' tying up the roses and jasmine on the pillars of his verandahi 
j His worn face lighted up with animation and tend«:-ne^ as 
Gloria approached him and threw her arms around^^his neck, 
e,nd to her he related the incident of the King and Queen’s 
unexpected visit, as 'a sort of accidental, uninteresting, and 
f wholly unimportant occurrence. The Queen, he said, w^as 
very beautiful, but too cold in her manner, though she 
"had certainly taken much interest in seeing the house and 
garden. 

\ “It>yas just as well you were absent, child,” he added — 
Royalty brings^, an atmosphere with it which is not whole- 
some. A king never knows what it is to be an honest man ! ” 

“Those are your old, discarded theories, Ronsard!” said 
• Von Glauben, shaking hi^ head ; — “ You said you would never 
return to them I ” 

“Ay!” rejoined Ronsard; — “I have tried to put away all 
^ my old thoughts and dreams for her sake ” — and his gaze 
rested lovingly on (Gloria as, standing on tiptoe to reach a 
t down-drooping rose, she gathered it and fastened it in her 
^osom. “ There should * only be peace and contentment 
wfliere sAe dwells 1 Rut sometimes my lifers long rebellion 
'Si^nst sham and injustice slin^ in my blood, and 1 long to 
5|)un down the ignorant people’s idols of wood and straw, and 
up men in place of dummies ! ” 

' A Mumbo-Jumbo of some kind has always been necessary 
i-in \the world, my friend,” said the Professor calmly ; “ Either 
l^n tljie shape of a deity or a king. A wood and straw Nonentity 
IS b^er than an incarnated fleshly Selfishness. Will you give 
! me supper before J leave ? ” 

j , Ronsard smilei a cheery as.sent, and Glork preceding them, 
(an<J^ singing in a low tone to herself as she went, they all 
entered the house together. 

, 4 i^eanwhile, the Royal yacht was scudding/ back" Ito, the 
tmiait^and over crisp waters on the wings of a soft bree^,, with 
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a bright moon flying through fleecy clouds above, silver- 
ing the foam-crests of the t^ves below. ITiere wais 
on board,— tffe King and Queen dined with their l^ests,^| 
and laughter and gay converse intermingled with the sound,^ 
of song. They talked their^ day^s experience — of th€J| 
beauty ^ Thei Islands— o^ Ronsard, — his quaint house atid|| 
quainter self, — so different from the pers#ns witjfei whom thcflj^l 
associated in their own exclusive and* brilliant Court ‘ set/y 
and the prgtty Countess Amabil flirting harmlessly with Shj 
Walter Langton, suggested that a ‘ Flower Feast * or Carnival; 
should be held during the summer^ for the surprise and benefit* 
of the Islanders, who had never yet seen a Royal pageant of * 


pleasure on their shores. • 

But Sjr Roger de Launay, ever watching, the Queen, saw ^ 
that she was very pale, and more silent even than was her,; 
usual habit, and vhat her eyes every now and again rested on 
the King, with something of wonder? as well as fear. 



CHAPTER XIII 

• i- 

SECKET SKKVICE 

I N one of the ultra-fashionable (]uarters of tha'I^rilliant and 
overcrowded metropolis* which formed the nucleus and 
:entre of everything notable or progressive in the King’s 
dominions, there stood a 'large and aggressively - handsome 
house, over-decorated both outside and in, and implying in its ; 
general appearance vulgarity, no less than wealth. These two 
things go together very much nowadays; in fact one scarcely 
ever sees them apart. The fair, southern city of the sea was 
not behind other modern cities in luxury and self-aggrandise- 
ment, and there w^ere certain menfbers of the population who 
made it their business to show all they w^ere worth in their 
flomestic and home surroundings. Ope of the most flagrant 
money-exhibitors of this kind was a certain Jew, named David 
Jost. Jost was the sole proprietor of the most influential 
newspaper in the kingde^fn, and the largest shareholder in 
three other newspaper companies, all apparently differftig in 
pafty view’s, but all in reality working into the same hands, 
for the same ends. ' Jost and his companies virtually 
governed the Press; and what* w^as euphoniously termed 
^public opinion’ was the opinion of Jost. Should anything 
by chance happen to get into his ovrn special journal, or into 
toy of the other journals connected with Jost, which Jost did 
loot approve of, eft* which might be damaging to Jost’s ^cial or 
:;fin^ncial interests, the editor in charge was severely mtiamed; 
if the fault occtirred tigain, he was promptly dismissed 
J^ublic opinion’ had to be formed on JosPsiumotir| dther- 
was np opinion at A few 
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precarious, existence iii pfeiing^a jaaily ^9 k 

Jost; but they ‘ii^d not 

Jost securedWl the advertisers, and as a natural c^e<Jiien|il^; 
of this, could well afford to be the ‘voice of the peopl^/; 
ad libitum.^ He was immensely wealthy, openly vicious, and] 
utterl]^ unscrupulous ; and^ made*^ brilliant^peculative ‘ deaM*| 
in the *?insuspecting natures of those who were led, by t^af| 
bland and cheery i^emeanour which is generally associated! 
with a large paunch, td consider him a ‘good fellow* with his^' 

t eart in the right^plare/ W^th regard to this last assertion, 
may be doubted whether he had a heart at all, in any place, 
right or wrong. . He was certainly^ot given to sentiment. He;, 
had married for money, and his wife had died in a riiad-house.^J 
He was now anxious to marry again for position ; and while 
looking*round the market for a sufficiently perfect person of 
high-breeding, he patronised . '■.he theatre largely, and' ‘pro-', 
tected* several ballet -girls and actresses. Everyone knew - 
that his life was black with villainy and intrigue of the most; 
shameless kind, yet everyone swore that he was a good manl * 
Such is the value of a limitkss money-bag ! I 

It was very late in the evening of the day following that on^ 
which the King had paid his unexpected visit to The Islands^^ 
, — ^and David Jost ha<f*just returned from a comic opera-hous^)! 
where he had supped in private -with two or three painted ; 
heroines of the footlights. He was in an excellent humour^ 
witb»himseT. He had sprung a mine on the public ; and a^. 
carefully-concocted rumour of war with a foreign power had» 
s^t up certain stocks and shares in vrhich he had considerable ] 
interest He* smiled, as he^ thought of the general uneasinesisr| 
he was creating by a few headlines in his newspaper ; and 
enjoyed to the full the tranquil sense of having flung a bone oir 
discord between two nations, in order to vgatch them from 
arm-chair fighting dike dogs for it *toQth an^ claw, till one og 
the other gave in. 

^‘Lufei'a will have to thank me fof this,” fie said to hims 
“And he will owe me bgth a place and a title! ” 

He sat«down at his desk in his t warm and luxuzipusly4 
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furnished study, — turned over a few letters, and then glanced 
at the clock, ; Its hands pointed to within a few minutes of 
^midnight. Taking up a copy of his own newspapesr, he frowned 

slightly, as he saw that a certain leading article in favour of 
tthe Jesuit settlement in the country had not appeared, 
j “Crowded out, I^suppose, for want of space,” he said ; “I 
, insist see that it goes in to-morrow. These Jesuits know a 
thing or two ; and they are not going to plank down a thousand 
pounds for nothing. They have paid for their advertisement, 
luid they must have it. They ought to haxe had" it to-day. 
Lutera must warn the King that it will not do to offend the 
Church. There’s a lot of loose cash lying idle in the Vatican, 
— we may as well have some of.it! His Majesty has acted 
most unwisely in refusing to grant the religious Orders the land 
they want. He mlust be persuaded to yield it to tfiem by 
degrees, — in exchange of course for plenty of cash down, with - 1 
out loss of dignity ! ” 

■ At that moment the door-bell rang softly, as if it were 
pulled with extreme caution. A servant ansj^ered it, and at 
ibnee came to his master’s room. 

7 “A gentleman to see you, sir, on business,” he said. 

Jost looked up. 

" ‘ “ On business ? At this ctime of night ? Say I cannot see 
jhim — tell him to come again to-morrow ! ” 

; The servant withdrew, only to return' again with a more 
^^ent statement. 

I “The gentleman says he most see you, sir; he comes 
from the Premier.” 

“ From the Premier ? ” 

“Yes, sir; his business is urgent, he says, and private. He 
sent in his card, sir.” 

Here he handed *over the card in question, a small, un- 
!obtrusive bit of pasteboard, laid in solitd:ry grandeur on a 
l^ery krge silver salver, . - 

David Jost took it up, and scanned it with some curic^ity. 
j{ff^Pasquin Leroy’! H*m ! Don’t know the pame at alll 
|; X?fg^it busines>s ; bear private credential frpm^ 



SECRET SERVICE 195 

f 

de TiUtera * ! ” He paused again, considering, — then turned to 
the waiting attendant. Shbw him in.’^ * ' 

“Yes, sir!” ^ ^ ' 

Another moment and Pasquin Leroy entered, — but it was an 
altogf^her different Pasquin Leroy to the one that had recently \ 
enroll^ himself as an associate of Sergfus Thord’s Revolu-' 
tionary Committee. That particular pasquin had seemed; 
somewhat of a dreamer and a visionSry, with a peculiar and 
striking rqpemblance to the King; this Pasquin Leroy had all 
the alertness and sfiarpness common to a practised journalist, 
press-reporter or commercial traveller. Moreover, his coun- 
tenance, adorned with a biack moustache, and small pointed 
beard, wore a cold and concentrated air of business — and he 
confroyted the Jew millionaire without the slightest embar- 
rassment or apology for having broken in upon his seclusion^ 
at so unseasonable an hour. He used a pince-nez, and was 
constantly putting it to his eyes, although troubled with short-; 
sightedness. 

“I presume your matter cannot wait, sir,” said Jost, sur- 
veying him coolly, without rising from his seat, — “but if it' 

can ” ^ 

“ It cannot 1 ” returned Leroy, bluntly. 

Jost stared. • 

“So ! You come from the Marquft de Lutera?” 

“Ido.” 

*^our credentials ? ” 

Leroy stepped close up to him, and with a sudden move- 
ment, which was somewhat startling, held up his right hand. 

" This signet is, I believe, familiar to you, — and it will bej 
enough to prove that I come on confidential business which"^ 
cannot be trusted to writing ! ” 

Jost gazed at the flashing sapphire onpthe strangeris hand| 
with a sense 'deadly apprehension, fte recognised the/ 
Premier’s ring well enough ; and he also knew that it VOu|(^ 
never have been sent to him in fhis mysterious way urile^l 
the matter in question ^as almost too desperate for whisperiiigt 
Within foflr walls. An uneasy sensation affected hiBa; he 
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pulled ill his collar, looked round tlie •'h thou<^]i in 

search of inspiration, and thcfi ^linal'y hnny his sniah: 
swine-like to hear on the neat soldieily fij;' hi'ioj • Inni, 
he said with a careless air : 

Voii probably bring news for llic Pres, affeei ig the [^p^senl 
policy ? ” ' ^ 

‘^That remains to l>t.' seen!" u^plied Tatov ' ‘iju Ttiitbably ; 
“From a perfectly nnparti::! standpoint. J snou' ' niui^inc- that 
the present {lolic) may ha\e to alter rorisKleiahi ' , 

Jobt recoiled. 

“ Impo-isible I It caiino! be altete.r” lie s u.l rovajily, — 
then suddenly reeolle( ting himM'D* he assun.' d ins u-^ual 
indolent equanimity, and rising Slowly, went t-) a side door 
in the room and lht,e\v it open. , 

“Step in here.” 'n: said; “’'d'e can talk Vvitliout feai of 
interruption. ^Vlll you smoke 

“With pleasiir*' I” lephecf Le?-, -y, am'pting a ‘agar from the 
case Jost extend' ‘d — tii-si glanrmg wah a slighi smile at llv* 
broad, squat Jevdsh countenance wlm h liad, in tiu.^ last < ouple 
gf minutes, lo.st somelliing of its inibitual redtn .s, he add(‘(l— 
“I am glad you are disj'osed to discuss matiejs with mt* in 
a friendly, as well as in a confidential way. It is ]V)ssil)]i my 
news may not be altogetlier ftgn cable to you hut of ('ourse 
you would be more to super perscjcally, than to 

jeopardise the honour of 

He uttered the last senleiue more as a question th^ a 
statement. 

Jost .shifted one foot against the r.tlier uneasily. 

“lam not so sure (if that," he said :in«. r a pause, during 
which he had d.uwn liimself up, and had endeavoured to 
look conscientious ; Voii see 1 ’nave the public to conskler ! 
Ministers may fall^ •sUtesmen maybe llirown out of office; 
but the Pre'ss is the sanie^yesletday, to-day, forever !” 
“lixcejjt when a great Editor changes his opinions,” said 
tranqiiiily, Whicfi is, rif courn, always a point of 
reason and conscience, as well as oT— advantage ! In the 
^ present case 1 tliink but — shall \vc not enter thfi sanctum 
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of \\hich y( i have so oblit^iiv'y opened the door? We can 
scaieely he I mo private wheit the King’s name is in question 1” 

Jost ojKii' d his furtive eyes in amazement. 

‘‘'The Ki‘ g? Wdiat the devil has he to do with anything 
but jlis woi! -n an^ his amusements?” ^ 

\Try ci. sc observer might have seen a curious expression 
flicker over 'dasf|uin Leroy’s face at J.hcse words, — an cxi^res- 
sicui jialf O’ laughter, half of sroin, — but it was slight and 
e\anescent, ind l^s reply was frigidly courteous. 

“1 rc:ii]\ cannot inform >oii ; hut I am afraid his Majesty 
is cle])artii\L somewhat from Ins customary routine! He is, 
in fact, taking an active, l\istead of a passive part in national 
affairs.” 

‘^'Wienhi must be warned off the ground' ” said Jost irritably; 
“He is a < 'onstitutional monarch, and must obey the laws 
of the Conslitiition.” 

“PrcTisrlyl” And Leroy loc^kcd ('arefiilly at the end of 
his cigar; ‘‘Hut at present he appears to have an idea that 
the laws of the Constiiution aie being tampered with by 
certain other kings ; —for exaiiqile, — the kings of finance 1 ” ^ 

Jost muttered a half inaudible oath. 

“ Come this way,” he said impatiently ; — “ Bad news is best 
soon over ! ” 

Leroy gave a careless nod of acquiescence, — then glancing 
r(»;jnd the room, up at life clo?k, and down again to JosCs 
desk, strewn with letters a^d documents of every description, 
he smiled a little to himself, and followed the all-powerful 
ediior into the smaller adjoining apartment. The door closed 
behind them both, and Jost turned the key in the lock from 
within. 

Lor a long time all was very silent. Jost’s valet and 
confidential ser\iint, sleepy and tired, w^i^ted in the hall to let 
his master’s visitor out,— and hearing no sound, ventured to 
look into the study now and then,- but to no purix)#e. He 
knew the sanctity of that inner chamber beyond ; lie knew that 
w^hen the Premier came to sve the gnat lost, — as he often 
dul, — d was in that uiysterious further room that bu^ness was 
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transacted, and that it was as much as his place was worth to 
; venture even to knock at the doSr. So, yawning heavily, he 
C, dozed on his bench in the hall, — woke with a start and dozed 
again, — w’hile the clock slowly ticked away the minutes till 
; with a dull clang the ^our struck One. TJjpn on again ^ent 
, the steady and wearisome tick-tick of the pendulum, ^for a 
V qiiaiter of an hour, half an hour, —and three-quarters, — till the 
‘ ; utterly fatigued valet was about to knock down a few walking- 
'Sticks and umbrellas, and make a general noise of reminder 
’ ' to his master as to how the time was going, when, to his 
great relief, he heard the inner door open at last, and the 
voice of the mysterious visitor ring out in clear, precise accents. 

“ Nothing will be done publicly, of course, — unless Parlia- 
ment insists on an enquiry 1 

' The speaker came towards the hall, and the valet sprang up 
I. from his bench, and stood ready to show the stranger out. 

, A Jost replied, and his accents were thick and unsteady. 

' \ “ Enquiry cannot be forced ! The Marquis himself canlt 
' burk any such attemi)t.’' 

^ “ But — if the King should insist ? 

’ “He would be breaking all the rules of custom and 
r ' precedent,” said Jost, — “And he would deserve to be 
Ia dethroned ! ” 

Pasquin Leroy laughed. *’ 

“True! Good-night, Mr.'* Jost V Can I do anything for 
' you Moscow ? ” 

Tlie two men now came into the full light shed by the 
, great lamp in the hall. Jost looked darkly red in the face — 
almost apoplectic ; Leroy was as cool, imperturbable and easy 
of manner as a practised detective or professional spy. 

“In Moscow,” Jost repeated — “You are going straight to 
r. Russia?” ^ 

i “I think so.” 

i ^ “ I suppose you are in the secret service ? ” , 

' “ Exactly ! A curious line of business, too, whicli the 
outside world knows very little of. Ah! — if the excellent 
masses as we call them — knew what rogues had 


deserve 
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the of their affairs in some countries — not in this 

couiilry, of course ! ” he adaed with a quizzical smile, — “ but 
in some others, not very far away, I wonder how many 
revolutions would break out within six months ! Good-night, ; 
Mr. Jhst!'' ^ 

“Good-night!” responded Jost briefly. “You will let me> 
know any further developments ? ” ^ * • 

“ Most assuredly ! ” 

The scfvant opined the door, and Pasquin Leroy slipped ay 
gold coin worth a sovereign into his hand, whereupon, of' 
course, the worthy domestic considered him to be a ‘real 
gentleman.’ As soon as* he had passed into the street, and^: 
the door was shut and barred for the night, Jost bade his man ] 
go to bed, a command which was glad’y obuyed ; and re-entering 
his study, passed all the time till the breaking of dawn in,.;^ 
rummaging out letters and documents from various desks, ' 
drawers and despatch-boxes, and burning them carefully on^, 
by one in the open grate. While thus employed, he hacf" 
a truly villainous aspect, — each flame he kindled with eacb^ 
paper seemed to show up a more unplcasing expression (jn, 
his countenance, till at last, — when such matter was destroyed, 
as he had at present determined^on,— he drew himself up and, 
stood for a moment surveying the pile of light black ashes^*’ 
which was all that was left of aljout a hundred or more, 
incriminating paper witnes* es t(f certain matters in which he 
had more than a lawful interest. 

“It will be difficult now to trace my hand in the scheme ! 
he said to himself, frowning heavily, as he considered various' 
uncomfortable contingencies arising out of his conversatiqin^ 
with his late visitor. “ If the thunderbolt falls, it will cru^fc 
Carl Pdrousse — not me. Yes I It means ruin for him-^- 
ruin and disgraoe — but for me — w'ell ! % shall find it as easy, 
to damn Perousse as it has been to support him, for he cannot 
involve me without adding ter\(bld to his own disaster! I 
think it will be safe, enough for me — possibly not so safe for, 
the Premier. However, I will write to him to-r^orrow, just 
to let hini know I received his messenger.” ^ 
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the meantime, white David Jost was thus cogitating un- 
pleasant and even dangerous polsibilities, which were perhaps 
f ' on the eve of occurring to himself and certain of his associates 
in politics and journalism, Pasquin Leroy was hurrying along 
’ the city streets under the light of a clear, though pallfti and 
: waning moon. Few wanderers were abroad ; the police Valked 
I thoir various rounds, a-nd one or two miserable women passed 
;; him, like flying ghosts in the thin air of night. His mind was 
in a turmoil of agitation; and the thoughu that w^re tossing 
rapidly through his brain one upon the other, were such as 
; he had never known before. He had fathomed a depth of 
rascality and deception, which but a* short month ago, he could 
. scarcely have believed capable of 'existence. The cruel injury 
.. and loss preparing for thousands of innocent persons through 
the self-interested plotting of a few men, were almost in- 
i calculable, — and his blood burned with passionate indignation 
\as he realised on what a verge of misery, bloodshed, disaster 
^ and crime the unthinking people of the country stood, pushed ^ 
to the very edge of a fall by the shameless and unscrupulous 
designs of a few financiers, playing their gambling game with 
' tlie public confidence, — and cheating nations as callously as 
they would have cheated their partners at cards. 

Thank God, it is not too late!” he murmured; “Not 
quite too late to save the situation ! — to # rescue the people 
from long years of undeseived taxation, loss of trade gnd 
general distress ! It is a supremq task that has been given 
.. me to accomplish ! — but if there is any truth and right in the 
^ laws of the Universe, I shall surely not be misjudged . while 
acbomplishing it ! ” 

; , He quickened his pace ; — and to avoid going up one of the 
/ longer thoroughfares which led to the Citadel and Palace, he 
decided to cross one 6f the many picturesque bridges, arched 
; over certain inlets from the sea, and forming* canals, where 
■iv barges y,nd other vessels might be towed up to the very doors 
'•Ji of the warehouses which received their cargoes. But just as 
f he was about to turn in the necessary direction, h^ halted 
f ab^iptlyftt sight of two men, standing at the first cortiCr in 
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the way of his advance, talking earnestly* He recognised^ 
them"*at once as Sergius Trford and the half-inebriated poet,iij; 
Paul Zouche. With noiseless step he moved cautiously into V 
the broad stretch of black shadow cast by the great facade of 5?; 
a bloltfc of buildings which occupied hajf the length of the^ 
street fh which he stood, and so managing to slip into the^ 
denser darkness of a doorway, was ^ble to hear what tficyj^'^ 
were saying. The full, mellow, and pei-suasive tone of Thord’s 
voice had'somethigg in it of reproach. 

“You shame yourself, Zouche! ” he said ; “You shame me^" 
you shame us all ! Man, did God put a light of Genius in 
your soul merely to be quenched by the cravings of a bestial 
body? What associate are you for us? How can you help:.; 
us in the fulfilment of our ideal dream? •By day you mingle,!' 
with litterateurs, scientists, and philosophers, — report has it .'*; 
that you have even managed to ^stumble your way into my ^ 
lady’s boudoir ; — but by night you wander like this, — insensate, 
furious, warped in soul, muddled in brain, and only the heart ^ 
of you alive, — the i)oor unsatisfied heart — hungering and crying 
for what itself makes impossible ! ” # ■ 

Zouche broke into a harsh laugh. Turning up his head to,i 
the sky, he thrust back his wild hair, and showed his thin eager , 
face and glittering eyes, outlined cameo-like by the paling ■ 
radiance of the moon. 

“Well spoken, my Sergiifi 1” hC exclaimed. “You always 
spe^welli Your thoughts, are of flame — your speech is of,^' 
gold ; the fire melts the ore ! And then again you have a ^ 
conscience ! That is a strange possession ! — quite useless in 
these days, like the remains of the tail ^ve had when we were | 
aM happy apes in the primeval forest, pelting the Megathcriunt 
or other such remarkable beasts with cocoaniits ! It was 
much better life,, Sergius, believe me ^ A Conscience is i 
merely a mentaf Appendicitis ! There should be a psychical , 
surgeon with an airy lancet to cut i{ out. Not for me !— < was '' 
born perfect — ^without ij ! ” 

He laughed again, ^en with an abrupt change of m^ner he 
caught Thord violently by the arm. 
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How can you speak of shan^ ? ” he said-^‘* WTiat shame 

feis left in either man. or woman nowadays? Naked to the very 
skin of foulness, they flaunt a nudity of vice in every public 
t' thoroughfare ! Your sentiments, my grand Sergius, are those 
of an old world longipassed away ! You are a reformer, A lover 
>; of^truth — a hater of shams — and in the days when th# peojt)le 
' loved truth, — and waWed justice, — and fought for both, you 
would have been great ! But greatness is nowadays judged 
as * madness’ — truth as ‘want of tact’ — desire for justice is 
V ^clamour for notoriety.’ Shame? There is no shame in 
' anything, Sergius, but honesty ! That is a disgrace to the 
. century ; for an honest man is always poor, and poverty is the 
worst of crimes.” He threw up his arms with a wild gesture, — 
“ The worst of crimes ! Do I not know it I ” • 

Thord took him gently by the shoulder. 

\ “ You talk, Zouche, as ygu always talk, at random, scarcely 

knowing, and certainly nut half meaning what you say. There 
is no real reason in your rages agaiast fate and fortune- 
Leave the accursed drink, and you may still win the prize you 
•covet — Fame.” 

“Not I!” said Zouche scornfully, — “Fame in its original 
sense belonged also to the growing-time of the world — when, 
proud of youth and tl^e glow of life, the full-fledged man 
judged himself immortal. Fame now ‘is adjudged to the 
\ biped - machine who drives a motor-car best, — or tjj, the 
fortunate soap-boiler who diacs with a king! Poetry is 
understood to be the useful rhyme which announces the 
virtues of pills and boot-blacking ! Mark you, Sergius I — my 
latest volume was ‘ graciously accepted by the King ’ ! Do 
you know what that means ? ” 

“No,” replied Thord, a trifle coldly; “And if it were not 
that' I know youm strange vagaries, 1 should say you wronged 
ypur election as one of us, to send any of your work to a 
crovftied fool ! ” • 

Zouche laughed discordantly. i 
[ would ? No, you would not, jpy Sergius, if you knew 

u^^pirit in which I sent it J A spirit as wili^ as re<±less, as 
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‘ranting, as defiant as ever devil indulged in ! .The humility of 
my presentation letter to h!!s Majesty was beautiful! The'^ 
reply of the flunkey-secretary was equally beautiful in smug A' 
courtesy : ‘ Sir, I am commanded by the King to thank you 
for th^ book of poems you have kijidly sent for his A' 
acceptance!’ I say again, Thord, do you know what 
means ? ” , " 

“No; I only wish that instead of talking here, you would 
let me see 5'ou safely home.” 

“Home! I have no home! Since died — ” He paused, 

and a grey shadow crossed his face like the hue of approaching 
sickness or death. “ I killed her, poor child ! Of course you 
know that ! I neglected her, — deserted her — left her to die 1 
Well ! IShe is only one more added to the list of countless y 
women martyrs who have been tortured out of an unjust 
world — and now — now I write ver«ips to her memory ! ” He “ 
shivered as with cold, still clinging to 'J'hoid’s arm. “ But I 
did not tell you what great good comes of sending a book to ^ 
the King 1 It means less to a writer than to a boot-maker. ■ 
For the boot-maker can put up a sign : ‘ Special Fitter for 
the ease of His Majesty’s Corns ’ — but if a poet should say his j 
verse is ‘ accepted ’ by a monarch, Jjie shrewd public take it at ?; 
once to be bad verse, and will have njne of it 1 That is the } 
case with my bo<jk tc^day ! ” 4 

“ \^hy did you send it ? ” asked 'ftiord, with grave patience. 
“Your business with kings is to warn, not to flatter ! ” y 

“Just so ! *’ cried Zouche; “ And if His Most Gracious and 
Glorious had been pleased to look inside the volume, he would 4 
have seen enough to startle him ! It was sent in hate, my 
Seigius, — not in humility, — just as the flunkey - secretary’s '4^ 
answer was penned in derision, aping courtesy ! How^ you look, V| 
under this wan sl^«of night ! Reproachful, fet pitying, as the y) 
eyes of Buddha are your eyes, my Sergius ! You are a fine y; 
fellow — ^your brain is a dome decoijited with glorious idSals I 5 
— and yet you are likt^ all of us, weak in one point, as vf 
Achilles ii^ the heel. One thing could turn you fr(Jn^ man 4 
into beast— and that would be if Lotys loved— not you--she, 
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never will love^you — but another!” — Thord siirteci buck .w 
though suddenly stabbed, and afigrily shook off his companion^ 
who only laughed agam, — a shrill, echoing laugh in which th 
was a note of madness and desolation. “ Bah I ” he exclaimed ; 
“You are a fool after all ! You work for a woman fc I did 
v-^nce l But mark you 1 — do not kill her — ^as I di& — oncel 
Be patient I Watch the light shine, even though it does not 
illumine your path ; be glad that the rose blooms for itself, if 
not for you 1 It will be difficult !— meanw^hile yoir can live on 
hope — a bitter fruit to eat; but gnaw’ it to the last rind, my 
Sergius I Hope that Lotys may melt in your fire, as a snow- 
flake in the sun ! Come ! Now’^ take the poor poet home, — 
— ^the drunken child of inspiration — take him home to his 
garret in the slur»s — the poet whose book has been ^accepted 
by the King 1 ” 

Pulling himself up from his semi-crouching position, he 
seized I'hord’s arm again more tightly, and began to w’alk along 
unsteadily. Presently he paused, smiling vacantly up at the 
gradually vanishing stars. 

“ Lotys speaks to our followers on Saturday,” he said ; “ You 
know that ? ” 

Thord bent his head in acquiescence. 

“ You will be there, of course. I shall be there 1 What a 
voice she has 1 Whether we believe what she says or not, we 
must hear, — and hearing,' wc ifiust follow’. Where shall we 
drink in the sweet Oracle this time ? ” 

“At the People’s Assembly Rooms,” responded Thord; ^ 
“ But remember, Zouche, she does not speak till nine o'clock. 
That means that you will be unfit to listen I ” 

“ You think so ? ” responded Zouche airily, and leaning on 
Thord he stumbled onward, the two passing close in front of 
the doorway wher^ *Pas(juin Leroy stood concealed. “ But I 
am more ready to understand wisdom when drunk, than w’hen 
sobis:, my Sergius I You jlo not understand. I am a, human 
eccentricity — the result of an amour. ^ between a fiend and an 
angel Believe me ! I will listen to Lotys with all my devil- 
,^2fntly soul, — you will listen to her with all your loving, longing 

h , - 't . '‘J- 
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heart — and wi'h us two thus attentive, the opinions of the rest 
of the audien x‘ wmII scarcely |matter 1 How fhe street reels! 
How the old moon dances! • So did she whirl pallidly when 
Antony clasped his Egyptian Queen, and lost Actium ! > 
Remeir^er the fate of Antony, Sergius! Kingdoms would{i 
have bean seized and controlled by men srfch as you are, long! 
before now — if there had not always been i woman in the caspe^ 
— a Cleopatra — or a Lotys ! ” * 

Still laugjiing foolishly, he reeled onwards, Sergius Thord ' 
half-supporting, hal^leading him, with grave carefulness and : 
brotherly compassion. They were soon out of sight ; and 
Pasquin Leroy, leaving his dark hiding-place, crossed the,; 
bridge with an alert step, an(> mounted a steep street leading I’ 
to the Qitadel. From gaps between the tall leaning houses a 
glimpse of the sea, silvered by the dying moonlight, flashed ^ 
now and again ; and in the silence of the night the low ripple * 
of small weaves against the breal^^ater could be distinctly 
heard. A sense of holy calm impressed him as he paused a 
moment ; and the words of an old monkish verse came back to 
him from some far-off depth of memory : 

Lord Christ, I would my soul were clear as air, 

With only Thy pure radiance falling through ! " .. 

He caught his breach hard — there •was a smarting sense as ' 
of tears in his eyes. • . 

“ proudly throned,^ and so unloved ! ” he muttered; , 
“Yet, — has not the misprisM and miscomprehension been^ 
merited? Whose is the blame? * Not with the People, who," 
despite the prophet's w^arning, ‘ still put their trust in princes — • 
but with the falsity and hollowness of the .system ! Sovereignty \ 
is like an old ship stuck fast in the docks, and unfit for sailing , 
the wide seas — crusted with barnacles of custom and prejudice, ^ 
—and in every gafe of wind pulling mnd straining at a rusty 
chain anchor. But the spirit of Change is in the wor|j^; a; 
hurrying movement that has wings bf fire, and might possibly, 
be called Revolution ! •It is better that the torch should be ' 
lighted frofn the Throne than from the slums ! ” ^ N, 
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He went on his quickly, — till reaching the outer wall of 

/ the Citadel, he challenged bv a sentinel, to whom he gave 
l^^the password in a low tone. The man drew back, satisfied, 
V :and Leroy went on, mounting from point to point of the cliff, 
'! till he reached a private gate leading into the wide park-lands^ 
which skirted the TCing’s palace. Here stood a mu^ed and 
’ cSoaked figure evidently watching for him ; for as soon as he 
appeared the gate was noiselessly opened for his admittance, 
and he passed in at once. Then he and the person who had 
, / awaited his coming, walked together through the scented woods 
of pine and rhododendrons, and talking in low and confidential 
- voices, slowly disappeared. 



CHAPTER XIV 


THE KTXGS VETO 


T he Marcjuis de Lulera was a heavy sleeper, and for some 
time had been growing stouter than was compatible 
with the dignity of a Prime Minister. He had been defeated of, 
late years in one or two important measures ; and his colleague, 
Carl PSrousse, had by gradual degrees succeeded in worming 
himself into such close connection with the rest of the members] 
of the Cabinet, that he, Lutera, foit himself being edged out,' 
not only from political ‘ deals, ^ but from the profits appertain- 
ing thereto. So, growing somewhat indififerent, as well as 
disgusted at the course affairs w'ere taking, he had made up his 
mind to retire from office, as soon as he had carried through* 
a certain Bill which, in its results, would have the effect of 
crippling the people of the country, while helping on his own, 
interests to a considerable degree. M. the immediate moment 
he had a chance of looming larg^ on the political horizon. 
Carl^*^rousse could not do anything of very grpat importance 
without him ; they were both tt)o deeply involved together in the 
same schemes. In point of fact,* if Pdrousse could bring the 
Premier to a fall, the Premier could do the same by Pdrousse. 
The two depended on each other ; and Lutera, conscious that if 
Perousse gained any* fresh accession of power, it would be to 
his, Lutera’s, advantage, was gradually preparing to gracefully, 
resign his positi^iif in the younger and mofe ambitious man^s 
favour. But he was not altogether comfortable in his jnind 
since his last interview with the Kitig. The King had shown 
unusual signs of self-will»and obstinacy. He had presumed to 
give a command affecting the national policy ; ^nd, iiJbreover,^ 
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not obeyed, to address 
■Jriro'ament 'HTO^ in hand, from die Throne, 

|^j}]ch ari ,iihac(^tqp|d, unc^ idea was very upsetting 

the Premilfr’s middi It had cost him a sleepless night ; and 
,'^hen he woke to a new day’s work, he was in an extremely 
titritable humour. I|e was doubtful how to act ; — ^for ^ com- 
plin of the King would not do; alid tocTilighten the members 
of the Cabinet as to hk Majesty’s declared determination ' to 
dispose amicably of certain difficulties with a foreign powei, 
which the Ministry had fully purposed fknning tip into a 
flame of i\ar, might possibly awaken a storm of dissension and 
discussion. 

“ We all want money ! ” said the Marquis gloomily, as he 
rose from his tumbled bed to take his first breakfast, andl'ead 
*^is early morning letters — “ And to crush a small and insolent 
race, whose country is rich in mineral product, is simply the 
act of squeezing an orange for the necessary j uice. Life would* 
be lost, of course, but we are over-populated ; and a good 
war would rid the country of many scamps and vagabonds. 
Widows and orphans could be provided for by national 
Subscriptions, invested as the Ministry think fit, and paid to 
applicants after about twenty years* waiting ! ** He smiled 
sardonically. “ The gain to ourselves would be incalculable ; 
new wealth, new schcm,es, new openings for commerce and 
speculation in every way ! And pow the King sets himself up 
^as an obstacle to progress 1 If he were fond of money, we 
could explain the whole big combine, and offer him a share ; — 
but w’ith a character such as‘ he possesses, I doubt if it would 
work ! With some monarchs whom I could nair.e, it would be 
perfectly easy. And yet, — for the three years he has been on 
the throne, he has been passive enough, — asking no questions, 
— signing such documents as he has been told to sign, — 
uttering such speeches as have been written, for him, — ^and I 
was never more shocked and taken aback in my life than 
, yesterday morning, when he declared he had decided to' think 
and act fnr himself ! Siinply preposterous ! An ordinary man 
, presumes to think and act for himself is alwaj^ a danger 



THE KING’S VETO 


209 


to the cominuhity--but a kir^ ! "uood Heaye^ stould ’ 
have the old feudal system back again.” ' V , 

He sipped his coffee leisfrely, and opened a few ..letters 
there were none of very pressing importance. He was just^i 
about ^0 glance through the morning’s newspaper, when his| 
man-sefvant entered bearing a note nferked ‘Private andj; 
Immediate.’ He recognised the handwriting of Dafidl 
Jost. . * 

“Anyoae waiting for an answer?” he enquired. h 

“ No, Excellency.” 

The man retired. The Marquis broke the large splotchy 
seal bearing the coat-of-arifis which Jost affected, but to which, 
he had no more right than 'the man in the moon, and read 
what seemed to him more inexplicable than the most . 


confusing conundrum ever invented. 




‘My Dear Marquis, — I received your confidential,; 
messenger last night, and- explained the entire situation. Hp . 
left for Moscow this morning, but will warn us of any further ? 
developments. Sorry matters look so grave for you. Should : 
like a few minutes’ private chat when you can spare the time.— 
Yours truly, , David Jost.” 7 


• . *'• 

Over and over again tl^ Maquis read this brief note, 

starhig at every word and utterly unable to understand its / 
meaning. * * 

“ What in the world is tfie fellow driving at ! ” he- ' 
exclaimed angrily — “ ‘ My messenger ’ ! ‘ Explained the"; 

entire situation ’ ! I'he devil ! ‘ Left for Moscow ’ ! Upon - 

my soul, this is maddening!” And he rang the bellv 
sharply. ^ 

“Who brought this note?” he aslTed, as his servant; 
entered. ^ ' 

' “Mr. Jost’s own man, Excellendy.” 

“ Has he gone ? ” * 

. “ Yes, •Excellency.” 
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“ Wait ! ” And sitting down he wrote hastily the following 
lines : ' 

“Dear Sir, — Your letter is inexplicable, I sent no 
' ' messenger to you last night. If you have any explana^tion to 
\ offer, I shall be disengaged and alone till 11.30 this nforning. 

: “Yours truly, — De Lutera.” 

Folding, sealing, and addressing this, he marked it ‘ Private * 

; and gave it to his man. 

V “ Take this yourself,” he said, “ and put it into Mr. Jost’s own 
/ hands. Trust no one to deliver it. Ask to see him personally, 

, and then give it to him. You understand ? ” 

/ “Yes, Excellenc);.” 

, His note thus despatched, the Marcjuis threw himself down 
in his arm-chair, and again read Jost’s mysterious com- 
mWication. ‘ 

“Whatever messenger has passed himself off as coming 
; from me, Jost must have been crazy to receive him without 
- credentials,” he said. “There must be a mistake some- 
" where!” 

' : A vague alarm troubled him ; he was not moved by 

' conscientious scruples, but tae idea that any of his secret 
, moves should be ‘explaihcd' to a stranger was, to say the 
y least of it, annoying, and net conducive to the tranquillity of 
"J/iis mind. A thousand awkward possibilities suggested them- 
selves at once to his brain, and as he carried a somewhat 
excitable disposition under his heavy and phlegmatic exterior, 
he fumed and fretted himself for the next half-hour into an 
impatience which only found vent in the prosaic and everyday 
, performance of dressing himself. Ah ! — if those who consider 
/a Prime Minister ^t 5 at and exalted, could only see him as 
he pulls on his trousers, *and fastens his shirf collar, what a 
^disillusion would be promptly effected ! Especially if, like the 
■JMarquis de Lutera, he happened to be over-stout, and difficult 
"^^0 clothe * This particular example of Premiership was an 
;?Wg^ly/man; his proud position could not ipake him 
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handsome, nor lend true dignity to his i^portment. Old 
Mother Nature has a way l)f marking her specimens, if we 
will learn to recognise the signs she sets on certain particular 
‘makes’ of man. The Marquis de Lutera was ‘made’ to 
be a itock-jobber, not a statesman. bent was towards 

the material gain and good of himself, more than 
advantage of his country. His r^soning was a slight 
variation of Falstaff’s logical misprisal of honour. He argued ; 
“ If I am* poor, then what is it to me that others are rich ? 
If I am neglected, what do I care that the people are 
prosperous? Let me but secure and keep those certain 
millions of money which shall ensure to me and my heritage 
a handsome endowment, not only for my life, but for all lives 
connected with mine which come after me.^ — and my ‘ patriot- 
ism ’ is satisfied ! 

He had just finished insinuatingjiimself by degrees into his 
morning coat, when his servant entered. 

“ Well ! ” he asked impatiently. 

“Mr. Jost is coming round at once, Excellency. He 
ordered his carriage directly he read your note.” • 

“ He sent nc answer ? ” 

“None, Excellency.” , 

“ When he arrives, show him into the library.” 

“ Yes, Excellency.^” 

The Marquis thereupon left hh sleeping apartment, and 
descended to the library hknself. The sun was streaming 
brilliantly into the room, and the -windows, thrown wide open, 
showed a cheerful display of lawm and flower-garden, filled 
with palms and other semi-tropical shrubs, for though the 
Premier’s house was in the centre of the fashionable quarter 
of the city, it had the advantage of extensive and well-shaded 
grounds. A law had been passed jn th# late King’s time 
against the felling of trees, it having been scientifically proved 
that trees in a* certain quantity, not only purify the air •from 
disease germs affecting |he human organisation, but also save 
the crops^ from many noxious insect-pests and {Jbisonous 
fungi. Having learned the lesson at last, that the Alniighty 
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may be trusted to know His own business, anr that trees 
are intended for wider purposA than mere umber, the 
regulations were strict concerning^ them. No cmi could fell 
a tree on his own ground without, first of all, making a 
statement at the National Office of Arboriculture as t 0 the 
calces for its removal; and only if these causes were%und 
l^i^sfactoryi could a stamped permission be obtained for 
I cutting it down or ‘lifting’ it to other ground. The result of 
% this sensible regulation was that in the hottest days of summer 
V' the city was kept cool and shady by the rich foliage branching 
“ 'out everywhere, and in some parts running into broad avenues 
5: and groves of great thickness and Leauty. The Marquis de 
<i Lutera’s garden had an additional charm in a beautiful alley 
of orange trees, and* the fragrance wafted into his room from 

V the delicious blossoms would have refreshed and charmed 
anyone less troubled, worrie(J and feverish, than he was at the 
time. But this mornii'g the very sunshine annoyed him ; — 

■ never a great lover of Nature, the trees and flowers forming 
the outlook on which his heavy eyes rested were almost an 
; affront. The tranquil beauty of an ever renewed and 
' renewing Nature is always particularly offensive to an uneasy 
'"conscience and an exhausted^mind. 

The sound of wheels grmding along the outer drive brought 
, a faint gleam of satisfaction on his brood Lig features, and he 
burned sharply round, as tfre door of the library was thrown 
. open to admit Jost, whose api:v‘arance, despite his jaunty 
manner, betokened evident confusion and alarm. 

“Good-morning, Mr. Jost!’' said the Manjuis stiffly, as his 
confidential man ushered in the visitor, — then when the 
servant had retired and closed the door, he added quickly — 
“ Now what does this mean ? ” 

^ Jost dropped into a cj;iair, and pulling out a handkerchief 
. . wiped the perspiration from his brow. ^ 

r “I^on’t know!" he sai^l helplessly; “I don’t know what 
i-'it mcan^l I have told you the trutl^! A man came to see 

V me^ late ^ast night, saying he was sent by you on urgent 
; Dui^ess. He said you wished me to explain the position we 
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lield, and :iic amount of the interests we had at stake, as 
there were ^rave discoveries pending, and complexities likely 
to e nsue. He gave his name — there is his card ! ” 

And with a semi-groan, |he threw down the bit of paste- ^ 
board in question. 

ThI Marquis snatched it up. * 

* Pasquin Leroy * ! I never heard the name in my 
be said hcrcely. “ Jost, you have Seen done ! You meaii|;! 
to tell me you wqjre such a fool as to trust an entire strangers! 
with the whole financial plah of campaign, and that you were:> 
credulous enough to believe that he came from me — me — 
De Lutera, — without any*credentials ? ” 'A} 

“ Credentials ! ” exclaimeti Jost ; “ Do you suppose I would 
havetfeccived him at all, had credentials .been lacking? Noti;^ 
1 1 He brought me the most sure and confidential sigq^J; 
of your trust that could be produced — your own signet- ' 
ring ! ” 

The Marquis staggered back, as though Jost^s words had 
been so many direct blows on the chest, — his countenance; 
turned a livid white. ^ ^ 

“ My signet-ring !” he repeated, — and almost unconsciously, i 
he looked at the hand from which the great jewel was missing,*;; 
“My signet!” — Then he forced a smile — “Jost, I repea^li 
you have been doue ! — doubly fool5d ! — no one could possibly; ' 
have obtained my signet, -^for sA this very moment it is on?" 
the'hand of the King ! ^ 1:|’ 

Jost rose slowly out of his chair, his eyes protruding out^v 
of his head, his jaw almost dropping in the extremity of his^-t 
amazement. 

“ The K ing I ” — he gasped “ The King ! ” 

“Yes, man, the King!'* repeated De Lutera impatiently,- 
“ Only yesterday morning his Majestf,^ having mislaid 
own ring for ttie moment, lx)rrowed mine just, before startingS'i 
on his pebting cruise^ How ]^ou stare! You hav® 
fooled ! — that is perfectly plain and evident 1 ” 5'. 

“The King!” repeated Jost stupidly — “Thci^^ the maii'J 
who caine to me last night ” He broke off, unable to find 
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any words for the expression of the thoughts which began to 
terrify him. ^ 

“Well! — the man who came td you last night,” echoed the 
Marquis, — “ He was not the Kingi I suppose, was he ? ” And 
he laughed derisively. ^ 

“ No — ^he was not ^he King,” said Jost slowly ; “ T kn8w him 
. well enough 1 But it might have been someone in the King^« 
service 1 For he knew, or said he knew, the King’s intentions 
in a certain matter affecting both you andi Carl Pdroussc, — 
and in a moie distant way, myself — and warned me of a 
coming change in the policy. Ah! — it is now your turn to 
stare, Marquis ! You had best be on your guard, for if the 
person who came to me last night was not your messenger, he 
was the King’s spy ^ And, in that case, we arc lost 1 ” , 

The Marquis paced the room with long uneven strides, — 
his mind was greatly agitated, but he had no wish to show 
his perturbation too 0 [>cnly to one whom he considered as 
a mere tool in his service. 

“I know,” went on Jost emphatically, “that the ring he 
jvore was yours ! I noticed it particularly while I was talking 
r to him. It would take a long time and exceptional skill to 
make any imitation of that sapphire. There is no doubt 
■, that it was your signet 1 ” 

The Premier halted suadenly in his ncrv,ous walk. 

“You told him the whole-scheme, you say ? ” 

“I did.” 

“ And his reply ? ” 

“Was, that the King had discovered it, and proposed 
insisting on an enquiry.” 

“ And then ? ” 

“ Wer ! Then he warned me to look out for myself, — as 
, anyone connected ^'ith Carl Pdrousse’s finfincial deal w'ould 
inevitably be ruined during the next few weeks'.” 

; , “ Who is going to work the min ? ” asked the .Marquis with 

; a sneer; “Do you not know that if the King dared to give 
; opinia’a on a national crisis, he would be dethroned? ” 

> r There are the People — ” began Jost. ^ 
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** The People ! Human emmets — born for crushing under 
the heel of power! A couple of ‘leaders’ in your paper, 
Jost, can guide the fool-mobjany way 1 ” 

“That depends!” said Jfost hesitatingly; “If what the 

fellow said last night be true ” 

“ItVs not true ! ” said the Premier OiJthoritatively. “ We I . , 
are going on in precisely the same course as origincSly : ,. 
arranged. Neither King nor People can interfere! Go ' > 
home, an^ write an article about love of country, Jost ! Your, , 
look in the humour for it ! ” 

The Jew’s expression was anything but amiable. 

“What is to be done aliout last night ?” he asked sullenly. 
“Nothing at present. I •am going to the Palace at two 
o’clocl^ — I shall see the King, and find out whether my 
signet is lost, stolen or strayed. Meanwhile, keep your own ^ 
counsel! If you have been betrayed into giving your con- 
fidence to a spy in the foreign sefvicc, as 1 imashne — (for the 
King has never employed a spy, and is not likely to do so), 
and he makes known his information, it can be officially 
denied. The official denial of a Government, Jost, like, 
charity, has before now covered a multitude of sins I ” * . 

An instinctive disinclination for further conversation brought ' 
the interview between them abruptly to a close, and Jost, full 
of a suspicious alargi, which he >vasfishamed to confess, drove ■ 
off to his nev.'spapcr ofiices.# Th% Prernit^r, meantime, though , 
haritssed by secret anxiety, managed to display his usual frigid ^ 
equanimity, when, after JosVs departure, nis private secretary'.;, 
arrived at the customary time, to transact under his orders -,/ 
the correspondence and business of the day. This secretary, \ 
Eugene Silvano by name, was a quiet self-contained young/,;:; 
man, highly ambitious, and keenly interested in the political// 
situation, and, though in the Premier’s »rvice, not altogether^;, 
of his way of tliinking. He called life Marquis’s attention now ' / 
to a letter that had missed careful reading on the previous ^ 
day. It was from the Vicar-Gen A'al of the Society of Jesus, , 
expressing surprise an(f indignation that the King should havfe 
ref^used the Society's request for such land as was required to 
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be devoted to religious and educational purposes, and begging 
that the Premier would exert his influence with the monarch 
to persuade him to withdraw or n;itigate his refusal. 

“I can do nothing;” said t‘'ie Marquis irritably, — “the 
lands they want belong to the Crown. The King can dispos^ 
of, them as he thinks, best.” 

^ The secretary set the letter aside. 

“ Shall I reply to tha^t effect ? ” he enquired. 

The Marcjuis nodded. 

' “I knovT,” said Silvano presently with a slight hesitation, “ that 
you never pay any attention to anonymous communications. 
Otherwise, there is one here which might merit consideration.” 

“What does it concern?” 

“A revolutionary meeting,” replied Silvano, “where it 
appears the woman, Lotys, is to speak.” 

The Premier shrugged his shoulders and smiled. “You 
must enlighten me! Who is the woman Lotys?” 

“Ah, that no one exactly knows!” replied the secretary. 

“A strange character, without doubt, but ” He paused 

and spoke more emphatically — “ She has power 1 ” 

* Lutera gave a gesture of irritation. 

“ Bah ! Over whom does she exercise it ? Over one man 
or many?” 

“ Over one half the population at least,” responded Silvano, 
quietly, turning over a few papers.without looking up. 

The Marquis stared at him, slightly amused. 

“Have you taken statistics of the lady’s followers,” he 
asked ; “ Are you one of them yourself? ” 

Silvano raised his eyes, — clear dark eyes, deep-set and 
steady in their glance. 

“ Were I so, I should not be here ; ” he replied — “ But I 
know how she speaics ; I know what she does ; and from a 
purely political point of View I think it unwise* to ignore her.” 

“\yhat is this anonymous communication you speak of?” 
’ asked the Premier, after a f)ause. 

“ Oh, ^t is brief enough,” answered Silvano unfolding a 
, paper, and he read aloud : * 
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"To the Marquis de Lutera, Premier. 

“ Satisfy yourself that those who meet on Saturday night 
where Lotys speaks, have alrJady decided on your downfall ! ” 

“Oracular!” said the Mafquis carelessly; — “To decide is . 
one thing — to fulfil the decision is another! Lotys, whoever 
she may be, can preach to her heart’s content, for all T car8! 

I am rather surprised, Silvano, that a man of your penetration , 
and intelligence shquld attacli any importance to revolutionary ,, 
meetings, which arc always going on more or less in every city 
under the sun. Why, it was but tlie other day, the police 
were sent to disjjerse a cpowd which had gathered round the 
fanatic, Sergius 'i'hord; only the people had sufficient sense 
to disperse tliemselves. A street-preacher or woman ranter 
is like a cheap-jack or a dispenser of quack medicines; — the 
mob gathers to such persons out of curiosity, not conviction.” ' 

The secretary made no reply, and went on with other matters 
awaiting his attention. 

At a few minutes before tvro o’clock the Marquis entered 
his carriage, and was driven to the Palace. There he learned ; 
that the King was receiving, more or less unofficially, certain 
foreign ambassadors and noblemen of repute in the Throne- . 
room. A fine band was phayin^ military music in the great : 
open quadrangle in, front of the Pafeice, where pillars of rose- 
marble, straight as the stenw of pine-trees, held up fabulous ; v 
heraldic grirtins, clasping between their paws the country’s shield, 

Flags were flying, — fountains flashing, gay costumes gleamed , 

here and there, and the atmosphere was lull of brilliancy and ^ 

gaiety, yet the Marquis, on his way to the audience-chamber, i'#;' 

was rendered uncomfortably aware of one of those mysterious 
impressions which are sometimes conveyed to us, we knowv^^ 
not how, but which tend to prepare us f(y surprise and dis-"??^' 
appointment. Some extra fibre of s€?i^isitivcness in his nervous^ 
organisation yas acutely touched, for he actually fancied he l 
saw slighting and indifferent looks on the faces of the various '■ 
flunkeys and retainers who bowed him along lht\ different 
passages,* or ushered him up the state stairway, when — ^as a ^ 
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matter of fact, — all was precisely the same as usual, and it 
, was only his own conscience that gave imaginary hints of 
. change. Arrived at the ante-cha nber to the Throne-room, he 
was surprised to find Prince Hum (ihry there, talking animatedly 
' to the King's physician, Professo^* Von Glauben. The, Prince 
seemed unusually eicited ; his face was flushed, and ftis eyes 
extraordinarily brilliant, and as he saw the Premier, he came 
forward, extending his hand, and almost preventing Lutera's 
profound bow and deferential salutation. 

“Have you business with the King, Marquis?” enquired 
the young man with a light laugh. “ If you have, you must 
do as I am doing, — wait his Majesty's pleasure ! '' 

The Premier lifted his eyebro'ws, smiled deprecatingly, and 
murmuring something about pressure of State affairsr shook 
hands with Von Glauben, whose countenance, as usual, pre- 
sented an impenetrable mask to his thoughts. 

“ It is rather a new experience for me,” continued the Prince, 
“to be treated as a kind of petitioner on the King's favour, 
and kept in attendance, — but no matter! — novelty is always 
^pleasing! I have been cooling my heels here for more than 
an hour. Von Glauben, too, has been waiting ; — contrary to 
custom, he has not even been permitted to enquire after his 
Majesty’s health this morning ! ” 

Lutera maintained hi^ former expression of polite surprise, 
but said nothing. Instincif warned him to be sparing of words 
lest he should betray his own private anxiety. * 

The Prince went on carelessly. 

“Majesty takes humours like other men, and must, more 
than other men, I suppose, be humoured ! Yet there is to 
my mind something unnatural in a system which causes 
several human beings to be dependent on another's caprice ! ” 
“You will not§s!iy so. Sir, when you yourself are King,” 
observed the Marquis. * • 

“ Long distant be the day ! ” returned the Prijjce. “ Indeed, 
I hope it may never be ! i would rathgr be the simplest peasant 
^ ploughiiTg the fields, and happy in my own way, than suffer the 
‘ oenalties and pains surrounding the possession of a Throne i ” 
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“Only,” put in Von Glauben sententiously, “you would 
have to take into consideration, Sir, whether the peasant 
ploughing the fields is happi in his own way. I have made ' 
‘the peasant ploughing the Jelds* a special form of study, — ! 
and I kive always found iiimpi remarkably discontented, often 
ill-fed— ^nd therefore unhealthy individual ^ * 

“ We are all discontented, if it comcj to that ! ” said Prince . 
Humphry with a light laugh, — “ ICxcept myself ! I am 
perfectly contented i” 

“ You have reason to be, Sir,” said Lutera, bowing low. 

“ You are quite right, Marquis I — I have ! More reason 
than perhaps you are a\varc*of ! ” 

His eyes lightened and flashed ; he looked unusually hand- 
some, aid the l’reniier\s shifty glance reskjd on him for a 
moment with a certain curiosity. But he had not been 
accustomed to pay very much attention to the words or actions 
of the Heir- Apparent, considering him to be a very ‘ordinary* 
young man, witliout either the brilliancy or the ambition which 
should mark him out as worthy of his exalted station. And 
before any further conversation could take place, Sir Roger ^ 
de Launay enteied the room and announced to the Marquis 
that the King was ready to receive him. Prinai Humphry 
turniiig sharply round, faced the eciucny. 

“I am still tc» wait?” he enquired, with a slight touch of 
hauteur. • • 

Sir^Roger bowed rcspectfuHy. 

“Your instant desire to see the. King, your father, Sir, was 
communicated to his Majesty at once,” he replied. “ The 
present delay is by his Majesty’s own orders. I much 
regret ” 

“ Regret nothing, my dear Sir Roger,” he said. “ My ' 
patience does not jeasily tire ! Marquis, f Irust 3'our business ' 
will not take lon^P ” 

“I shall endeavour to make it ^ brief as possible, -Sir,** ' 
replied the Premier defejentially as he withdrew. ^ 

It was with a certain uneasiness, however, in his mind that ' 
he followed Sir Roger to the Throne-room. There was no-. 
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possibility of||||||||||kanging so much as a word with the equerry ; 
besides, De Laurfe,y was not a talking man. Passing between 
the lines of attendants, pages, fcrds-in-waiting and others, he 
was conscious of a certain loss Ipf his usual self-possession as 
he found himself at last in the ^ presence of the King, — who, 
attired in brilliant^ uniform, was conversing gracidasly and 
lamiliarly with a sejcct group of distinguished individuals 
whose costumes betokened them as envoys or visitors from 
foreign courts in the diplomatic service. Perceiving the 
Premier, however, he paused in his conversation, and standing 
quite still awaited his approach. Then he extended his hand, 
with his usual kindly condescension. Instinctively Lutera’s 
eyes searched that hand, with tne expression of a guilty soul 
searching for a witness to its innocence. There sfeone the 
great sapphire — his own signet — and to his excited fancy its 
blue glimmer emitted a witch-like glow of menace. Meanwhile 
the King was sjKiaking. 

“ You are just a few minutes late, Marquis I he said ; “ Had 
you come a little earlier, you would have met M. P^rousse, 
, who has matters of import to discuss with you.” Here he 
moved aside from those immediately in hearing. “It is 
perhaps as well you sliould know I have ‘vetoed* his war 
propositions. It w^ill rest now \rilh you, to call a Council 
to-morrow, — the next day, — or, — when you please ! ** 

Completely taken ab?^':k, the Premier was silent for a 
moment, biting his lips to keep down the torrent of rage and 
disappointment that threatened to break out in violent and 
unguarded speech. 

“ Sir ! Your Majesty ! Pardon me, but surely you cannot 
fail to understand that in a Constitution like ours, the course 
decided upon by Ministers cannot be vetoed by the King ? ** 

The monarch ^itiiled gravely. 

“‘Cannot * is a weak* word, Marquis ! I do not include it 
in my vocabulary ! I fully grant you that a pjan of campaign 
decided upon by Ministers as you s?jiy, has not been ‘vetoed* 
by a reigning sovereign for at least a couple of centuries, — and 
custom has naturally fallen into desuetude^ — buf if it should 
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be found at any time, — (I do not say it Ms Ji:^i^{onnd) that 
Ministers are engaged in a seriously mistaken policy, and are 
being misled by the doubtful iropositions of private financial 
speculators, so much as to coimider their own advantage more 
importaiat and valuable than|the prosperity of a country or;, 
the good of a people, — then a king who •docs not veto th^ 
same is a worse criminal than those hg, tacitly supports and 
encourages ! ” 

Lutera turned a tdeadly white, — his eyes fell before the 
clear, straight ga/.e of his Sovereign, — but he said not a word. 

‘‘A king’s ‘veto’ has before now brought about a king*s 
dethronement,’^ went on ihS monarch ; “ Should it do so in 
my case, I shall not greatly care,-- but if things trend that way, 

I shall kiy my thoughts openly before the*P(‘ople for their 
judgment. They seldom or never hear the Sovereign vrhom 
they pay to keep, speak to them on^ a matter gravely affecting 
their national destinies, — but they shall hear me , — if necessary ! ” 

The Marquis moistened his dry lips, and essayed to pro- 
nounce a few words. 

** Your Majesty will run considerable risk ” 

“ Of being judged as something more than a mere dummy," . 
said the King — Or a fool set on a throne to be fooled I 
True ! Bur. the risk can only involve life,— and life is immaterial 
when weighed in th6? balance against Honour. By the way, 
Marquis, pernat me to rcturif to y^u this valuable gem”; — 
Here drawing off the Premier’s sapphire signet, he handed it 
to him — '‘Almost I envy it 1 It is a fine stone ! — and worthy 
of its high service ! ” 

“Your Majesty has increased its value by wearing it,” said 
Lutera, recovering a little of his strayed cqtfanimity in his 
determination to probe to the bottom of the mystery which 
perplexed his mind# “ May I ask • 

“ Anything in *reason, my dear Marquis,” returned the King^ 
lightly, and smiling as he spoke. “A thousand questions if: 
you like I” f 

“One will suffice,” answered the Premier. “I •had an 
unpleasant dream last night about this very ring ^ 



you dream that I had 


■Sap?»*ws<a-M mrmv to IV rl ^ 

E:» - j >« Wfc a fandiy atr, and Lutera 

fined courage to look boldly ujand straight into his eyes. 

“1 did not dream that you hid lost it, Sir,” he answered — 
: . “but that it had bijen stolen from your hand, and used by a 
, spy for unlawful purposes ! ” 

; A strange expression crossed the King's face, — a look of 
inward illumination; he smiled, but there was a quiver of 
’ strong feeling under the smile. Advancing a step, he laid 
his hand with a light, half-w^arning pressure on the Premier's 
shoulder. *' 

“Dreams always go by contfaries, Marquis!” he said; — 
“ I assure you, on my honour as a king and a gcj^tleman, 
that from the moment you lent it to me, till now, — when I 


.V return it to you , — that ring has never left my finger 
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T he Royal ‘at home’ was hoon over. Many of those 
who had the felicity of breathing in the King’s presence 
that afternoon remarked up6n his Majesly’s evident good 
health and high spirits, while others as fret‘!.y commented on 
the iinapproachableness and irritability of the Marciuis de 
Lutera. Sir Walter Langton, the great English traveller, who 
was taking his leave of the Sovereign that day, being bound 
on an expedition to the innermost recesses of Africa, was 
not altogether agreeably impressed by the Premier, whom he 
met on this occasion for the first and only lime. They had 
begun their actpiaintance by talking generalities, — but drifted 
by degrees into the dangerous circle of politics, and were 
skirting round the edge of various critical ciueslions of the 
day, when the Marques said abruptly: 

“ An autocracy would not* flour^h in your country, I 
presume, Sir Walter? The British people have been too 
long accustomed to sing that they ‘ never, never will be slaves.’ 
Your Government is really more or less of a Republic.” , 

“ All Governments are so in these days, I imagine,” replied 
Langton. “Autocracy on the part of a monarch is nowhere 
endured, save in Russia, — and what is Russi^? A huge 
volcano, sinouldering^with fire, and ever threatening to break 
out in flame and fjngulf the 'Phronc ! Monarch s were not 
always wisdom personified in olden times, — and I venture 
to consider them nowadayj less wise and more careless than 
ever. Only a return to almost barbaric ignorance and 'super- 
stition would tolerate any complete monarchical authority , in 

22a ^ 
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these present times of progress. It is only the long serfdom 

4 of^ Russia that hinders the triumph of Liberty there, as 
elsewhere.” 

The Marquis listened eagerly, ind with evident s^itisfaction. 
agree with you!” he saicc “You consider, tl^n, that 
'^^n no country, unfder any circumstances, could the people 
hie expected to obeyv^^their monarch blindly?” 

' “ Certainly not ! Even Rome, with its visible spiritual Head 
and Sovereign, has no real power. It imagines it has ; but 
let it make any decided step to ensnare the liberties of the 
people at large, and the result will be somewhat astonishing ! 
Personally — ” and he smiled gravfcly — I have often thought 
that my own country would be very much benefited by a 
couple of years’ * existence under an autocrat — an »autocrat 
like Cromwell, for example. A man strong and fierce, 
intelligent and candid, — who would expose shams and de- 
stroy abuses, — who would* have no mercy on either religious, 
,, social, or political fraud, and who would perform the part of 
, the necessary hard broom for sweeping the National house, 
f But, unfortunately, we have no such man. You have, — in your 
Sergius Thord ! ” 

The Premier heard this name with unconcealed amazement 

“Sergius Thord 1 Why ‘he is a mere fanatic ” 

' “ Pardon me ! ” interrupted Sir Waltei> — “so was Cromwell!” 

“ But, my dear sir ! ” rafnonsttated the Marquis smilingly, — 
“Is it possible that you really consider Sergius ThoH any 
.sort of an influence in this country? If you do, I assure 
you you are greatly mistaken ! ” 

“I think not,” responded Sir Walter quietly; “With every 
respect for you. Marquis, I believe I am not mistaken 1 Books 
written by Sergius Thord are circulating in their thousands 
all over the^orl^— his .peeches are repprted not only here, 
but in journals which probably you never'^hear of, in far-off 
; . countries, — in short, n is propaganda is simply^enormous. He 

5 is a kind of new Rousseau, without, so far as I can learn, — 
Rouss^u’s private vices. He is a man I much wished to 

-see during my stay here, but I have not had the*opportoity 
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of finding him out. He is an undoubted genius, — but I 
need not remind you, Marquis, that a man is never a prophet 
in his own country! The world^s * celebrity’ is always eyed 
with more- or less suspicionias a strange sort of rogue or . 
vagabond in his own native Itown or village!” 

At tlAt moment, the King,lhaving concyided a conversation^ 
with certain of his guests, who were thereupon leaving th^ 
Throne-room, approached them. H(/ had not spoken a 
word to the Premier since returning him his signet-ring, but 
now he said : 

Marepdis, I was almost forgetting a special request I 
have to make of you ! ” . 

. “A request from you is command, Sir!” replied LuteraN^ 
with hypocritical deference and something nf a covert sneer, 1 
which aid not escape the (juick observation of Sir Walter 
Langton. 

“In certain cases it should be so,” returned the King 
tranquilly; “And in this you will probably make it so 1 I 
have received a volume of poems by one Paul Zouche. 
His genius appears to me descTving of encouragement. A 
grant of a hundred golden pieces a yc'ar will not be too * 
much for his hundred best poems. Will you see to this?” 

The Marquis bowed. • 

“I have never hea*d of the man*in question,” he replied 
hesitatingly. , ^ 

“ Brobably not,*' returned the King smiling ; — “ How often 
do Premiers read poetry, or •notice poet^-. ? Scarcely ever, if 
we may credit history ! But in this case ” 

“ I will make • myself immediately acf]uainted with Paul , 
Zouche, and inform him of your Majesty’s gracious intention,” . 
the Marquis hastened to say. 

“It is quite possible he may refuse grant,” continued, , 
the King ; “ Soupetimes — though seldom — poets arc prouder 
than Prime Ministers!”^ * 

With a brief nod of dismissal he? turned away, inviting Sir 
Walter langton to accompany him, and there was^ nothing 
more foi Ihe Marquis to do, save to return even as he had 
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come, with two pieces of information puzzling his brain,—’ 
one, that the King^s ‘veto’ had stopped a declaration of 
war, — unless, — which was a very remote contingency, — he 
and his party could persuade fhe people to go against the 
King, — the other, that some cU»ver spy, with the assistance ^ 
of a fraudulent imitation of H.s signet - ring, had Aecome 
a^vare of the financial interests involved in a private specula- 
tion depending on the intended war, which included himself, 
Carl Perousse, and two or three other members of the Ministry. 
And, out of these two facts might possibly arise a whole 
train of misfortune, ruin and disgrace to those concerned. 

It was considerably past three o’clock in the afternoon 
when the King, retiring to his -own private cabinet, desired 
Sir Roger de Launay to inform Prince Humphry that he 
was now prepared to receive him. Sir Roger hesitated a 
moment before going to fulfil the command. The King 
looked at him with an indulgent smile. 

“Things are moving too quickly, you think, Roger?” he 
queried. “ Upon my soul, I am beginning to find a new zest 
in life ! I feel some twenty years younger since I saw the 
face of the beautiful Gloria yesterday ! We must promote her 
sailor husband, and bring his pearl of the sea to our Court ! ” 

“ It was on this very subject, Sir, that Von Glauben wished 
to see your Majesty the first thing this morning,” said Sir 
Roger; — “But you refused him so early an audience. Yet 
you will remember that yesterday you told him you wished for 
an explanation of his acquaintance with this girl. Pie was 
ready and prepared to give it, but was prevented, — not only by 
your refusal to see him, — but also by the Prince.” 

Drawing up a chair to the open window, the King seated 
himself deliberately, and lit a cigar. 

“ Presumably tha Prince knows more than the Professor ! ” 
he said calmly; “We will hear both, and .give Royalty the 
precedence ! Tell Prince Humphfjul am waiting for him.” 

Sir Roger withdrew, and in another two of three minutes 
returned;, throwing open the door and ushering in the Prince^ 
who entered with a quick step, and brief, some^7hat haughty 
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salutation. Puffing leisurely at his cigar, the King glanced 
his son up and down smilingly, but said ijot a word. The 
Prince stood waiting for his father to speak, till at last, growing 
impatient and waiving cerenpny, he began. 

“I came, Sir, to spare w^on Glauben your reproaches, — 
which^he does not merit, i You accused him yesterday, he 
tells me, of betraying your trust ; he has Neither betrayed 
trust nor mine ! I alone am to blame #n this matter ! ’’ 

“ In what matter ?'’ enquired the King quietly. 

Prince* Humpl^y coloured deeply, and then grew pale. / 
Theie was a ray of defiance in the light of his fine eyes, but 
the tumult within his soul showed itself only in an added 
composure of his features.* 

“You wish me to sjieaiJ plainly, T suppose,” he said; — 
“thoiJgh you know already wliat I mean. •! repeat, — I, and I 

alone, am to blame, — for for anything that seemed strange 

to you yesterday, when you met Von Glauben at The Islands.*' 
The King’s serious face lightened with a gleam of laughter. 

“ Nothing seemed very strange to me, Humphry,” he said, 
“except the one fact that I found Von Glauben, — whom I 
supposed to be studying scientific proljlcms, — engaged ia ' 
studying a woman instead ! A very beautiful woman, too, who 
ought to be something better than a sailor’s wife. And I do , > ' 
not understand, as yc^t, what he has to do with her, unless — " 
Here he paused and went on more slowly — “ Unless he is, as , 

I syspecl, acting for you in sorrfb way, and trying to tempt 
the fair creature wdth the prospect of a prince’s admiration 
while the sailor husband is out of the way ! Remember, I ; ‘ 
know nothing — I merely hazard a guess. You are an habitud 
of The Islands ; — though I learned, on enquiry of the intd'est- 
ing old gentleman who was good enough to be my host, R^nd'w 
Roasard, that nobody had ever seen you theie. They hadf . 
only seen your yacht constantly criii.sing ^jout the bay. This / 
struck me as curious, must confess. Some of your men \ 
were w^ell Imown, — iferticularly .one, — the husband of the,;, 
pretty girl I saw. Her name, it seems, is Gloria, — and I must 
admit that it entirely suits her. I can hardly ima{;ine that if 
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you have visited The Islands as often as yt u seem to have 
done, you can have escaped seeing her. She is too beautiful 
to remain unknown to you — particularly if her 
- is, as they tell me, in your service. I asked her to give 
:vine his name, but she refused it fcoint-blank. I do not wish 
^;to accuse you of an amour, wh|ch you are perhaps^ quite 
;Ji;-h'^ocent of— but certain things taken in their conjunction 
;jlook suspicious, — and^I would remind you that honour in 
i /princes, — as in all men, — should come before self-indulgence.” 
“I entirely agree with you, Sir!” said •the Prince, com- 
posedly; “And in the present case honour has been my first 
thought, as it will be my last. Gloria is my wife ! ” 

“ Your wife ! ” The King rose, Jiis tall figure looking taller, 
his eyes sparkling with anger from under their deep-set brows. 

“Your wife! Are you mad, Humphry! You! the Heir- 

Apparent to the Throne ! You have married her 1 ” 

“I have!” replied the P,rince, and the words now came 
coursing rapidly from his lips in his excitement — “ I love her ! 
I. love her with all my heart and soul! — and I have given 
her the only shield and safeguard love in this world can give ! 
S have married her in my own name — the name of our family, 
— which neither she nor any of the humble folk out yonder 
have ever heard — but she is jyedded to me as fast^as Church 
and Law can make it, — an^d there is only one wrong connected 
with my vows to her — she does not know who I am. I have 
deceived her there, — but in' nothing else. Had I told h^r of 
my rank, she would never have married me. But now she is 
mine, — and for her sake I am willing to resign all pretension 
to t^e Throne in favour of my brother Rupert. Let it be so, 
I implore you ! Let me live my own life of love and liberty 
in my own way ! ” 

Rigid as a statue J;he King stood, — his lips were set hard 
and his eyes lowerea. Long-buried thoughts^ rose up from the 
innermost recesses of his being, and pushed upon his brain in 
a deluge of remembrance and regret. ',t What ! — after all these 
years, had the ghost of his first Idve, the little self-slain 
maiden of*his boyhood’s dream, risen to avenge her^lf in the 
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life of his son ? The strangeness of the comparison between 
himself as he was now, and the eager passionate youth he was 
then, smote him with a sense of sharp pain. Away in those 
far-off days he had believjd in love as the chief glory 
existefice; he had considdred it as t^ poets would hav^ 
us consider it, — a saving, binding, hohJing and immortal 
fluence, which leads to all pure and holy things, even unto God 
Himself, the Highest and Holiest of all. When he lost that 
belief, how great was his loss ! — when he ceased to experience 
that pure idealistic emotion, how bitter became the moitbtony 
of living! Rapidly the stream of memory swept over his 
innermost soul and shook his nerves, and it was only through 
a strong effort of self-repression that at last, lifting up his eyes 
he fixed them on the flushed face of his son, and said in 
measured tones. 

“ This is a very unexpected and* very unhappy confession of 
yours, Humphry ! You have acted most unwisely ! — you have 
been disloyal to me, who am not only your father, but your 
King ! You have proved yourself unworthy of the nation 
trust, — and you have deceived, more cruelly than you think, 
an innocent and too-confiding girl. 1 shall not dispute the 
legality of your marriage ; — that wfiuld not be worth my while. 
You have no doubt taken every step to make it as binding 
as possible; — however, that# is bi^t a trifling matter in your 
case.* You know that such a marriage is, and can only be 
morganatic; — and as the immediate consequence of your 
amazing folly, a suitable Royal 'alliance must be arranged 
for you at once. The nuptials can be celebrated with the 
attainment of your majority next year.” 

He spoke < oldly and calmly, but his heart was beating ; 
with mingled wrath and pain, and even*%hile he thus pro- 
nounced her doam* the exquisite face of Gloria floated before - 
him like the vision of a yJrfect innocence ruined and betrayed. 
He realised fliat he possibly had* an unusual character to 
reckon with in her, — and he had lately become fully aware 
that there*was as much determination and latent force in the 
disposition of his son, as in the mother who had given him 
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. birth. Pale and composed, the young Prince heard him in 
,, absolute silence, and when he had finished, still waited a 
’ . moment, lest any further word should fall from the lips of 
his parent and Sovereign. Then hi spoke in quite as measured, 
and tranquil a m^inner as the ^ing had done. 

“ I need not remind, you, Sir, that the days of tyranny are 
- over. You cannot force me into bigamy against my will ! ” 

His father uttered a quick oath. 

“ Bigamy ! Who talks of bigamy ? ” 

“You do. Sir ! I have married a beautiful and innocent 
‘ woman, — she is my lawful wife in the sight of God and man ; 
yet you coolly propose to give me a second wife under the 
* morganatic ’ law, \^ich, as I view it, is merely a Royal f xcuse 
for bigamy ! Now I have no wish to excuse myself for 
marr)nng Gloria, — I consider she has honoured me far more 
than 1 have honoured her. ^ She has given me all her youth, 
her life, her love, her beauty and her trust, and whatever I 
, am worth in this world shall be hers and hers only. I am 
^uite prepared” — and he smiled somewhat sarcastically, — “to 
make it a test case, and appeal to the law of the realm. If 
that law tolerates a crime in princes, w^hich it would punish 
in commoners, then I shall alsk the People to judge me ! ” 

“ Indeed ! ” And the •King surveyed biin with a touch of 
ironical amusement and vague admiration for his audacity. 

- “And suppose the People fail to appreciate the romance of 
the situation ? ” 

“Then I shall resign my nationality;” said the young man 
coolly; “Because a country that legalises a wrong done to 
the innocent, is not worth belonging to! Concerning the 
Throne, — as I told you before — I am ready to abandon it at 
once. I would ratler lose all the kingdoms of the world than 
lose Gloria 1 ” 

' There was a pause, during whiciiuhe Kin^ took two or 
three slow paces up and 3own the rc^Dm. At last he turned 
* ‘ ana faced his son ; his eyes were softer — his look more 
; kindly. , • 

" “You are very much in love just now, Humphry]” he 
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said; “And I do not wish to be too harcj on you in this 
matter, for there can be no question as to the extraordinary 
beauty of the girl you call your wife ” 

“The girl who is my wife,” -interrupted the Prince decisively. 

“Veny well; so let it be|” said his father calmly; “The ‘ 
girl who is your wife — for the* present ! 1/will give you time--piii^ 
plenty of time — to consider the position 4-easonably I ” 

“ I have already considered it,” he declared. 

“No doubt 1 ¥ou think you have considered it. But if 
you do not want to meditate any further upon your marriage 
problem, you must allow me the leisure to do so, as one who 
has seen more of life than you, — as one who takes things ' 
philosophically — and also — as one who was young — once; — 
who lo^ed — once ; — and who had his owi> private dreams of 
happiness — once ! ” He rested a hand on his son’s shoulder, 
and looked him full and fairly in the eyes. “ Let me advise 
you, Humphry, to go abroad! Travel round the world for a 
year 1 ” 

The Prince was silent, — but his eyes did not flinch from ^ 
his father’s steady gaze. He seemed to be thinking rapidly > 
but his thoughts were not betrayed by any movement or 
expression that could denote amciety. He was alert, calm, 
and perfectly self-possessed. 

“I have no objection,” he said *at last; “A year is soon ; 
past j ” * • * 

“It is,” agreed the King, with a sense of relief at his ready 
assent ; “ But by the end of that time ” >: 

“Things will be precisely as they are now,” said the Prince 
tranquilly; “Gloria will still be my wife, and I shall still be 
her husband ! ” 

The King gave a gesture of annoyance, [f\ 

“Whatever th& result,” he said, “she cannot, and wUI-av 
not be Crown Princess !”.» 

“ She will •not envy| that destiny in my brother Rupert's ' . 
wife,” said Prince Humphry quietly ; “ Nor shall I envy my ‘ 
brother Rupert ! ” 

“You tdk like a fool, Humphry!” said the King im-. 
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patiently; “You cannot resign your Heir-Apparency to the 
Throne, without giving a reason ; — and so making known 
; "your marriage.*' 

“ That is precisely what I wish to do,” returned the ycjung 
' man. “ I have no intention ofUeeping my marriage secret. 

am proud of it ! Gloria is mine — the joy of n.y soul — the 
, very pulse of my lifuJ ^Vhy should I hide my heart’s light 
under a cloud ? ” 

His voice vibrated with tender feelmg, — his handsome 
features were softened into finer beauty by the passion which 
invigorated him, and his father looking at him, thought for 
a moment that so might the y6ung gods of the fabled 
Parnassus have appeared in the height of their symbolic 
power and charmr His own eyes grew melancholy; as he 
studied this vigorous incarnation of ardent love and passionate 
“ resolve ; and a slight sigh escaped him unconsciously. 

“ You forget ! ” he said slowly, “ you have, up to the present 
^ . deceived the girl. She does not know who you are. When 
she hears that you have played a part, — that you are no sailor 
, ^in the service of the Crown Prince, as you have apparently 
represented yourself to be, but the Crown Prince himself, 
what will she say to you ? Perhaps she will hate you for 
the deception, as much as she now loves you ! ” 

A shadow darkened thS young Prince/sF open countenance, 
but it soon passed away. « ** 

“ She will never hate me ! ” he; said, — “ For when I do tell 
, her the truth, it will be when, I have resigned all the ridiculous 

pomp and circumstance of my position for her sake ” 

“ Perhaps she will not let you resign it I ” said the King ; 
, “ She may be as unselfish as she is beautiful ! ” 

There was a slight, very slight note of derision in his 
Vflroice, and the PrinCe caught it up at once, t 

“You wrong yourself, Sir, more ,^an you' wrong my wife 
; by any lurking misjudgmept of her,^e said, with singularly 
:/'inasterful and expressive dignity. *^As her husband, and 
the guardian of her honour, I also claim her obedience. What 
,/iI^desire is her law ! ” \ 
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The King laughed a little forcedly. 

“Evidently you have found die** miracle of the ages, 
Humphry!” he said; “A woman who obeys her master! 
Well ! Let us talk no more of it. You have been guilty - 
of an ^gregious folly, — but nothing can make your marriage - 
otherwise than morganatic. • And wheiythe State conside^^ 
a Royal alliance for you advisable, yoiX will be compelled to , 
obey the country’s wdsh, — or else resign the Throne.” 

“ I shall? obey the country’s wish most decidedly,” said the 
Prince, “ unless it asks me to commit bigamy, — as you suggest, 

— in which case I shall decline ! Three or four Royal sinners 
of this class I know of, Vhc for all their pains have not 
succeeded in winning the Attachment of their people, either 
for themselves or their heirs. Their peoj^Je know what they 
are, well enough, and despise their fraudulent position as . 
heartily as I do 1 I am perfectly convinced that if it were 
put to the vote of the country, no* people in the world would 
wish their future monarch to be a bigamist ! ” 

“ How you stick to a word and a phrase I ” exclaimed the ^ 
King irritably; “The morganatic rule does away with the^ , 
very idea of bigamy ! ” 

“ How do you prove it, Sir ? ” queried the Prince. “ Bigamy ^ ' 
is the act of contracting a second marriage while the first 
partner is alive. It^s punished sevefely in commoners ; — why 
should Royalty escape ? ” • • \ i 

Tfie King began to laugl^. This boy was developing ‘ dis- • 
cursive philosophies ’ such as his own old tutor had abhorred. , 

“Upon my life, I do not know, Humphry!” he declared; 
“You must ask the departed shades of those who made them- / 
selves responsible for kingship in the first place. Personally, 

I do not come under the law. I have^unly married once , ': 
myself!” . 

His son loolftd full at jhini; — and the intensity of that look ' 
affected and *insteadiec’ his usual calm nerves. But he was ^ 
not one to shirk an unpieasant suggestion. 

“You would say, Humphry, if your filial respect permitted 
you, that my one marriage has been amplified in various other 
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ways. Perfectly .true! When women lie down and ask you 
to walk over them, you do it if you are a man and a king ! 
/ f When, on the contrary, women show you that they do not care 
• whether you are Royal or the reverse, and despise you piore 
. than admire you, you run after them for all you are^^worth ! 
least I do ! I always have done so. And, to a certain 
extent, it has been am^asing. But the limit is reached. I am 
growing old ! ” Here he took up the cigar he had thrown aside 
- when his son had first startled him by the announcement of his 
t; marriage, and relighting it, began to smoke peaceably. “ I am, 

' as I say, growing old. I have never found what is called love. 

. You have — or think you have I Enjoy your dream, Humphry 
— but — take my advice and go abroad 1 See whether travel 
does not work a change in you or, — in her ! ” He paused a 
moment, and while the Prince still regarded him fixedly, added ; 
“ Will you tell the Queen ? ” 

, will leave you to tell her, Sir, with your permission;” 

, replied the Prince ; “ I cannot expect her sympathy.” 

. “Von Glauben, then, is the only person you have trusted 
. ^ with your confidence ? ” 

“Von Glauben was no party to my marriage, Sir. I was 
married fully three months jbefore I told him. He was greatly 
vexed and troubled, — but when he saw Gloria, he was glad.” 

“ Glad ! ” echoed the feeing ; “ For whal reason, pray ? ” 

“I am afraid. Sir,” said^che young man with a smile^ “his 
\ gladness was but a part of his science ! He said it w^as better 
for a prince to wed a healthy and beautiful commoner, than 
the daughter of a hundred scrofulous kings ! ” 

With a movement of intense indignation, the monarch 
; sprang up from the chair in which he had just seated himself. 

' “Now, by Heargn!” he exclaimed; “Von Glauben goes 
too far ! He shan suffer for this ! ” t 

“Why?” queried the Prince caMy ; “You know that what 
he says is perfectly true. True? p^hy, there is scarcely a 
Royal house in the world save our own, without its hereditary 
curse of ’disease or insanity. We pay more attention to the 
iibl^^ding of horses than the breeding of kings 1 ”, * , . 
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The plain candour and veracity of the statement, left no 
room for denial. 

“You have seen Gloria,” went on the Prince; “You know 
she is the most beautiful creature your eyes ever rested upon ! 
Von GlSuben told me you \jere stricken dumb, and almost 
stupefied at sight of her ” / 

“ Damn Von Glauben I ” said the Kin^ 

His son smiled ever so slightly, but continued. 

“You have made ^ourself acquainted with her history ” 

“Yes!” said the King; “That she is a foundling picked 
up from the sea — a castaway from a wreck ! — no one knows 
who her father and mother were, and yet you, in your raving 
madness and folly of love, would make her Crown Princess and 
future <^uccn ! ” • 

The Prince went on unheedingly. 

“ She is beautiful — and the simple method of her bringing 
up has left her unspoilt and innocent. She is ignorant of the 
world’s ways because ” and his voice sank to a reveren- 

tial tendernei'S — “ God’s ways are more familiar to her ! ” He 
paused, but his father was silent ; he therefore went on. “ She 1 
is healthy, strong, simple and true, — more fit for a throne, if 
such were her destiny, than any daughter of any Royal house 
I know of. Happy the nation that could call such a woman 
their Queen 1 ” 

“As I haj/c already told you, HuRiphry,” returned the King, 

“ you are in love I — with th^ love of a headstrong, passionate 
boy for a beautiful and credulous girl. I do not propose to 
discuss the subject further. You are willing to go abroad, you 
tell me, — then make your preparations at once. I will select 
one or two necessary companions for you, and you nan start ' 
when you please. I would let Von Glau^n accompany you, ' 
but — for the present — I cannot well spare him. Your , 
intended voyage must be made public, and in this way nothing 
will be knowfl of the nanner in jvhich you have privately ' 
chosen to make a fool of yourself. I will explain the situation 
to the Qu^en ; — but beyond that I shall say nothing. ' Let me 
know by to-mor^rdSv’ how soon you can arrange your departure.” 
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V The , Prince bowed composedly, and was about to retire, 
I when the King called him back. 

“You do not ask my pardon, Humphry, for the offence you 
have committed?” 

The young man flushed, and bit his lip. § 

“Sir, I cannot ask pardon fc>r what I do not consider is 
"^wrong ! I have ma^Tied the woman I love ; and I intend to 
be faithful to her. You married a woman you did not love — 
5:^d the result, according to my views, and^lso according to my 
V’\perience of my mother and yourself, is more or less regret- 
table. If I have offended you, I sincerely beg your forgiveness, 
but you must first point out the nature of the offence. Surely, 
it must be more gratifying to you to know that I prefer to be a 
man of honour rather than a common seducer? ” 

The King looked at him, and his own eyes fell under his 
son’s clear candid gaze. 

“ Enough ! You may go ! ” he said briefly. 

The door opened and closed again ; — he was gone. 

The King, left alone, fixed his eyes on the sparkling line of 
the sea, brightly blue, and the flower-bordered terrace in front of 
him. Life was becoming interesting; — the long burdensome 
monotony of years had changed into a variety of contrasting 
scenes and colours, — and in^ taking up the problem of human 
. life as lived by others, fhore than as lived by himself, he had 
entered on a new path, untrodden by conventionalities, and 
leading, he knew not whither, ^ut, having begun to walk in 
it, he was determined to gp on — and to use each new ex- 
perience as a guide for the rest of his actions. His son’s 
marriage with a commoner — one who indeed was not only a 
commoner but a foundling — might after all lead to good, if 
properly taken in ^and, — and he resolved not to make the 
worst of it, but rafter to let things take -their own natural 
course. * 

“ For love,” he said to ^himself soAewhat bitterly, “ in nine 
cases out of ten ends in satiety, — mAriage, in separation by 
mutual consent ! Let the boy travel for a year, and forget, if 
he can, the fair face which captivates for it £r a fair 
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face, and more than that, — I honestly believe it is the reflex 

of a fair soul ! ” 

His eyes grew dreamy and absorbed ; away on the horizon , 
a little whiter cloudi%iaped like the outspread wings of a dovci 
hovered over the sea just where The Island^ lay. 

“ Yes Let him see new sc^es — strange lands, and varying 
customs; let him hear modern opinions^f life, instead of* 
' reading the p’ ilosophies of Aurelius and Epictetus, and the 
; poetry written .iges a^o by the dead wild souls of the past ; — ^ 
and so he will forget — and all will be well ! While for Gloria 
herself, — and the old revolutionist Ronsard — we shall doubtlesr 
find ways and means of consolation for them both I ” 

Thus he mused, — yet in the .very midst of his thoughts the 
echoing memory of a golden voice, round and rich with 
delight and triumph rang in his ears: 

“My King crown’^ me ! 

And I and he 

Are one till the world shall cease to be!' 



^CHAPTlSR XVI 

THE TKOFESSOJl A]) VISES 

" T HAVE discovered the secret of successful living, Pro- 
X fessor,” said the King, a couple of hours later as, 
walking in oik* of the many thickly wooded alleys of the 
Palace grounds, he greeted Von Glauben, who had been 
told to meet him there, and w'ho had been waiting the 
Royal approach with some little trepidation, — “It is this, — 
to draw a straight line of conduct, and w^alk in it, regardless 
of other people’s crooked curves I ” 

The Professor looked at him, and saw nothing but kind- 
liness expressed in his eyes and smile, — therefore, taking 
courage he replied without embarrassment, — 

« Truly, Sir, if a man is brave enough to do this, he may 
conquer everything but d^mth, and even iace this last enemy 
without much alarm.” 

“ I agree with you ! ” replied the monafeh ; “ And Humphry’s 
line has certainly been Straight enough, taken frpm tlv^ point 
of his own perspective ! Do you not think so ? ” 

Von Glauben besitated:>& moment — then spo^e out boldly. 
“Sir, as you now know all, I will frankly assure you that 
1 think his Royal Highness has behaved honourably, and as 
a true man I Society pardons a prince for seducing innocence 
— but whether ^,will pardon him for marrying it, is quite 
another question ! And that is why I repeat, he has behaved 
well. Though when he first told me he was married, I 
suffered a not-to-be-expkiined misery and horror ; ‘ For,’ said 
he — *I have married nn angel!’ Which naturally I thought 
(deducting a certain quantity of the enthusiasm pf youth for 
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the statement) meant that he had married a bouncing house- 
maid with large hands and feet. ‘That is awIV I told him — 

‘ For divorce is now made easy in this countr}^ and you can 
easily return the celestial creature to her native clement!’ 
At which I resigned myself to hear some oaths, for violent, 
expletives are always refreshing to the masculine brain-matter. 
But his Royal Highness maintained thjj|^ good-breeding which . 
always distinguishes* him, and merely proceedt*cl with his ' 
strange confession of romance, — which, as you, Sir, are now 
happily aware of it* I need not recapitulate. Your knowledge 
of the matter has lifted a;i enormous burden from my mind j 
Ach 1 Enormous ! ” ^ 

He gave a deep breath, ^nd drew liimsclf up to his full 
height — squared his shoulders, and then, as it were stood 
firm, aS though awaiting attack. • 

The King laughed good-naturedly, and took him by the arm. 

“Tell me all you know, Von Glaubcn!” he said; “I am 
acquainted with the gist and upshot of the matter, — namely, 
Humphry’s marriage ; but 1 am wholly ignorant of the details.” 

“There is little to tell, Sir,” said Von Glaiiben ; -“Of 
the Prince’s constant journeyings to The Islands we were • 
all aware long ago; but the cause of those little voyages 
was not so apparent. To avoidtthe suspicion with which a 
Royal visitor wf iild be viewed, tl;e Prince, it appears, as- 
sumed to be rnerely one of the junior officers on his own 
yach^ — and under this disguise uecame known and much 
liked by the Islanders generally. He fell in love at first 
sight with the beautiful girl yomC Majesty saw yesterday — .. 
Gloria; ‘ Glory-of-the-Sea ’ — as I sometimes call her, and 
they were married by the old parish priest in the little ! 
church among the rocks — the very ch^ch where, as her 
adopted father, Ronsard, tells me, he k^ard the choristers . 
singing a ‘ Glorj^ !n Excelsis ’ on the day he found her cast 
up on the shore.” 

“ Well ! ” s^d the King, seeing that he paused ; “ And is 
the marriage legal, think you ? ” 

** Perfectly so, Sir ! ” replied Von Glauben ; “ Registered by 
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law, as well as sanctified by church. The Prince tells me 
'f* be married her In his own name, — but no one, — not even 
the poor little priest who manied them, — knew the siirnamp 
of your Majesty’s distinguisheld house, and I believe, — nay I 
i am sure — ” here he heaved an unconscious sigh, “ it wiL bring 
. , a tragedy to the girl when she| knows the true radk and 
title of her husband . ” 

“How came you to make her acquaintance? Tell me 
.'everything! — you know I will not misjudge you!” 
v. “Indeed, Sir, I hope you will not!” returned the Pro- 
fessor earnestly; — “For there was- never a man more hope- 
lessly involved than myself in the* net prepared for me by 
, this romantic lover, who has the ^honour to be your son. In 
the first place, directly I heard this confession of marriage, 
I was for telling you at once ; but as he had bound me by 
my word of honour before he began the story, to keep his 
confidence sacred, I vras unable to disburden myself of it. 
He said he wanted to secure me as a friend for his wife. 
*That,’ said I firmly, ‘I will never be! For there will be 
difficulty when all is known ; and if it comes to a struggle 
between a pretty fishwife and the good of a king — Ach ! — mein 
Gott ! — I am not for the fishwife ! ’ ” 

The King smiled ; and V<>n Glauben went on. 

“ Well, he assured me sJie was not a fishwife. I said ‘ What 
fe she then ? ’ ‘I tell ycip,’ he. replied, ‘ she is an angel 1 
You will come and see her; you will pass as an* old friend 
;of her sailor husband ; anrj. when you have seen her" you 
^11 understand ! ’ I wajj.- angry, and said I would not go 
with him; but afterwards I thought perhaps it would be 
best if I did, as I might be able to advise him to some wise 
course. So I accompanied him one afternoon in the past 
autumn to The Isficnds (he was married last summer) and 
.saw the girl, — the * Glory-of-the-Sea.’ Ahdt I must confess 
to your Majesty, my heart went down before her beauty and 

S ice in absolute wT>rship! And if you wete to kill 
"^it, I cannot help it — I am now as devoted to her 
as I am to yours 1 ” 
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“Good!” said the King gently; — “Then* you must help 
me to console her in Humphry’s absence ! ” 

’ Professor von Glauben’s eyes opened widely, with a vague 
look of alarm. 

“ In kis absence, Sir ? ” 

“Yes! I am sending hiAi abroad. yHe is quite willing 
to go, he tells me. ' His departure will make all things per- 
fectly easy for* us. The girl must remain in her present 
ignorance as to tlfe ' position of the man she has really 
married. The sailor she supposes him to be will accompany 
the Prince on his yacht, — and it must be arranged that ht 
never returns ! She is young^and will easily be consoled ! ” 

Von Glauben was silent. 


“ Yoiii^WiW not betray the Prince’s identitj^ with her lover,” 
went on the King, “and no one else knows it. In fact, you 
will be the very person best qualified to tell her of his 
departure, and — in due time, of his fictitious death ! ” 

They were walking slowly under the heavy shadow of 
crossed ilex boughs, — and Von Glauben came to a dead 
halt. 


“Sir,” he said, in rather unsteady accents; “With every 
respect for your Majesty, I must together decline the task 
of breaking a pure heart, and ruining ^ young life ! Moreover, 
if your Majesty, after all >our recent experiences,” — and he 
laid g^ea; egiphasis on these last w*Dids, “thinks there is any 
ultimate g<jod to be obtained by keeping up a lie, and 
practising a fraud, the lessons we i\ye learned in these latter 
days are wholly unavailing ! You ^fegan this conversation 
with me by speaking of a straight Inip of conduct, which 
should avoid other people’s crooked cuKes. Is, this your 
Majesty’s idea of a straight line?” 

He spoke with unguarded vehemence, but the King was 
not offended. On the contrary, he looked whimsically inter- 
ested and amused. • 

“My dear Von Glauben, you are not usually so incon- 
sistent ! - IJumphry himself has kept up a lie, and practised 
a fraud on the girl , 
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‘ OtkVy iOT a time interrupted the Professor hastily. 

we bU do it ^only for a time . ' Everything— life itself 
—is ‘only for a time T You know as well as I do that this 
absurd marriage can never be acknowledged. I expljiined as 
much to Humphry; I told him he could guard hirr^self by 
the morganatic law, provided hL would consent to a Royal 
alliance immediately— but the young fool swore it would be 
bigamy, and took himself off in a huff." 

He was right ! It would be bigamy^; — it is bigamy ! ” 
said the Professor ; “ Call it by what name you like in Court 
parlance, the act of having two wives is forbidden in this 
country. The wisest men have come to the conclusion that 
one wife is enough ! ” 

“Humphry’s ideas being so absolutely childish,” vent on 
the King, “it is necessary for him to expand them somewhat. 
That is why I shall send him abroad. You have a strong 
flavour of romance in your Teutonic composition, Von 
Glauben, — and I can quite sympathise with your admiration for 
the ‘ Glory-of-the-Sea ’ as you call her. From a man’s point 
of view, I admire her myself. But I know nothing of her moral 
or mental qualities ; though from her flat refusal to give me 
her husband’s name yesterday, I judge her as wilful, — but 
most pretty women are that. And as for my line of conduct, 
it will, I assure you, be perfectly ‘ straight — in the direction 
of my duty as a King,— apart altogether from sentimental 
considerations ! And in this, as^n other things, — he paused 
and emphasised his wordv — “I rely on your honour and 
, faithful service ! ” p 

" The Professor madjtj)’ no reply. He was thinking deeply. 
With a kind of griiyfecorn, he pointed out to himself that his 
imagination' was htfd captiv e by the mental image of a woman, 

’ whose eyes had expressed trust in him ; and almost as tenderly 
. as the lover in Tennyson’s ‘ Maud ’ he coulfl have said that 
V he ‘would die, To save from some slight sha*ie one simple 
girl.’ Presently he braced himself up, and confronted his 
) .Royal master. 

t ; , *‘^ir,” he said very quietly, yet with perfect ^frankness ; 
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“Your Majesty must have the goodness to -pardon me if I 
say you must not rely upon me at all in this matter ! I will 
promise nothing, except to be true to myself and my own 
sense of justice. I have given up my own country for con- 
scienceisake — I can easily give up another which is not my 
own, for the same reason. In the matt^ of this marriage or 
* mesalliance ^ as the worldly would calf it, — I have nothing 
whatever to do. While the Prince asked me to keep his 
secret, I kept it. • Now that he has confided it to your 
Majesty, T am relieved and satisfied ; and shall not in any 
way, by word or suggestion, interfere with your Majesty’s 
intentions. But, at the samjj time, I shall not assist them ! 
For as regards the trusting girl who has been persuaded that 
she has«y\*on a great love and complete hajtfwness for all her 
life, — I have sworn to' be her friend ; — and I must respectfully 
decline to be a party to any further deception in her case. 
Knowing what I know of her character, which is a pure and 
grand one, 1 think it would be far better to tell her the whole 
truth, and let her be the arbiter of her own destiny. She will 
decide well and truly, I am sure ! ” 

He ceased; the King was silent. Von Glauben studied 
his face attentively. ^ 

“You are a thinker, Sir, — a student and a philosopher. 
You are rot one of (hose kings who treat their kingship as a 
license^ for t^c free ex(Tcise of intok?rant humours and vicious 
practices. Were you no monarchal ail, you would still be a 
sane and thoughtful man. Take nW humble advice. Sir — for 
once put the unspoilt nature of a Are woman to the lest, 
and find out what a grand creature Gw^ntended woman to 
be, in her pristine simplicity and virtue ! T^^nd for Gloria to ' 
this Court; — tell her the truth! — and aw#|t the result with 
confidence!” • 

There was a pause. The King walked slowly up and down j 
at last he spoken • 

“ You may be right ! I do not say you arc wrong. I will 
consider yoyr suggestion. Certainly it would be the straightest 
course. . But first complete explanation is due to t^e .. 



^44 


TEMPORAL POWER 


She must know all, — and if her inters st can be awakened by 
such a triviality as her son’s love-affair — ” and he smiled 
somewhat bitterly, — “perhaps she may agree to your plan 
as the best way out of the difficulty. In any case” — here 
he extended his hand which the Professor deferentially 4>o wed 
‘ Over — “I respect yote honesty aifd plain speaking, Professor! 
" f 1 have reason to approve highly of sincerity, — wherever and 
y however I find it, — at the present crisis of affairs. For the 
f, moment, I will only ask you to be orf your guard with 
-Humphry ; — and say as little as possible to him on the sub- 
ject of his marriage or intended departure from this country. 
- Keep everything as quiet as may be ; — till — till we find a 
clear and satisfactory course to follow, which shall inflict as 
little pain as possible on all concerned. And no v, fa ‘word 
with you on other matters.” 

They walked on side by side, through the garden walks 
and wa)'s, conversing earnestly, — and by and by penetrating 
intd the deeper recesses of the outlying woodlands, were soon 
hidden among the crossing and recrossing of the trees. Had 
^ they kept to the open ground, from which the wide expanse 
of the sea could be viewed from end to end, their discussions 
might perhaps have been ^interrupted, and themselves some- 
what startled, — for they w^ould have seen Prince Humphry’s 
yacht, with every inch of canvas stretched to the utmost, 
flying rapidly before the wind like a wild white bjrd, winging 
its swift, straight way to the w<*st w^here the sun shot down 
Apollo-like shafts of gold-on the gleaming purple coast-line 
of The Islands. 



CHAPTER Xfn 




A\ “ HOXorUAIU.K STATESMAN 


I T is not easy to trace the causes why it so often happens 
that semi-educated, •and more or less shallow men rise v 
suddenly to a height of brilliant power and influence in the * ' 
working of a country’s policy. Somclim^is it is wealth that 
brings them to the front; sometimes the strong support - 
secretly given to them by others in the background, who have 
their own motives to serve, and Vho rer]uirc a public repre- 
sentative ; but more often still it is sheer unscrupulousness, — 

O’* what may be described as ‘walking over’ all humane and 
honest considerations,— that places them in triumph at the^ 
helm of affairs. To rise from a statesman to be a Secretary of 
State augurs a certain amount of brain, though not necessarily 
of the highest quality ; w’hilc it cTrtainly betokens a good deal 
of dash and impudence. Carl f¥rousse, one of the most 
prominent among the political ii:)lahililies of Europe, had ^ 
begfln hi^ career by small peddling transactions in iron and 
timber manufactures ; he came a very plebeian stock, and ' 
had received only a desultory soX of education, picked up 
here nnd there in cheap provinciaR^chools. But he had a:! 
restless, domineering spirit of ainbilV0». Ashamed of his / 
plebeian origin, and embittered from h^ earliest years by a " 
sense of grudge against those who movecr in the highest and ^ 
most influential circles of the time, the idea was always in his 
mind that hg would one day make himself an authority over 
the very persons, who, in the rough and tumble working-days 
of his younger manhood, would not so much as cast him a 
word or*a look. He knew that the first thing necessary to 
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. attain for this purpose was money ; and he had, by steady and 
plod, managed to enlarge and expand all his business 
' concerns into various important companies, which he set 
' afloat in all quarters of the world, — with the satisfactoiy result 
that by the time his years had run well into the forties, Jiie was 
; one of the wealthiest, men in the^ country. He had from the 
; first taken every opportunity to insinuate himself into politics ; 
and in exact proportion to the money he made, so was his 
success in acquiring such coveted positioni in life as brought 
\ with them the masterful control of various conflicting aims and 
interests. His individual influence had extended by leaps and 
bounds till he had become only secondary in importance to 
, the Prime Minister himself ; and he possessed a conveniently 
elastic conscience, which could be stretched at will to fuit any 
party or any set of principles. In personal appearance he was 
not prepossessing. Nature had branded him in her own 
special way * Trickster,’ for those who cared to search for her 
trademark. He was tall and thin, with a narrow head and a 
deeply-lined, clean-shaven countenance, the cold immovability 
r. of which was sometimes broken up by an unpleasant smile, 
that merely widened the pale set lips without softening them, 
and disclosed a crooked row of smoke-coloured teeth, much 
decayed. He had small eyes, furtively hidden under a some- 
what restricted frontal development, — his brows were narrow, 
— his forehead ignoble and retreating. But despite a general 
badness, or what may be called, a ‘ smirchiness ’ of feature, 
he had learned to assum^ .n air of superiority, v:hich by its 
sheer audacity preventecj/a casual observer from setting him 
down as the vulgarian/.e undoubtedly was ; and his amazing 
pluck, boldness and^riginality in devising ways and means 
of smothering pocfilar discontent under various ‘shows’ of 
apparent public prosperity, were immensely^ useful to all such 
‘statesmen,* whose statesmanship consisted in making as 
much money as possible *for themselves out e,f the pockets 
i. of their credulous countrymen. He was seldom disturbed by 


opposing influences ; and even now when he had just returned 
from the Palace with the full knowledge that the ^King was 


-A' 
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absolutely resolved on vetoing certain propositions he had set 
down in Council for the somewhat arbitrary treatment of a 
certain half-tributary power which had latterly turned rebellious, 
he was more amused than irritated. 

“ I suppose his Majesty wants to distinguish himself by a 
melodfamatic coup d^etat!^^ he said, leaning easily back in 
his chair, and studying the tips of hi 5 carefully pared and 
polished finger-nails ; — “ Poor fool ! I don’t blame him for 
trying to do something more than walk about his Palace in 
different costumes at slated intervals, — but he will find his 
‘veto* out of date. We shall put it to the country; — and 1 
think I can answer for th ! *’ 

He smiled, as one who jenows where and how to secure a 
triumph, and his equanimity was not disturbed in the least by 
the unexpected arrival of the Premier, Vho was just then 
announced, and wrho, coming in his turn from the King’s 
diplomatic reception, had taken fthe opportunity to call and 
see his colleague on his way home. 

“ You seem fatigued, Marquis ! ** he said, as, rising to 
receive his distinguished guest, he placed a chair for him 
opposite his owm. “Was his Majesty's conversazione more** 
tedious than usual ? ’* 

Lutera looked at him wnth a dubious air. 

“No! — it Wets brief enough so^far as I was immediately 
concerned,” he replied ; — “ I do not suppose I stayed more 
than tweiK> minutes in the Throne room altogether. I under*, 
stand you have been told Ihat^ur proposed negotiations are . 
to be vetoed ? ” r, 

Pifrousse smiled. 

“I have been told yes! — bui^^ have been told many' 

things which I do not believe! Theming certainly has the; 
right of veto ; but he dare not exercise it!* 

“Dare notj”* echoed the Marquis — “From his present 
unconstitutional attitude it seems to me he dare do any- 
thing!” • • % ; 

“I tell you he dare not!” repeated P^rousse quietly;-—^ 
“ Unless he wishes to lose the Throne. I daresay if it came 
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’to that, we should get on quite as well — if not better — with a 
“ Republic ! ” 

Lutera looked at him with an amazed and reluctant admir- 
V,: ation, 

“ You talk of a Republic? You, — who are forever making 
the most loyal speeches in favour of the monarchy?” 

“Why not?” queried Pdrousse^ lightly; — “If the monarchy 
does not do as it is told, whip it like a naughty child and send it 
to bed. That has been easily arranged before now in history ! ” 

The Marquis sat silent, — thinking, or rather brooding 
, heavily. Should he, or should he not unburden himself of 
certain fears that oppressed his mind ? He cleared his throat 
of a troublesome huskiness and began, — 

“If the purely business transactions in which you are 
: engaged ” • 

“ And you also,” put in Perousse placidly. 

The Premier sliiftcd his position uneasily, and went on. 

“ I say, if the purely business transactions of this affair were 
publicly known ” 

“ As well expect Cabinet secrets to be posted on a hoarding 
in the open thoroughfare I ” said Perousse. “ What afflicts you 
■ with these sudden pangs of distrust at your position ? You 
have taken care to provider for all your own people! AVhat 
more can you desire?” 

Lutera hesitated ; then £e said slowly : — 

“ I think there is only ohe thing for me to do, — and that 
is to send in my resignation at onoe 1 

Carl Perousse raised hi^elf a little out of his ’chair, and 
opened his narrow eyes, 

“ Send in your i^gnation ! ” he echoed ; “ On what 
, grounds ? Do me tHe kindness to remember, Marquis, that 
\ I am not yet quite rJ'jdy to take your place !” 

He smiled his disagreeable smile, — and the Maiiquis began 
to feel irritated. 

“Do not be too sure that you will ever have it to take,” 
’i he said with some acerbity ; “ If the King should by any 
^eans come to know of your financial deal ” 
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“You seem to be very suddenly afraid of the King!” 
interrupted P^rousse ; “ Or else strange touches of those 
catch-word ideals ‘Loyalty’ and ‘Patriotism’ are troubling 
your mind*! You speak of my financial deal, — is not yours 
as impcjrtant ? Review the position ; — it is simply this ; — for 
years and years the Ministry have been siDcculating in office 
matters, — it is no new thing. Sometimes they have lost, and 
sometimes they have won ; their losses have been replaced by 
the imposition of yixes on the people, — their gains they have 
very wisely said nothing about. In these latter days, how- 
ever, the loss has been considerably more than the gain. 
‘Parrjoti.sm,’ as slocks, hi\s gone down. ‘Honour’ will not 
pay the piper. We cannot increase taxation just at present ; 
but by ^ war, we can clear out some of the useless population, 
and invest in contracts for supplies. The mob love fighting, — 
and every small victory won, can be celebrated in beer and 
illuminations, to expiand what is* called ‘the heart of the 
People.’ It is a gnvit ‘heart,’ and always leaps to strong 
drink, — which is cheap enough, being so largely adulterated. 
The count! y W(^ propose to subdue is rich, — and both you 
and I have large investments in land there. AVith the success * 
which our arms are sure to obtain, we shall fill not only 
the State coffers (which have bccfT somewhat emptied by our 
predecessons’ peculations), but our i)wn cofibrs as well. The . 
King ‘ vetoes ’ the w'ar ; then let u^ hear what the People say I 
Of course \.’e must work them up first : and then get their 
verdict whijp they arc red*liol wit’?^ patriotic excitement. The . , 
Press, oidered by Jost, can mair^ge that ! Put it to the . 
country; (through Josl); — but do nk't talk of resigning when/ 
we are on the brink of success I i '^jvill carry this thing '., 
through, despite the King’s ‘veto’ I” ^ 

“Wait!” said the Marquis, drawing •nis chair closer to/,: 
P^rousse, and epeaking in a low uneasy tone;, “You doT 
not knowall!^ There is some secret agency at work against ; 
us ; and, among other things, I feSr that a foreign spy has 
been inadvertently allowed to learn the mainspring of our 
principal nnoves. Listen, and judge for yourself!” 
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And he rekited the story of David Jost^s midnight ex- 
Jperience, carefully emphasising every point connected with 
;his own signet-ring. As he proceeded with the narration, 
; Pdrousse’s face grew livid, — once or twice he clenched his 
hand nervously, but he said nothing till he had heard all. 

“ Your ring, you say, had nev^ left the King’s possession ? ” 
‘‘So the King himself assured me, this very afternoDn.” 
“Then someone must have passed off an imitation signet 
on David Jost,” continued P^rousse nv^ditatively. “What 
name did the spy give?” 

“ Pasquin Leroy.” 

Carl Perousse opened a small memorandum book, and care- 
fully wrote the name down within it. 

“Whatever David Jost has said, David Jost ^lone is 
answerable for!” he then said calmly — “A Jew may be 
called a liar with impunity, and whatever a Jew has asserted 
can be flatly denied. Reiliember, he is in our pay ! ” 

“ I doubt if he will consent to be made the scapegoat in 
this affair,” said Lutera ; “ Unless we can make it exceptionally 
to his advantage ; — he has the Press at his command. 

“Give him a title!” returned Perousse contemptuously; 
“These Jew press-men love nothing better!” 

The Marquis smiled soiffewhat sardonically. 

Jost, with a patent «f nobility would cut rather an extra- 
ordinary figure ! ” he saieij ; “ Still he would probably make 
good use of it, — especially if he were to start a newspaper in 
London I They would ac^pt him as a great man there !” 

Pdrousse gave a card^s nod ; his thoughts were otherwise 
occupied. A 

“ This Pasquin has gone to Moscow ? ” 

“ According to Ilis own words, he was leaving this morning.” 
“ I daresay thar-statement is a blind. ^ I should not at all 
wonder ifche is still in the city. I will get an exact description 
of him from Jost, and set Bernholf on his track,” 

“Do not forget,” said' the Marquis impressively, “that he 
told Jost in apparently the most friendly and well-meaning 
paanner possible, that the King had discovered the«\vholei plan 
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of our financial campaigOi' He even reported , i»c as being 
itady to resign in consequence ” 

** Which apparently you arel” interpolated P^rousse with 
some sarcasm, 

‘M ^rtainly have my resignation in prospect,” returned; 
Lutera coldly — “And, so fa#, this mysterious spy has seem- 
ingly probed my thoughts. If he is as correct in his report 
concerning the King, it is impossible to say what may l>e 
the consequence.”* 

“Why, vrhat can the King do?” demanded Pdrousse 
impatiently, and with scorn for the vacillating humour of 
his companion j “ Granted that he knew everything from 
the beginning ” • 

“Intruding your large land purchases ^nd contract con- 
cessions in the very country you propose war with,” put in 
the Marquis, — “ Say that he knew you Iiad resolved on w^ar, 
and had already started a company for the fabrication of the 
guns and other armaments, out of which you get the principal 
pickings — ^what then ? ” 

“What then?” echoed P^'rousse defiantly — “Why nothing! 
The King is as powerless as a target in a field, set up for^ 
arrows to be aimed at ! He dare not divulge a State secret | 
he has no privilege of interference with politics ; all he can 
do is to ‘lead’ fashionable society— a poor business at best — 
and at presemt his lead is not partitiularly apparent. The King 
must do as We command 1 ” , 

He rose and paced up and dow^ with agitated steps. 

“To-day, when he told me he L%d resolved to ‘veto* my 
propositions, I accepted his informally p without any manifesta- 
tion of surprise. I merely said it woui^ have to be stated 
in the Senate, and that reasons would "Siave to be given.. 
He agreed, and said that he himself would proclaim those 
reasons. I told him it was impossible!” 

“ And whaWwas his reply ? ” aske^ the Marquis. 

“ His reply was as absurd as his avowed intention. 
‘Hitherto it has been impossible,’ he said; ‘But in Our 
reig% we shall make it possible 1 ’ He declined any further 
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conversation with ' me, referring , me to you and our chief 
colleagues in the Cabinet.” 

; “Well?” 

“ Well 1, I pay no more attention to a King^s sudden caprice 
than I do to the veering of the wind ! He will alter jjis mind 
in a few days, when the exigency of the matters in hand 
becomes apparent to him. In the same way, hs will revoke 
his decision about that grant of land to the Jesuits. He must 
let them have their way.’’ r 

“ Wliat benefit do we get by favouring the Jesuits?” asked 
Lutera. 

“Jost gets a thousand a year for putting flattering notices 
of the schools, processions, festi^•als and such nonsense in his 
various newspapers ; and our party secures the political support 
of the Vatican in Europe, — which just now is very necessary. 
The Pope must give his Christian benediction not only to our 
Educational system, but a^o to the war ! ” 

“ Then the King has set himself in our way already, even in 
this matter ? ” 

“ He has ! Quite unaccountably and very foolishly. But 
we shall persuade him still to be of our opinion. The ass 
that will not walk must be beaten till he gallops ! I have no 
anxiety whatever on any pbint ; even the advent of Jost’s spy, 
with an imitation of y«ur signet on his finger appears to 
me quite melodramatic, gnd only helps to make the general 
situation more interesting, — to me at least; — I aiA only 
sorry to see that you allow j'ourself to be so muqh concerned 
over these trifles ! ” 

“I have my family^, think of,” said the Marquis slowly; 
“My reputation as^^^atesmarr, and my honour as a minister 
are both at stake.y Peroussc smiled oddly, but said nothing. 

“ If in any way m)^ame became a subject of popular animad- 
version, it would entirely ruin the position i believe I have 
attained in history. I have always wished, — and there was 
a tinge of pathos in his Voice — “my descendants to hold a 
certain pride in my career ! ” 

P^rousse looked at him with grim amusemeiit, * 
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“It is a curious and unpleasant fact tliat the ^descendants’ 
of these days do not care a button for their ancestors,” he 
said ; “ They generally try to forget them as fast as possible. 
What do the descendants of Robespierre, (if there are any), 
care aljput him? The descendants of Wellington? The ' 
descendants of Beethoven or JLord Byron ? Among the many / 
numerous advantages attending the woild-wide lame of, 
Shakespeare is that he has left no descendants. If he had, 
his memory would iiave been more vulgarised by ihon^ than 
by any Yankee kicker at f ‘s grave ! One of the most remark- 
able features of this progressive age is the cheerful case with 
^ which sons forget they evcTiJiad fathers ! I am afraid, Marquis, 
you are not likely to escape the common doom ! ” 

Luter^i rose slowly, and i)repared to take his departure. 

“ I shall call a Cabinet Council for ivlonday,” he said ; 
“This is Friday. You will fmd it convenient to attend?” 

P^roussc, rising at the same assented smilingly. 

“ You will see things in a better and clearer light by then,” 
he said. “ Rely on me ! I have not involved you thus far 
with any intention of bringing you to loss or disaster. What- 
ever befalls you in this affair must ecjually befall me ; we are 
both in the same boat. We must carry things through with 
a firm hand, and show no hesitifTion. As for the King, his 
business is to be a Dummy ; and as Dummy he must remain.” . 

Lute'. a made no reply. The^ shook hands, — not over , 
cordially,— *and parted ; and as soon as P^rousse heard the 
wheels of the Premier’s carnage giinding away from his outer V 
gate, he applied himself vigorously'^ * o the handle of one of the > 
numerous telephone wires fitted up^'near his desk, and after ;, 
getting into communication* with thw , quarter he desired, ' 
requested General Bernhoff, Chief of tf‘* Police, to attend 
upon him instant^'* Bernhoffs lieadcjuift'Lers were close by, '^ 
so that he had ^mt to wait barely a quarter of an hour before . 
that personagp, — the same who had before been summoned ' 
to the presence of the King, — appeared. 

To him Perousse handed a slip of paper, on wdiich he had 
written tfie words ‘Pasquin Leroy.’ 
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“ Do you know that name ? ” he asked. 

General Bernhoff looked at it attentively. Only the keenest 
A and closest observer could have possibly detected the slight 
^ 'flicker of a smile under the stiff waxed points^of his military 
i' moustache, as he read it. He returned it carefully folded. 

"y. “ I fancy I have heard it ! ” he said cautiously ; “ In any 

f case, I shall remember it.” 

“Good! There is a man of that name in this city; trace 
y, him if you can! Take this note to Mr. David Jost” — and 
. while he spoke be hastily scrawled a few lines and addressed 
* , them — “and he will give you an exact personal description of 
^him. He is reported to have left for Moscow, — but I discredit 
that statement. He is a foreign, spy, engaged, we believe, in 
the work of taking plans of our military defences, — he irjiust be 
arrested, and dealt Vith rigorously at once. You understand ? ” 

“Perfectly,” replied Bernhoff, accepting the note handed 
, to him ; “ If he is to be discovered, I shall not fail to discover 
him ! ” 

' “An6 when you think you are on the track, let me have 
,, information at once,” went on Perousse ; “ But be well on 
; your guard, and let no one learn the object of your pursuit. 
Keep your own counsel ! ” 

“ I always do ! ” returned* Bernhoff bluntly. “ If I did not 
' there might be trouble ! ” * 

Perousse looked at him ^harply, but seeing the wooden-like 
", impassiveness of his countenance, forced a smile. 

' “ There might indeed ! ” he said'; “ Your tact andjdiscretion, 

/General, do much to keep che city quiet. But this affair of 
' Pasquin Leroy is a privaw matter.” 

“ Distinctly so I ” ^T';&d Bernhoff quietly ; “ I hold the 
position entirely ! ” X 

He shortly afterwawis withdrew, and Carl Perousse, satisfied 
/that he had at any rate taken precautions to make known the 


existence of a spy in the city, if not to secure his |rrest, turned 
;to the crowding business on*his hands with a sense of ease and 


^refreshment. He might not have felt quite so self-assured and 
Hl^placent, had he seen the worthy Bernhoff smiling broadly 
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to himself as he strolled along the street, with the air of one 
enjoying a joke, the while he murmured, — ‘ 

“Pasquin Leroy, — engaged in taking plans of the military 
defences — -is he ? Ah ! — a very dangerous amusement to , , 
indulge in ! Engaged in taking plans ! — Ah ! — Yes 1 — Very ' ^ 
good, — very good ; excellent ! Do I know the name ? Yes ! f- 

I fancy I might have heard iti Oh, yes, very good indeed 

excellent I And this spy is probably still in the city ? Yes ! ' 
Probably I Yes — I^hould imagine it quite likely ! ” 

Still smiling, and apj^arently in the best of humours with 
himself and the world at largo, the General continued his easy , 
stroll by the sea-fronted ^ays of the city, along the many 
picturesque terraces, and up flights of marble steps built 
somewhat in the fashion of the prettiest corners of Monaco, . 
till he reached the chief promenade and Vesort of fashion, 
which being a broad avenue running immediately under and - 
in front of the King’s palace facing the sea, was in the late , 
sunshine of the afternoon crowded with carriages and pedes- 
trians. Ifere he took his place with the rest, saluting a 
fellow officer here, or a friend there, — and stood bareheaded 
with the rest of the crowd, when a light gracefully-shaped 
landau, drawn by four greys, and escorted by postilions in 
the Royal liveries, passed like a titumphal car, enshrining the 
cold, changeless and statuesejue beemty of the Queen, upon 
whom the public were never weaj;y of gazing. She was a 
curios^.y to tliem — a living miracle in her unwithering loveli- 
ness ; for, agparently unmoved by emotion herself, she roused 
all sorts of emotions in others. ?^crnhoff had seen her a 
thousand times, but never without a s<«nse of new dazzlement* 

“Always the same Sphinx!^' he thdv'^ht now, with a slight 
frown shading the bluff good-nature of hi? usual expression; 
“She is a woman who will face Death as^she faces Time, — 
with that cold smile of hers which expresses nothing but scorn ' 
of all life’s little business ! ” 

Pie proceeded meditatively on hi.? way to the Palace itself, 
where^ on demand, he was at once admitted to the private 
apartments of the King. 


V 
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llOYAI. I^V'EHS 

'n: * 

S ILVER-WHIl'E glamour of the moon, and velvet 
darkness of deep branching foliage held the quiet 
' breadth of The Islands between them. . Low on the shore 
the fantastic shapes of one or two tall cliffs were outlined 
. black on the fine‘ sparkling sand, — tiny vaves rose from the 
bosom of the calm sea, and cuddling together in \ aby ripples 
made bubbles of their crest*, and broke here and tnere among 
the pebbles with low gurgles of laughter, and in the warm 
silence of the southern night the nightingales began t|[< tune up 
their delicate fluty voices with delicious tremors and pauses in 
the trying of ♦^heir song. The under-scent of hidden violets 
among moss flowed potently upon the quiet air, mingled with 
strong pine-odours and thcs^salt breath of the gently heaving 
sea, — and all the land ^emed as lonely and as fair as the 
fabled Eden might have been, when the first two human mated 
errratures knew it as their own. I'o every soul that k)ves fbr the 
first time, the vision of that Lost Taradise is granted ; to every 
man and woman who knpw and feel the truth of the 'ine 
passion is vouchsafed J flashing gleam of glory from ut 
Heaven which gives to each 'other. For the voluptuary 
--»for the animal nfen, — who like* his four-footed kindred' is 
only conscious of iiwtinctive desire, this pure expansion’ of the 
heart, tciis ennobling of the thought is as a csealed book, — a 
. never-to-be-divulged mystery of joy, which, because he ^nnot 
^'experience it, he is unable to believe in. It is a glory^lou4;% 
in which the privileged ones ire ‘caught up and receive(i,out 
sights It transfuses the roughest elements intofi^mort^?^ 
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influences, — it colours the earth with fairer hue^ and fills the 
days with beauty ; every hour is a gem of sweet thought set in 
the jireaming soul, and the lover, at certain times of rapt ecstasy, 
would smile incredulously were he told that anyone living could 
be unh^py. For love goes back to the beginning of things,— 
to the time when the world was new. It has its birth in that ; 
primeval light when * the morning stars sang together, and all 
the sons of God shouted for joy.’ If it is real, deep, passionate ■ 
and disinterested l^e, it sees no difficulties and knows no ; 
disillusions. It is a sufficient assurance of God to make life beau- 
tiful. But in these days of the eld-time of nations, when all 
things arc being mixed an^l prepared for casting into a new 
mould of world-formatron, where we and our civilisations are 
not, and shall not be, — any more than the Egyptian Raineses ^ 
is part of us now, — love in its pristine purity, faith and sim- 
plicity, is rare. Very little romance is left to hallow it ; and it 
is doubtful whether the w^hite moon,»swnnging like a silver lamp 
in heaven above the peaceful Islands, shed her glory anywhere 
on any s;j|ph lovers in the world, as the two who on this fair 
night of the southern springtime, wntb arms entwined round each 
other, moved slowly up and down on the velvet greensward 
outside Ronsard’s cottage, — Gloria and her * sailor ’ husband. 

Gloria was happy, — and her huppiness made her doubly 
beautiful. Clad in her usual attire ,of white homespun, with 
her rich hair falling unbound over her shoulders in girl-fashion, ; 
and jwst kept back by\a band of white coral, she looked, 
like a youn^ goddess of the* sea ; her lustrous, starlike eyes 
gazed up into the tender responsive ones of the handsome 
stripling she had so trustfully wedded, and not a shadow of J 
doubt or fear darkened the heaven of her confidence. She' 
did not know how beautiful she was, — she ^ did not realise that 
her body was like one of the unfettered, grreeful and perfectly- 
proportioned figures of women left to our wondering reverence 
by the Greek sculptors, — she had never thought about heisetfi 
at all, not even to compare her fair brilliancy of skin with 
bronzed, weather-beaten faces of the fisher-folk among whom ' 


she dwelt# Resting her delicate classic head against the 
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and lord, her feutyi'e^ined almost 
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^^drcBt^ am ^h» Ib^" 
stinearthiy in its iptire trfitnsparen^ of fegiture, outlined by the 
Silver glimmer of the moonbeams; and the young man by her 
Side, with his handsome dark head, tall figure and distinguished 
^bearing, looked the fitting mate for her fair, blossoming woman- 
hood. No two lovers were ever more ideally matched in physical 
perfection ; and as they moved sfiowly to and fro on the soft 
dark grass, brushing the dewy scent from hanging rose-boughs 
ithat pushed out inviting tufts of white and pink bloom here 
and there from the surrounding foliage, they would have 
served many a poet for some sweet idyll, or romance in rhyme, 
which should hold in its stanzas the magic of immortality. Yet 
there was a shade of uneasiness in the minds of both, — Prince 
Humphry was more silent than usual, and seemed absorbed 
in thought ; and Gloria, looking timidly up from time' to time 
at the dark poetic face of her 'sailor’ lover, felt with a 
woman’s quick instinct that something was troubling him, and 
xemorsefully concluded that she was to blahie, — that he had 
heard of her having been seen by the King, and thpt he was 
evidently vexed by it. He had arrived that evening suddenly 
and unexpectedly ; for she and her ‘little father,’ as she called 
K6n6 Ronsard, had just begun their frugal supper, wiien the 
.Crown Prince’s yacht swep"- into the bay and dropped anchor. 
Half an hour later he, the much-beloved ‘junior officer ’ in the 
Crown Prince’s service had appeared at the cottage door, greatly to 
their delight, for they did riot expect to see him so soon. r.They 
had supped together, and then Ronsard himself had gone to 
superintend a meeting at a small social club he had started for 
the amusement of the fisher-folk, wisely leaving the young 
wedded lovers to themselves, ^nd they had for a long time 
Ibeen very quiet, sa^ for such little words of love as came into 
tune with the interchange of caresses, — and after a pause ot 
anxious inward thought, Gloria ventured oi? a.timid query. 

; “ Dearest, — are you very angry with me ? ” 

I He, started, — and stopping in his walk, tumdd the fair fac^^ 
fup between his two hands, as one might lift a rose on its stem, 
fwd kissed it tenderly. ' “ 
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“ An^f’''''HoW''"can' I '^ver be^'^ngry 'Sweet? ' 

Besides what cause have I for anger?” . ' , , 

^'1 thought, perhaps — ” murmured GlonV **that if the; 
Professor . told you what I did yesterday, — when* th6 KingJ 

came " 'M 

“ Hfe did tell me ; ” and the Prince still gazed down on thatj 
heavenly beauty which wa§ the light of the world to him‘;l 
“ He told me that you sang ; — and that your goMen voice was^- 
a musical magnet which drew his Majesty to your feet! ,1; 
am not surprised, — it was only natural ! But I could have* 
wished it had not happened just yet : however, it has^ 
happened, and wc must make the best of it ! ” ^ 

“It was my fault,” said^lhe girl penitently; — “I had the; 
fancy to sing ; and I would sing, though the good Professor'^ 
told mlb not to do so ! ” • ■ 

The Prince w^as silent. He was bracing his mind to the, 
inevitable. He had determined liiat on this very night Gloria 
should know the truth. For he was instinctively certain that; 
if he went abroad, as his father wislicd him to do, some means 
would be taken to remove her altogether from the country 
before his return ; and his idea was to tell her all, and makej 
her accompany him on his travels. As his wife, she was 
bound to obey him, he argued *vithin himself ; she should, j 
she must go with him ! Unconscjously Gloria’s next words!^* 
supplied him v/ith an opening to the subject. ^ 

“Why did you never tell me tffat the Professor was in the| 
King’s service?” she asked.* “He seemed to know him quite;; 
well, — indSed, almost as a friend ’ ” 

“ He is the King’s physician,” answered the Prince abruptly 
“And, therefore, he Is very gjeatly in the King’s confidence.” j 
He walked on, still keeping his arm round her, and seemed^ 
not to see the half-frightened glance she gjive him, 

“ The King’s physician ! ” she echoed ; — “ He does np^ 
seem a great person at all, — he is quite a simple old Germait/ 
man!” • _ . ^ 

Her lover smiled. ' ' ■ I 

“To \je physician to the King, my Gloria, is not a veiy- 
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wonderful honour ! It merely implies that the man so chosen 
, is perhaps the ablest fencer with sickness and death ; the 

gieatncss if> i/5 the sim/jJe old Oewiinn lumsclf, not in the King^s 

preference. Von Glauben is a good man.” 

“I know it,” said Gloria gently; “He is good, — and very 
kind. He said he would always be my friend, — but tje was 
very strange in his manner yesterday, and almost I was vexed 
with him. Do you know what he said ? He asked me what 
1 should do if you — my husband, had deceived me ? Can you 
imagine such a thing ? ” 

Now \\as the supreme moment. With a violently beating 
heart the Prince halted, and putting both arms round her waist, 
drew her up to him in such a wayjhat their eyes looked close 
into each other’s, and their lips were within kissing touch. 

“Yes, my sweetest one ! I ran imagine such a thing ! Such 
a thing is possible ' Consider it to be true ! Consider that I 
Aavf deceived you ! ” ** 

She did not move from his clasp, but into her large, lovely 
trusting eyes came a look of grief and terror, and her face grew 
ashy pale. 

“In what way?” she whispeied faintly; “Tell me! I — I 
— cannot believe it ! ” 

“ Gloria, — Gloria ! My leve, my darling ! Do not tremble 
, so ! Do not feai ! I hav^ not deceived you in any evil way, 
what I have done was for youi good and mine ; but now — 
now there is no longer any need of deception, you may, and 
sJia// know all the truth, my wife, my dearest in the world • 
You shall know me as I truly am at last 1 ” 

She moved restUssly in bis strong clasp,— she was trembling 
from head to foot, as if her blood was suddenly chilled. 

“As you truly are !” she echoed, with pale lips — “Arc you 
not then what 1 have belic\ed you to be ? ” 

And she made an effort to withdraw herself entirely from his 
embrace. But he held her fast. 

“ I am your husband, Gloria ! ” he said, “ adU you are my 
wife! Nothing can alter that; nothing can change our love 
disunite our lives. But I am not the poor navak officer I 
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have represented myself to be ! — though I atn glad I adopted 
such a disguise, because by its aid I wooed and won your, 
love ! I am not in the service of the Crown Prince,— except 
so far as I serve my own needs ! Why, how you tremble 1 ” — | 
and life held her closer — “ Do not be afraid, my darling ! Lift; 
up your eyes and look at me with your owm sweet trusting lookyj 
— do not turn away from me, because instead of being the| 
Princess servant, I am the Prince himself ! ” 

“ The Prince 1 And with a cry of utter desolation, Gloria^'^ 
wrenched herself out of his arms, and stood apart, looking at';, 
him in wild alarm and bewildcrineiil. “ The Prince 1 You~' 
you ! — my husband ! You, — the King’s son 1 And you have? 

married me ! — oh, how cruel of you 1 how cruel ! how^ 

cruel !•’ • 

- V 

Covering her face with her hands, she broke into a low{' 
sobbing, — ^and the Prince, cut tp the heart by her distress, ' 
caught her again in his arms. 

“ Hush, Gloria ! ” he said, with an accent of authority, 
though his own voice was tremulous; “You must not grieve ' 
like this ! You will break my heart ! Do you not understand 
Do you not see tliat all my life is bound up in you ? — that I : 
give it CO you to do wiiat you wiU with ? — that I care nothing | 
for rank, state or throne without you? — that I will let all the| 
world go ratber than lose you? flloria, do not weep so! — 
do i¥3t weep ! Every tear of youft is a pang to me ! What J 
does it matter whether 1 am prince or commoner? I Iove;| 
you! — we* love each other! — wc arc one in the sight ot^ 
Heaven ! ” | 

He held her passionately his arms, kissing the soft clustctsi 
of hair that fell against his brc:ast, and whispering all 
tenderest w’ords of endearment he coulc^ think of to console^! 
and soothe her ai^uish. By degrees she grew calmer, and her’| 
sobs gradually ceased. Dashing the tears from her eyes, she| 
looked up, — Rer face white as marble. ' ^ ^ 

‘‘You must not tell Ronsard !” she said in faint ton^ that^ 
shook with fear ; “ He would kill you ! ” ^ ^ 

. Pmpe smiled indulgently ; his only thou^t 





|i|r, and so long ^ ^ her tears, Rdnsird’s r^e or 

■pleasure was nothing to him. ' 

*‘He would kill you!” repeated Gloria, with wide open 
iear-wet eyes ; “ He hates all kings, in his heart ! — and if he 
kneW that you— — my husband, — were what you ssfy you . 
are ; — if he thought you had married me under a disguise, only 

to leave me and never to want me any more ” 

“Gloria, Gloria!” cried Ihe Prince, in despair; “Why will 
you say such things 1 Never to want you any more ! I want 
you all my life, and every moment of that life ! Gloria, you 
must listen to me — you must not turn from me at the very 
time I need you most! Are you not brave? Are you not 
true ? Do you not love me ? ” 

With a pathetic gesture she stretched out her hands to him. 

“ Oh, yes, I love you ! ” she said ; “ I love you with all my 
heart! But you have decei\ed me! — my dearest, you have 
deceived me! And if you had only told me the truth, I 
would never, — for your own sake, — have married you ! ” 

“I know that!” said the Prince; “And that is why I 
determined to win you under the mask of poverty! Now 
listen, my Princess and my Queen ! — for you are both ! I 
want all your help — all your dove — all your trust ! Do not be 
afraid of Ronsard ; he will^ he can do nothing to harm me ! 
You are my wife, Gloria, — you have promised before God to 
obey me ! I claim your obedience ! ” c € 

She stood silent, looking at him, — pale and fair as an 
ivory statue of Psyche, seen against the dark background 
. of the heavily-branched trees. Her mind was stunned and , 
confused; she had not yet grasped the full consciousness of 
her position, — but as he spoke, the old primitive lessons of 
? faith, steadfastness of purpose, and unwavering love and trust 
; in God, which her adopted father had instilled into her from ^ 
':childhoo!d, rose and asserted their sway over her startled, but 
^unspoilt soul. • • 

i'| ,“You ne^d not claim it!” she said, slowly; “It is yours ^ 

t ^ays ! I ^dl do whatever you tell me, even if you qammand 
rjp dl® for your sake ! ” r ^ 
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With a sii^t impulsive ^^ctiorij full 6f grace arid spirit, he 
dropped on one knee and kissed her hand. 

And so I pledge my faith to my Queen I ” he said joyously. 
“ Gloria ! my * Glory-of-the-Sea ’ ! — you will forgive me for 
having«in this one thing misled you? Think of me as youj 
sailor lover still ! — it is a mujh harder thing to be a king’s sori, 
than a simple, indefpcndent seafarer ! Pity me for my position* 
and help me to make it endurable! Come now with me 
down to that rocl^ nook on the shore where I first saw you, 
— and I will tell you exactly how everything stands, — and 
how I trust to your love for me and your courage, to clear 
away all the difficulties before us. You do not love me 
less ? ” • 

“ I eould not love you less ! ” she replied slowly ; “ but I 
cannot think of you as ejuite the same ! ” 

A shadow of pain darkened his face. 

“ Gloria,” he said sadly ; “ If your love was as great as mine 
you would forgive ! ” 

She stood a moment wavering and uncertain ; their eyes 
were riveted on each other in a stiange spiritual attraction — ; 
her soft lips were a little relaxed from their gravity as she 
steadfastly regarded him. She was embarrassed, conscious, 
and very palej but he drank in gratefully the wonder and 
shy worship of those pure eyes,— and wailed. Suddenly she 
sprapg to him and closed her ar#ns about his neck, kissing 
him with simple and loving Jenderness. 

I do •forgive ! Oh, I do forgive 1 ” she murmured ; 
** Because I love you, my darling — because I love you 1 
Whatever you wish I will do for your love’s sake — believe 
me ! — but I am frightened Just now ! — it is as if I did not; 
know you — as if someone had taken you suddenly a long 
way off! Give me a little time to recoVer my courage! — 
and to know” — here a faint smile trembled on. her beautiful 
curved moult — ‘*to know’, — and to feel ^ — that you are,' still 
my own!— even though the worl(I may try to part yau^irom 
tpe 1— still my very own ! ” . A;,, ' ^ 

, . warmth of passionate feeling in her face flushed 
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a rose-glow that spread from chin to brow, — and clasping her 
; ; to his breast, he gave her the speechless answer that love 
i|; inscribes on eyes and lips, — then, keeping his arm tenderly 
about her, he led her gently into the path through the pine- 
wood, which wound down to their favourite haunt by the sea. 
f The*^^ moonlight had now increased in brilliancy, and illu- 
mined the landscape with all ie opulence, splendour and 
J'' superabundance of radiance common to the south, — the air 
k was soft and balmy, and one great white ( loud floating lazily 
I under the silver orb, moved slowly to the centre of the 
heavens, — the violet-blue of night falling around it like an 
f, imperial robe of state. The two youthful figures passed under 
f the pine-boughs, which closed o?’/cr them odorously in dark 
.marches of shadow, and w^ended their slow way down to the 
seashore, from which they could see the Royal yacht lying 
at anchor, every tapering line of her fair proportions distinctly 
I outlined against the sky, and all her masts shining as if they 
I had been washed with silver dew ; and the Heir- Apparent to 
;;^,a throne was, — for once in the history of Heirs-Apparent, — 
f happy — happy in knowing that he was loved as princes seldom 
f or never are loved, — not for his power, not for bis rank, but 
simply for himself alone, by one of the most beautiful women 
i in the world, who, — if she knew neither the ways of a Court, 
i nor the wiles of fashion, — had something bci. r than either of 
‘ these, — the sanctity of trutl) and the strength of innocence. 

R^n6 Ronsard, coming back from his pleasurable duties 
;;ias host and chairman to his fishermen-friends, found the 
I’cottage deserted, and smiled, as he sat himself down in the 
porch to smoke, and to wait for the lovers* return. ^ 

' “What a thing it is to be young !*’ he sighed, as he gazed 
meditatively at the still beauty of the night around him; — 
;“To be young, — and in love with the right person! Hours 
go like moments — the grass is never damp — the air is never 
cold— there is never time enough to give ali tl?e kisses that 
waiting to be given ; afid life is so beautiful, that we are 
l^lmost able to understand why God created the universe! 
^c ^'tapture passes very quickly, unfortunately— witt some 
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people ; — but if I ever prayed for anything— which 1 do not 
— I should pray that it might remain with Gloria I It surely 
cannot offend the Supreme Being who is responsible for our 
existence, 'to see one woman happy out of all the tortured 
millions of them ! One exception to the universal rulj would 
not m^e much difference ! The law that the strong^hould, 
prey on the weak, nearly afways prevails, — but it is possible 
to hope and believe that on rare occasions the strong may^ 
be magnanimous ! # 

He smoked on placidly, considering various points of phil- 
osophic meditation, and by and by fell into a gentle doze. 
The doze deepened into«a dream which grew sombre and 
terrible, — and in it he thought he saw himself standing bare-v 
headed jDn a raised platform above surging^ millions of people 
who all shouted with one terrific U[*roar of unison — “ Regicide ! ,1 
Regicide ! ” He looked down upon his hands, and saw them 
red with blood ! — he looked up to •the heavens, and they were 
flushed with the same ominous hue. Blood ! — blood ! — the 
blood of kings, — the dust of thrones ! — and he, the cause ! ’ 
Choked and tormented with a parching thirst, it seemed in ; 
the dream that he tried to speak, — and with all his force he 
cried out — “For her sake I did it! For her sake!” But < 
the clamour of the crowd drowned his voice, — and then it'\ 
was as if the coldness of death crep^ slowly over him, — slowly 
and cruelly, as though his whole body were being enclosed ’.; 


withiif an iceberg, — and he saw Gloria, the child of his love .^ 
and cstfe, la^d out before hiin dead, — but robed and crowned ^ 
like a queen, and placed on a great golden bier of state, with 
purple velvet falling about her, and tall candles blazing at 
her head and feet. And voices sang in his ears — “Gloria!:'.;^ 


Gloria in excelsis Deo ! ” — mingling with the muffled chanting J 
of priests at some ^distant altar ; and he thought he made 
attempt to touch the royal velvet pall that draped her beautifuVji 
lifetes body, w^en he was roughly thrust back by armed m^|| 
with swords and bayonets who asted him “What do;,ybu:|^ 
here?. Are you not her murderer ?”— and he cried out w^jr 
“No, nol* Never could I have harmed the c±iid of 
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Never could I hurt a hair of her head, or cause her an 
bourns sorrow! She is all I had in the world!— I loved 
her! — I loved her! Let me see her! — let me touch her! — 
let me kiss her once again I ” And then the scene suddenly 
cbangi^ — and it was found that Gloria was not deadt^at all, 
but walking peacefully alone in a ^garden of flowers, with lilies 
crowning her, and all the sunshine about her; and that the 
golden bier of state had changed into a ship at sea which 
was floating, floating wostvjwd beaiing sOme great message 
to a far countiy, and that all \vas well for him and his darling. 
The troubled vision cleared fiom his brain, and his sleep grew 
calmer; he breathed more easily, and flitting glimpses of 
fair scenes passed before his dreaming eyes, — scenes in some 
peaceful and beautiful world, where never a shadow sorrow 
or trouble darkened llie ciuiet conic ntment of happy and 
innocent lives, lit smiled in his sleep, and heaved a deep 
sigh of pleasure,— and so, gently awoke, to fc cl a light touch 
on his shouldei, and to ste (iloria standing heloie him, A 
smile was on hci face, — the fragiance of the woodlands and 
the sea clung about her gai ments, — she held a few roses in 
her hand, and there was something in her whole appearance 
that struck him as new, (jommanding, and more than ever 
beautiful. 

“You have returned alone?” he said wonderingly. 

“ Yes. I have returned alone 1 I have much to tell you, 
dear ! Let us go in ! ” 



CHAPTER XIX 


OF TH» COIIRITPTION OF THE STATE 

T he large gaunt building, which was dignified by the [ 
name of the * Peopki's Assembly Rooms, ^ stood in a 5 
dim unfashionable sfiuare of* the city which had once been 
entirely devoted to warehouses and storage cellars. It had 
originally served a useful purpo^e in providing temporary 
shelter for foreign-made furniture, which was badly constructed 
and intrinsically worthless, — but whlbh, being cheaply imported 
and shovi 7 in appearance, was patronised by some of the upper 
middle-classes in preference to goods of their own home work- ' 
manship. Lately, however, the foreign import had fallen to ' 
almost less than nothing ; and whether or no this w^as due to 
the secret machinations of Sergius Thord and his Revolutionary < 
Committee, no one would have haci the hardihood to assert. « 
Foreign tradesmen, however, and foreign workmen generally 
had certainly experienced a check ii^ their inroads upon home 
manufacture, and some of the larger business firms had been 
so successfully intimidated as to set up prominent announce- 
ments outside their warehouses to the effect that ‘ Only native^ 
workmen need apply.* Partly in consequence of the ‘ slump 
in foreign goods, the ‘Assembly Rooms,* as a mere building| 
had for some time been shut up, and given over to dust and-1 
decay, till the owners of the property decifled to let it out foo 
popular concerts, meetings and dances, and so make SomeS 
little money ouj; of its bare w'hitewashed walls and comfortlesa;| 
ugliness. The plan bad succeeded fairly well, and the place^ 
was beginning to be known as a convenient centre Where 5 
thoi^^ds? were wont to congregate, to enjoy cheap jmsici 
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an4' cheap fenteilt^ generally* It was a favourite van- 
tage ground for the disaffected and radical classes of the 
metropolis to hold forth on their wrongs, real or imaginary, — 
;and the capacities of the largest room or hall in 'the building 
were put to their utmost extent to hold the enormous apdiences 
' that always assembled to hear tjie picturesque, passionate and 
; striking oratory of Sergius Thord. 

^ , But there were one or two rare occasions when even Sergius 
;;Thord*s attractions as a speaker were thrown into the back- 
. ground, by the appearance of that mysfcei ious personality known 
as Lotys, — concerning whom a thousand extravagant stories 
were rife, none of which were true. It was rumoured among 
other things as wild and strange’, that she was the illegitimate 
child of a certain great prince, whose amours were legion — tha* 
she had been thrown out into the sin ct to perish, deserted as 
an infant, and that Sergius Thord had rescued her from th' . 
„ impending fate of starvation and death, — and that it was by 
way of vengeance for the treatment of her mother by the Exalted 
Personage involved, that she had thrown in her lot with the 
Revolutionary party, to aid their propaganda by her intellectual 
gifts, which were many. She was known to be very pwor, — 
she lived in cheap rooms in a low quarter of the city ; she 
was seldom or never seen in the public thoroughfares, — she 
appeared to have no women friends, and she certainly mixed 
in no form of social inUrcourse or entertainment. Yet her 
, name was on the lips of the million, and her influence was 
.felt far beyond the city's radius. Even among ^ some of the 
highest and wealthiest classes of society this peculiar appella- 
tion of ‘Lotys,’ carrying no surname w'ith it, and spoken at 
haphazard had the effect of ca\ising a sudden silence, and the 
interchange of questioning looks among those who heard it, 
and who, without Enowing who she was, pr what her aims in 
life really were, voted her ‘dangerous.’ Those among the 
superior classes who had by rare chance ^een her, were 
/uiuinimous in their verdict that she was not beautiful, — 
!;‘butl’ — and the ‘but’ spoke volumes. She was known 
possess something much less coix^oni; w^ far; more 
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potent than beauty, — and that was a fascinating, compelling 
spiritual force, which magnetised into strange submission all 
who came within its influence, — and many there were W’ho 
admitted, though with bated breath that ‘An’ if she chose’ 
she could easily become a very great personage indeed. 

She herself was, or seemed to be, perfectly unconscious of 
the many discussions concemBig her and her origin. She had 
her own secret sorrows, — her sad private history, which she 
shut close within h(|r own breast, — but out of many griefs 
and poverty-stricken days of struggle and cruel environment, 
she had educated herself (o a wonderful height of moral self- 
control and almost stoical rt;ctitudc. Her nature was a broad 
♦and grand one, absolutely dt^void of pettiness, and full of a 
istrong, almost passionate sympathy with the wrongs of others, 

I — and she had formed herself on huch firm, heroic lines of 
'courage and truth and self respect, that the meaner vices of 
her sex were absolutely unknown lr>»her. Neither vanity, nor 
ienvy, nor malice, nor spleen disturbed the calmly - flowing 
|current of her blood, — her soul \vas absorbed in pity for 
^human kind, and contemplation of its many w'oes, — and so 
giving alone, and studiously apart from the more frivolous 
J world, she had attained a finely tempered and deeply 
i thoughtful disposition which gave* her equally the courage 
of the hero and the resignation of martyr. She had long 
put aw^ay out of her life all possibility^ of happiness for herself. 
She hsfd, by^her unwearying study of the masses of working, 
suffering men and women, cofne to the sorrowful conclusion 
I that real happiness could only be enjoyed by the extremely 
^young, and the extremely thoughtless, — and that love was only 
pother name for the selfish a»d often cruel and destructive 
mstincts of animal desire. She did not resent these ugly facts, 
Br passionately proclaim against the gloomy Results of life such 
ps were daily displayed to her, — she was only filled witjb a 
profound and ceaseless compassion for the evils which were 
impossible to cure. Her tireless lov6 for the sick, the feeble^ 
the despairing, the broken-hearted and the dying, had raised 
her to the height of an angel’s quality among the very desp^- 

, ' rtf' , ' ‘ ..r i 'K'<- • • A''*''' 
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titely poor arid criminai plasses ;-^tTie fiercest rufiians of the 
|slums were docile in her presence and obedient to her 
f command ; — and many a bold plan . of robbery, — many 
ga wicked scheme of murder had been altogether foregone 
Jand abandoned through the intervention of Lotys, whose 
‘ intellectual acumen, swift to perceive the savage inllinct, br 
^motive for crime, was equally to point out its uselessness 
vas a means of satisfying vengeance. No preacher could per- 
' suade a thief of the practical inglorioujness of thieving, as 
; Lotys could, — and a prison chaplain, remonstrating with an 
^assassin after his crime, ^vas not half as much use to the 
State as Lotys, who could induce such an one to resign his 
murderous intent altogether, before he had so much as pos- 
sessed himself of the necessary weapon. Thousands of people 
were absolutely tinder her moral dominion, — and ttie power 
she exercised ov(*t them, was so great, and yet so unobtrusive, 
that had she bidden the# whole city rise in revolt, she would 
most surely have been obeyed by the larger and fiercer half of 
. its population. 

With the moneyed classes she had nothing in common, 
though she viewed them with perhaps more pity than she did 
the very poor. An overplus of cash in any one personas pos- 
session that had not been mghtfully earned by the work of brain 
or body, was to her an incongruity, and a defection from the 
laws of the universe show and ostentation she despised, — 
and though she loved beautiful things, she found them, -•-as she 
herself said, — much more in the everyday provisions of nature, 
than in the elaborate designs of art. When she passed the 
gay shops in the principal thoroughfares she never paused to 
look in at the jewellers’ windows, — but she would linger for 
many minutes studying the beauty of the sprays of orchids 
and other delicatetblossoms, arranged in baskets and vases by 
the leading florists; while, --best delight 'of all to her, was a 
solitary walk inland among the woods, where she could gather 
: violets and narcissi, and,^s she expressed it ‘f&l them growing 
about her feet.* She would have been an extraordinary per- 
sonahty as a man, — as a woman she was doubly ^remarkable, 


I 

i 
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for to a womari’i gentleh^s she a^ded a force of wl ahd dear- 
ness of brain which are riot ofteii found even in the strongersex, 
Mysterious as she was in her life and surroundings, enough 
was known of her by the people at large, to bring a gobdly^^ 
concourse of them to the Assembly Rooms on the night when! 
she waS announced to speak on a subject of which the very*^ 
title seemed questionable, namely, " On the Corruption of thel 
State.” The police had been notified of the impending meet-| 
ing, and a few staljvart emissaries of the law in plain clothes } 
mixed with the in-pouring throng. The crowd, however, was • 
very orderly ; — there was no pushing, no roughness, and no ’ 
coarse language. All the members of Sergius Thord’s Revolu- i 
tionary Committee were present, but they came as stragglers,^ 
several and apart, — and among them Paul Zouche the poet, was 
perhaps^ the most noticeable. He had affedted the picturesque 
in his appearance ; — his hat vras of the Rembrandt character, 
and he had donned a very much worn, short velveteen jacket, 
whose dusty brown was relieved by the vivid touch of a bright 
red tie. His hair was wild and bushy, and his eyes sparkled 5 
with unwonted brilliancy, as he nodded to one or two of his., 
associates, and gave a careless wave of the hand to Sergius’; 
Thord, who, entering slowly, and as if with reluctance, 4 
took a seat at the very furthest ^nd of the hall, where hisi 

( nassive figure showed least conspicuous among the surging’^] 
iirong. Keeping his head down in a pensive attitude ofj 
thought, hifc eyes were, nevertheless, sharp to see every person''^ 
entering who belonged to his" own particular following, — ^and a ^ 
i’tay of satisfaction lighted up his face, as he perceived his latest^ 
^ew associate, Pasquin Leroy, quietly edge his way through 
ime crowd, and secure a sea4 in one of the obscurest andl 
■ darkest corners of the badly lighted hall. He was followed bji 
his comrades, Max Graub and Axel Reg«r, — and Thord felS 
a warm glow'bf contentment in the consciousness that the^J 
lately enrolled members of the Revolutionary Committee we:^| 
so far faithful their bond. Signed and sealed in the blocii3| 
of Lotys, they had responded to the magnetism of her 
with the. nroropt obedience of waves rising to the influence bS 
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the moon,— and Sergius, full of a thousand wild schemes for 
regeneration the People, was^more happy to know them 
^ subjects to herjiower, than as adherents to his own cause. 
|rte was calmly cognisant of the presence of General Bemhoff, 
the well-known Chief of Police ; — though he was rendered a 
trifle uneasy by observing that that personage had seated Tiimself 
ps closely as possible to the bendi occupied by Leroy and his 
companions. A faint wonder crossed his mind as to whether 
the three, in their zeal for the new Cause Jhey had taken up, 
had by any means laid themselves open to suspicion ; but he 
was not a man given to fears ; and he felt convinced in his own 
mind, from the close personal observation he had taken of 
Leroy, and from the boldness of his speech on his enrolment 
as a member of the Revolutionary Committee, that, whatever 
sise he might provS to be, he was certainly no coward. 

The hall filled quickly, till by and by it would have been im- 
possible to find standing room for a child. A student of human 
tiature is never long in finding out the dominant characteristic of 
an audience, — whether its attitude be profane or reverent, rowdy 
OT attentive, and the bearing of the four or five thousand here 
jssembled was remarkable chiefly for its seriousness and evident 
intensity of purpose. The extreme orderliness of the manner 
in which the people found® and took their seats, — the entire 
absence of all fussy moiiement, fidgeting, staring, querulous 
changing of places, whispering or laughter, ^showed that the 
:rowd were there for a deeper purpose than mere curtosity. 
The bulk of the assemblage wa? composed of men } very few 
women were present, and these few were all of the poor and 
hard-working classes. No female of even the lower middle 
ranks of life, with any faint pretence to ‘fashion,’ would have 
been seen listening to ‘that dreadful woman,’— as Lotys was 
VQTy often called byiher own sex,— simply because of the extra- 
ordinary fascination she secretly exercised over men. Pasquin 
Xeroy and his companions spoke now and then, guardedly, 
and in low whispers, concerning the appearance and demeanour 
of the crowd, Max Graub being particularly strudr by the 
.general physiognomy and type of the people presenU , 
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“Plenty^^of good heads!” he said cautibusly, ^^Tliere are^ 
thinkers here-^sind ttokers^e a very dangerous clkss J ? f ' 
There are thany people who'*:^ think ^ all their lives 
‘ do * nothing ! ” said Axel Regor languidly. ' 

“Trug, my friend 1 But their thought may lead, while theyi 
themselves remain passive,” joined in Pasquin Leroy, 
voce ; — “It is not at all impossible that if Lotys bade these^f 
five thousand here assembled burn down the Citadel, it would J, 
be done before daybreak ! ” 

“ I have no doubt at all of that,” said Graub. “ One cannot 
forget that the Bastille was taken while the poor King Louis xvi, „ 
was enjoying a supper-party and ‘a little orange-flower-water 
refreshment’ at Versailles !” • 

Leroy ^made an imperative sign of silence, for there was 
a faint stir and subdued hum of expectation in the crowd. 
Another moment, — and Lotys stepped quietly and alone on, 
the bare platform. A? she confrdhted her audience, a low 
passionate sound, like the murmur of a rising storm, greeted 
her, — a sound that was not anything like the customary applause 
or encouragement offered to a public speaker, but that suggested 
extraordinary satisfaction and expectancy, w^hich almost bordered 
on exultation. Pasquin Leroy, raising his eyes as she entered, - 
was startled by an altogether new •impression of her to that^- 
which he had received on the night first saw her. Her per-^ 
sonality was *iomebow different — her^ppearance more striking, 
brilliarft antf commanding. Attired in the same plain garment 
of dead white serge in which fie had previously seen her, with, 
the same deep blood-red scarf crossing her left shoulder and, 
breast, — there was something to-night in this mere costume that; 
seemed emblematic of a far deeper power than he had been^ 
at first inclined to give her. A curious sensation began to, 
affect his nerves, — a sudden and overwheSning attraction, as.i 
though his very soul were being drawn out of him by the calm^ 
irresistible dominance of those slumberous dark blue iris^l 
coloured eyes, which had the merit of appearing neither' 
brilliant nor remarkable as eyes merely, but which held 
in their luminous depths that intellectual command which 
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^represents the active and passionate life of the brain, beside 
|%hich all other life is poor and colourless. Those eyes appeared 
|to rest upon him now from under their drooping sleepy white 
J eyelids with an inexpressible tenderness and fascination, and 
^ he was suddenly reminded of Heinrich Heine’s quaint losre- 
; fancy; “Behind her dreaming, eyelids the sun has gone to 
;; rest ; when she opens her eyes it will be day, and the birds 
fwill be heard singing ! ” He began to realise depths, in his 
lown nature which he had till now been alihost unconscious of ; 
-vhe knew himself to a certain extent, but by no means thoroughly ; 

I and awakening as he was to the fact that other lives around 
him presented strange riddles foi* consideration, he wondered 
whether after all, his own life might not perhaps prove one of 
' the most complex among human conundrums ? He had often 
[ meditated on the inaccessibility of ideal virtues, the uselessness 
I of persuasion, the commonplace absurdity, as he had thought, 
of trying to embody any lofty spiritual dream, — yet he was himself 
a man in whom sfiiritual forces were so strong that he was per- 
sonally unaware of their overflow, because they were as much a 
part of him as his breathing capacity. True, he had never con- 
^ sciously tested them, but they were existent in him nevertheless. 

He watched Lotys noy, with an irritable, restless atten- 
tion, — there was a thrill of vague expectation in his soul as 
of new things to be donfe, — changes to be made in the com- 
plex machinery of humanwiature, — and a great wojider,^as well 
as a great calm, fell upon him the first clear steady, tones 
of her voice chimed through the deep hush which had prepared 
‘ the way for her first words. Her voice was a remarkable one, 

” vibrant, yet gentle, — ringing out forcefully, yet perfectly sweet. ^ 
She began very simply, — without any attempt at a majestic 
; choice of words, qj an impressive flow of oratory. She faced 
her audience quietly,— one bare rounded arm resting easily on 
^ a small uncovered deal table in front of her ; — she had no 
p notes’ but her words ^ere plainly the resist of deliber^ 
v and careful thinking -out of certain problems ne^ui to be 
^b; ought before the notice of the people. Her face-?vas colour* 

‘lead goM lia" 
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from the white brows, fell into their accustomed serpentine 
twisted knot at the nape of her neck ; and the scarlet sash she 
wore, alone relieved the statuesque white folds of her draperies ; 
but as she spoke, something altogether superphysical seemed 
to exhale from her as heat exhales from fire — a strange essence ; 
of overpowering and compelling sweetness stole into the heavy , 
heated air, and gave to the commonplace surroundings and the 
poorly clothed crowd of- people an atmosphere of sacredness 
and beauty. This ififluence deepened steadily under the 
rhythmic cadence of her voice, till every agitated soul, every 
resentful and troubled heart in the throng was conscious of a 
"sudden ingathering of force and calm, of self-respect and self- 
reliance. The gist of her intention was plainly to set people , 
thinking fey: themselves, and in this there could be no manner 
of doubt but that she succeeded. Of the ‘ Corruption of the 
State ^ she spoke as a thing thoroughly recognised by the 
masses. * 

“We know, — all of us,” — she said, in the concluding portion 
of her address, “that we have Ministers who personally care 
nothing for the prosperity or welfare of the country. We 
know — all of us, — that we have a bribed Press ; whose business, 
it is to say nothing that shall run counter to Ministerial views. 
We know, — all of us, — that it is this bribed Ministerial press 
which leads the ignorant, (who are net behind the scenes,) 
to wron^ and false •conclusions ; — and that it is solely upon 
these wrong and false conclusions of the wilfully misled 
million, that the Ministry itself rests for support. On one 
side the Press is manipulated by the Jews; on the other by 
the Jesuits. There is no journal in this country that will, or 
(fare, publish the true reflex of*popular opinion. Therefore , 
:• the word ‘free^ cannot be applied to that recording-force of , 
nations which we call Journalism; inasmuen as it is now a 
merely purcha:^ed Chattle. We should remember, when we- 
read ‘opinions qf the Press,' — on any great movement orj 
important change in policy, that we are merely accepting the"- 
opinions of the bound and paid Slave of Capitalists ; — and we. 
should mketare to form our judgment fpr ourselves, rs^er* 
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.'.than from the Capitalist point of view. Were there a strong 
Viiian to lead, — the shiftiness, treachery, and deliberate neglect 
practised on the million by those who are now in office, could 
' not possibly last ; — but where there is no strength, there must 
be weakness, — and where a long career of deceit J^as been 
followed, instead of a course of plain dealing, failure in the end 
; is inevitable. With failure comes disaster ; and often some- 
i thing which augments disaster — Revolt. The people, weary of 
’ constant imposition, — of incessant delajs of the justice due 
' to them, — as well as the unscrupulous breaking of promises ^ 
solemnly pledged, — will — in the long run, take their own p£y, 
as they have done before in history, of securing instant ameli^ora- 
tion of those wrongs which their paid rulers fail to redress. 
Who will dare to say that, under such circumstancjps, it i| ilV 
for the people to act ? Sometimes it is a greater Conscioiis- 
. ness than their own that moves them ; and the wronged and 
half-forgotten Cause of afl worlds makes His command known 
through His creatures, who obey His impulse, — even as the 
atoms gathering in space cluster at His will into solar systems, 
and bring forth their burden of life ! ” 

She paused, and leaning forward a little, her eyes poured 
out their flashing searchlight as it seemed into the very souls 
of her hearers. * 

“ Dear friends I—dcrur children ! ” she said, and in her tone 
there was the tenderness of a great compassion, almost border- 
ing on tears, — “ What is it, think you all, that fhake? the age 
. in which we live so sad, so colourless, so restless^and devoid of 
hope and peace ? It is not that we are the inhabitants of a 
^^less wonderful or less beautiful world, — it is not as if the sun 
had ceased to shine, or the birds had forgotten how to sing^ 
Triumphs of science, — triumphs of learning and discovery, these 
are all on the increase for our help and furtherance. With so 
much gain in evident advancement, what is it we have lost ? — 
what is it we miss? — whence come the dreapness j^nd empti- 
ness and satiety,— the intolerable sense of the futility of life, 
even when life has most to offer ? Dear children, you iare all so 
* many of you so broken-hearted ! — why, is irt— how is it?, . 
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Poverty alone is not the cause, — ^for it is quite possible to be 
poor, yet happy ! True enough it is that in these days you are 
ground down by the imposition of taxes, which try all the strength 
of your earnings to pay ; but even this is an evil you could 
mitigate^for yourselves, by strong and united public protests 
How is it that you do not realise your own strength ? You are • 
not like the poor brutes of tlfe field and forest, who lack the ^ 
reason which would sh.ow them how superior in physical force' 
^done they are to tho insignificant biped who commands them. 
Wiould the ox understand his own strength, he would never be' 
led to the slaughter-house ; — he and his kind would become a 
terror instead of a provision;!. You are not oxen, — yet often 
you are as patient, as dull, as blind and reasonless as they I 
# You fornj clubs, societies, and trades-unions ; — but in how many 
cases do you not enter upon small and querulous differences 
which so weaken your unity that presently it falls to pieces and 
has no more power in it ? This is what your tyrants in trade 
rely on and hope for; the constant recurrence of quarrels 
and dissensions among yourselves. No Society lasts which 
tolerates conflicting argument or differing sentiments in itself. 
Why is it that the Jesuits, — whom you are all unanimous in, 
hating, — are still the strongest political Brotherhood on the 
face of the earth ? Because they ^re bound to maintain ini 
every particular the tenets of tbeir^ Order. No matter how 
vile, or hew rgprehensibly false ^ their theories, they, are 
compelled to carry on the work and propaganda of their 
Union, despite all loss and sacrifice to themselves. This is 
the secret of their force. Expelled from one land, they takej 
root in another. Suppressed entirely by Pope Clement xiv., , 
in 1773, they virtually ignored*suppression, and took up theiri 
headquarters in Russia. The influence they exerted there; 
still lies on the se^f population, like one 6f the many chains 
fastened to a Siberian exile’s body. Yet they were driveiii 
from Russia in^iSao, — from Holland in 1816, — from Switz^if 
land in 1847, and from Germany in*i872. Latterly they ha^J 
been expelled from France. Nevertheless, in spite of th^ 
numerous^expulsions, and the universal odium in which they 
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.;,/'are held^— they still flourish; still are they able to maintain 
their twenty-two generals and their four Vicars ; — and still all 
countries have, in their turn, to deal with their impending or 
% fulfilled invasion. Why is it that a Society so- criminal in 
historic annuls, should yet remain as a force in ou^ gdvanced 
ts . era of civilisation ? Simply, because it is of One! Mind 1 Bent 
' 1 ] on evil, or good, — self-renuncisttion or self-aggrandisement, — 

{' it is still of One Mind 1 Friends, — were you like them, also 
'y of One Mind, your injuries, your oppresfcions, your taxations 
;! would not last long ! The remedy for all is easy, and rests 
'■ with yourselves, — ojily yourselves ! But some of you have 
lost heart — and other some havf lost patience. You look 
' round upon the squalid corners ®f this great city — you shudder^ 
at the cruelty of the daily life with which you have tq contend, ^ 
— you enter poo*r rooms, which you are compelled to call 
‘home,’ where the sick and dying, the newly-born and the 
dead are huddled all together, — ten, and sometimes fifteen in 
one small den of four whitewashed walls;— and sickened and 
? tired, you cry out ‘ Is life wwth no more than this ? Is God’s 
' scheme for the human race no more than this ? Then why 
were we born at all ? Or, being born, why may we not die at 
. once, self-slain ? ’ Ah, yes, dear friends ! —you often feel like 
this ; we all of us often fed! like this ! But — it is not God who 
has made life thus hard for you, — it is yourselves I It is you 
who consent to be dowm-^odden, — it is you who resign your 
freewill, your thought, your originality of character, into the 
dominating power of others. True, — wealth controls “affairs 
to a vast extent nowadays, — but there is a stronger power than 
wealth, and that is Soul ! It is not the possession of gold 
that has given the greatest men their position. This is a 
commercial age, w^e own, — and certainly, — because of the base 
and degrading lov# of accumulation, — Intellectuality is for the 
moment often set aside as something valueless — but whenever 
Intellectuality truly asserts itself, there is at oi^pe made visible 
an acting force of the Divine, which is practically limitless and 
^ irresistible. Thmk for yourselves, friends ! — do, not let aliir^ ' 
think for youl Thirik for yourselve8-^||«^J^jrow- / 
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selves, and kpt for yourselves ! By youf* obse^tibn of a ^ 
statesman's life, you shall know his capabilities, ^ If hb has 
once been a turncoat, he will be a turncoat again. If he has - 
been known to speculate privately in a forthcoming political 

crisis, which he alone knows of in advance ” , . 

Here^the speaker was interrupted by what sounded more,| 
like a snarl than a shout. “ J^rousse ! P^rousse ! ” 

The name was hissed out, and tossed from one rank to^j 
another of the audience, and one or two of the police present^ 
glanced enquiringly towards Bernhoff their chief, — but he sat,| 
with folded arms and inscrutable demeanour, making no sign,? 
Lotys raised her small, beautifully-shaped white hand to enjoin | 
silence. She was obeyed iftstantly. J 

“ I speak of no one man,'* she said with deliberate emphasis 
“I accdse no one man, — or any man! I. say ‘if' any man*]^ 
gambles with State policy, he is a traitor to the country i,? 
But such gambling is not a novelty in the history of nations. | 
It has been practised over and over again. Only mark you all. ; 
this one God's truth I — that whenever it has occurred — when<! 


ever the rulers of a State are corrupt, — whenever society sinks i 
into such moral defilement that it sees nothing better, nothing"*; 
higher man the love of money, — then comes the downfall 
then Ruin and Anarchy set up thqjr dominion, — and Heaven's? 
rage rolls out upon the offenders, till their offence be cleansed^j 
away in rivers of blood and tears ! "• ‘| 

She wa4ed a moment, — and changing her attitude, se^med| 
as it were, to project her thought into her audience, by thel 
sudden passion of her commanding gesture, and the flash o£| 
her deep luminous eyes. "M 

“ We have heard of the Great Renunciation I " she said^ 
“ How God Himself took human form, and came to this lowl 
little earth to prove how nobly we shouljj live and die I BuM 
in our day, — we "with our preachers and teachers, our 
and our* Parliamentary orators, — our atheistical statesmen "olS 
all hands? hftive come upon th^ Great Obliteration 
Obliteration of God altogether in our ways of life ! We 
Him out, as if He were not. He is not in our Churcbes-^H^ 

">,.-4 '• 
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; * is not in our Laws-^-He is not in our Commerce. Only when 
are brought low by pain and ^ckness — when we are con- 
ironted by death itself — then we call out ‘ God ! God ! * like 
|i;covvards, praying for help from the Power we have negatived 
our lives! Here is the evil, O children all !— we have 
forgotten Our Father! We arrange all our aflTAirs in life 
M^i^ithout giving Him a thought t Our pleasures, our gains, 
Jv-our advantages, — are calculated without consulting His good 
pleasure. Tie is last, or not at all, — ^hen He should.be 
first, and in everything ! The end of this is misery ; — it must 
S be so ; it cannot by law be anything else. For vrhat is God ? 

Who is God ? God is a name merely, — but we give it to that 
;; Unseen, but ever working Force which rules the Universe! 

The coldest atheist that ever breathed must own that somehow, 

. — by some means* or other, — the Universe ts ruled, — for if it 
* were not, we should know nothing of it. Therefore, when we set 
,, aside, or leave out the consciousness and acknowledgment of 
the Ruler, the ruling of our affairs must, of necessity, go wrong ! 

A ** I cannot preach to you — I cannot out of my own conscience 
I recommend to you one or the other form of faith as the way , 

" to peace and w^isdom ; — but I can and do beseech you toi0 
: . remember the Note Dominant of this great Universe — the Note® 
; that sounds through high and low, — through small and great ^ 
' alike ! — and that must and will in due course absorb all our 
^‘discords into Everlasting *Harmony ! Try not to put this fact 
^ out of your lives, — that JusOce and Order are the #ule ef the 
^ spheres ; and that whenever w^e ^depart from these, even in 
;^the smallest contingency, confusion reigns. How liard it is to 
believe in Justice and Order, you will tell me, — when the poor , 
t are not treated with the same consideration as the rich, — and 
' . when money will buy place and position ! True ! It is hard to . ' 
believe, — but it is believable nevertheless. As the lungs and the 
heart are the life of the human body, so are* Justice and Order 
' the life of tlie Universe, — and when these are pushed out of 
place, or become diseased in the composition of human state „ 
community, then the life of that state or community is 
; — and unless remedies are quickly to itmust, 
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end. You all know^the position of things amon|[ yourselves 
lo-day; — you all know that there is no trust to be placed in 
Churches, Kings or Parliaments; — that the world is in a state 
of ferment and unrest, — moving towards Change; — change: 
■imminent — change, possibly, disastrous I And if it is You who! 
know, it is likewise You who must seize the hour as it ap-?3 
proaches ! — seize it as you wduld seize a robber by the throat, i 
and demand its business; — search its heart; — deprive it of itsi 
weapons ; — and leaan from it its message ! A message it may 
be of wild alarm — of tearing up old conventions ; — of thrusting ’ 
forth old abuses ; a message full of clamour and outcry — but 
whatever the uproar, doub^ not that we shall hear the voice of, 
the Forgotten God thundering in our ears at the close ! We 
shall have found our way closer to Him — and with penitence i 
and prayer, we shall ask to be forgiven for having wandered 
away from Him so long ! 

“ And will He not pardon ? Yes, •-He will, because He must \ 
To Him we owe our existence ; — He alone is responsible for 
our life, our probation, our progress, our striving through many 
errors towards Perfection ! He, who sees all, must needs have 
pity for His creature Man I Out of the evolutions of a blind. 
Time, He has made the poor weak human being, who in the firsts, 
days of his sojourn on earth had lieilher covering nor home, i 
Less protected than the beasts of tjie forest, he found himself, 
compelled to Thjnk ! — to think out Jiis own means of shelter,—” 
to codtri^tii^is own weapons of defence. Slowly, and by painfuF 
degrSes, from Savagery he has emerged to Civilisation ; — where:;: 
fore it is evident that his Maker meant Thought to be his IBist, 
principle, and Action his second. He who does not work, shall, 
not eat ; — he who docs not usaiall his faculties for improvement,'^ 
shall by and by have none to use. Injustice and corruption are 
amongst us, merely because we ourselves •have failed to resist 
their first inroads. Who is it that complains of wrong? Let 
him hasten to his own amending, — and he will find a thousand 
hands, a thousand hearts ready to vTork with him ! All Nature 
is on the sijje of health in the body, as of health in the State! 

. All NatuK fights against disease, — physical and moral., ^ 
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fore do not, — dear friends and children ! — sit idle and passive, 
‘submitting yourselves to be deceived, as if you had no force 
to withstand deception ! Show that you hate lies, and will have 
none of them, — show that you will not be imposed upon — ^and 
decline to be led pr governed by party agents, who persuade 
you to your own and your country’s destruction ! ^he voice of 
the People can no longer be heafd in a purchased Press ; — let 
it echo forth then, in stronger form than ephemeral print, which 
lo-day is glanced at, and to-morrow is forgotten ; — wherever 
and whenever you are given the chance to meet, and to speak, 
let your authority as the workers, the ratepayers, and supporters 
of the State be heard ; and do nof You, without whom even 
the King could not keep his thrpne, consent to be set aside 
as the Unvalued Majority ! Prove, by your own firm attitude 
that without You,*nothing can be done ! It is time, (3 people 
of my heart ! — it is time you spoke clearly ! God is moving 
His thought through your st)uls — God stirs in you the fear, the 
discontent, the suspicion that all is not well with your country ; 
— and it is the Spirit of God which breathes in the warning 
note of the time — 

‘ Hark to the voice of the time ! 

The multitude think themselves, 

And weigh their condition each one ; 

The drudge has a spirit sublime, 

And whether he haiT|mers or delves, • 

He reads when his labour is done ; 

And learns, though he groan under poverty’s ban, 

That freedom to Think, is the birthright of man ! * 

“ Learn,” she continued,— as ^low deep murmur of agreement 
ran through the room ; “ Learn to what strange uses God 
puts even such me»i of this world, whose sole existence has 
been spent in amassing money! They "have acted a^.the 
merest machines, gathering in the millions ; — gathering, garner- 
ing them in 1 For what purpose ? Lo, they ai® smitten down 
in the prime of their lives, and the gold they have piled up is 
at once scattered ! Much of it becomes used for/^ucational 
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purposes; — and some of these dead millionaires have, as it 
were thrown Education at the heads of the people, and plmost 
pauperised it Far away in Great Britain, a millionaire has 
recently inade the Scottish University education ‘free^ to all 
students, — instead of, as it used to be, hard to get, and well 
worth working to w^in. Now, — through the w'ealth of one man,' , 
it is turned into a pauper’s aftowance ; — like offering the smallest 
silver coin to a reduced gentleman. The pride, — the skill, — the 
self-renunciation,-*-the strong determination to succeed, which / 
form fine character, and which taught the struggling student to 
win his owm University education, are all wiped out ; — there is 
no longer any necessity for the practice of these manly and self- 
sustaining virtues. 'J’lie hftrm that will be done is probably' 
not y<iit perceivable ; but it will be inc'aljulable. Education, ’ ^ 
turned into a kind of pauper’s monopoly, will have widely 
different results from those just now imagined ! But with all the 
contemptuous throwing out of tfie unneeded kitchen-waste of 
millionaires,— still Education is the thing to take at any price, 
and under any circumstances ; — because it alone is capable of 
giving power! It alone will ‘put down the mighty from their ' 
seats, and exalt the humble and the meek.’ It alone will give{ 
us the force to fight our taskmasters with their own weapons, » 
and to place them where they should be, co-equal with us, but ^ 
not supeiioi, — nsiderate of us, bat not commanding us, — an<J 
above all things, bound to make Ijieir records of such work as ' 
the^ do for ‘Jie State— clean ! ” 

A huriiicane of applause interrupted her, — she waited till it J 
subsided, then went on quietly. >1 

“There should be ro scheming in the dark; no secref;,.^^ 
contracts lor which we hafe to pay blindly; — no refusal 
explain the way in w’hich the people’s hard-earned money is^ 
spent ; and before foreign urbanities and diplomacies and con-if 
cessions are allowed to take up time in the Senate, it isJ 
necessary tligt the frightful and |ibounding evils of our omQ 
land, — our own homes, — be considered. For this we purpose 
to demand redress, — and not only to demand it, but to obtain 
it Ministers may refuse to hear us ; but the Country’s claims ' 
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are greater than any Ministry! A Kin^s displeasure may 
cause court-parasites to tremble — but a People's Honour is 
’more to be guarded than a thousand thrones ! 

As she concluded with these words, she seemed* to grow 
taller, nobler, more inspired and commanding, — apd while the 
applause was yet shaking the rafters of the hall, she left the 
platform. Shouts of “ Lotys ! Lotys ! ” rang out again and 
again with passionate bursts of cheering, — and in response to 
them she came back, and by a slight gesture C(::mmanded silence. 

‘ Dear friends, I thank you all for listening to me!” she 
said simply, her rich voice trembling a little ; “ I speak only 
with a woman’s impulse and unwisdom — ^just as I think and 
feel — and always out of my great love for you 1 As you all 
know, I have no interests to serve ; — I am only Loty^, your 
own poor friend, — one who works with you, and dwells among 
you, seeing and sharing your hard lives, and wishing with all 
my heart that I could help you to be happier and freer 1 My 
life is at your service, — my love for you is all too great for any 
words to express, — and my gratitude for your faith and trust in 
me forms my daily thanksgiving ! Now, dear children all, — 
for you are truly as children in your patience, submission and 
obedience to bitter destiny ! — I will ask you to disperse quietly 
without noise or confusion, or any trouble that may give to 
the paid men of law ungrf*teful work to do; — and in your 
homes, think of me ! — remember my w^ords ! — and while you 
^maintain order by the steadiness and reasonableness of your 
difficult lives, still avoid and resent that slavish obedience to 
yoke fastened upon you by capitalists, — who have no other 
comfort to offer you in poverty than the workhouse; and nc 
other remedy for the sins into which you are thrust by theii 
neglect, than the prison ! Take, and keep the rights of your 
^humanity ! — the right to think, — ^the right to^ speak, — the right 
to know what is being done with the money you patiently 
earn for others ; — and work^ all together, in uni^. Put aside 
all petty differences, — all small rancours and jealousies ; and 
even as a Ministry may unite to defraud and deceive you, so 
do you, the People, unite to expose the frapd, apd reject the 
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deception ! Thwe is no voice so resonant and convincing as 
the voice of the public; there is no power on earth more 
strong or more irresistible than the power of the People 1 ” 

She stood for one moment more, — silent ; her eyes brilliant, 
her fj|ce beautiful with inspired thought, — then with a quiet, ^ 
half-deprecatory gesture, in response to the fresh outbreak ofg* 
passionate cheering, she rAired from the platform. Pasquih^; 
Leroy, whose eyes had been riveted on her from the first tO '^ 
the last word of her oration, now stytod as fiom a dream, and 
rose up half-unconsciously, passing nis hand across his brow, " 
as though to exorcise some magnetic spell that had crept over 
his brain. His face 'waj flushed, his pulses were throbbing ' 
quickly. His companioqs, Max Clraiib and Axel Regor, ; 
looked at him inquisitively. The audience was beginning to ^ 
file out of the hall in orderly groups. • C 

“ What next ? ” said Graub ; “ Shall we go ? ” [ 

“ I suppose so,” said Leroy, with a quick sigh, and forcing" 

a smile ; “ But — 1 should have liked to speak with lier ”, ,', 4 

At that moment his shoulder was touched by a man he^; 
recognised as Johan Zegota. He gave the sign of the/ 
Revolutionary Committee bond, to which Leroy and hia!1 
comrades responded. 


“Will you all three come ovcP the way?” whispered Zegota 
cautiously; “We are entertaining Lotys to supper at the inn } 
opposite, — the^ landlord is one of us. I'hord saw you sitting,'*^ 
hei%, anti sent me to ask you to j(/in us.” . 

'** With pleasure,” assentfid Leroy ; “ We will come at once 
2 ^gota nodded and disappeared. , ; ^ 

“So you will see the end of this escapade!” said 
Graub, a trifle crossly. “ U would have been much 
go home ! ” 

“ You have enjoyed escapades in yotir time, have yOU>pS^K 
my friend? Some even quite recently?” returned I-eroy 
“ One or two more will not hurt you I ” 

^They edged their way out amdhg the quietly moving 
and happening to push past General BernhofT, that 
.gav^,an almost imperceptible salute, which Leroy 
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^ceptibly retuiiied. It was clear that th^ "Chief of Police was 
;^w:quainted with Pasquin Leroy, the ‘ spy ’ on whose track he 
been sent by Carl Perousse, and moreover, that he was 
Jibvidently in no hurry to arrest him. At any rate he allowed 
’^im to pass with his friends §jnmolested, out of the Pe^^le’s 
^Assembly Rooms, and though he followed him across the 
|road, * shadowing him,* as it were, into a large tavern, whose 
Uighted windows betokened some entertainment wjthin, he did 
liiot enter the hostelry hi.;iself, but contented his immediate 
i’liumour by walking past it to a considerable distance off, and 
igthen slowly back again. By and by Max Graub came out 
>&nd beckoned to him, and after a lijjtle earnest conversation 
i'Bemhoff walked off altogether, the, ring of his martial heels 
;!echoing for some time along the pavement, even after he had 
^disappeared. And Irom within the lighted tavern came the 
^^und of a deep, harmonious, swinging chorus — 

/*Way, make way! — for our banner is unfurled. 

Let each man stand by his neighbour ! 

The thunder of our footsteps shall roll through the world. 
In the March of the Men of Labour ! ” 

Yes ! ** said Max Graub, pausing to listen ere re-entering 
lithe tavern — “If — and it is ^ great ‘if* — if every man will 
Istand by his neighbour, the^ thunder will be very loud, — and 
ftiy all the deities that ever lived in the Heavqn blue, it is a 
f^liitinder that is likely to last some time I The possfoility of 
^tanding by one’s neighbour is the otily doubtful pointy! ” 
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I NSIDK the tavern, from wliirh the singing proceeded, 
there* was a strange, scene, -somewhat disorderly yet 
picturesque. Lotys, seated, at the head of a long supper-, 
table, had been crowned by her admirers with a wreath of 
laurels, — and as she sat more or less sifent, with a rather 
weary expression on her face, she looked like the impersona*)> 
tion of a Daphne, exhausted by the speed of her flight froiiif 
pursuing Apollo. Beside her, nestling close against her 
.caressingly, was a little girl with great black Spanish eyes,*-< 
eyes full of an appealing, half-frightened wislfulness, like those? 
of a hunted animal. Lotys kept one arm round the child, 
and every now and again sjioke to her some little caressing 
word. All the rest of the guestS at the supper- board were^ 
men, — and all of them membgs of the Revolutionary 
Commillee. Rasquin Ler^y and his friends entered, 

there* wa? a general clapping of hands, and the pale 
courifenance of Lotys flushed a delicate rose-red, as she,: 
extended her hand to each. 

“You begin your career with us very well I” she said^ 
gently, her eyes resting mwsingly on Leroy; "I ba<||noji| 
expected to see you to-night!’’ r =5 

“Madame, I had never heard you sfSeak,” he answered, ^ 
and as he addressed her, he pressed her hand with unconscioi^ 
fervour, while his eloquent eyes dilated and darkened, as, mpv^ 
,^by some complex emotion, she qtuckly withdrew her sl^d^ap; 
^lingers from |is clasp. “ And I felt I should never kpow 
are, till you face the people, 



288 ‘‘TEMPORAL POWER” 

He paused She looked at him wonderingly, and her heart 
Ifbegan to beat with a strange quick thrill It is hot always 
|easy to see the outlines of a soul’s development, or the in> 
^choate formation of a great love, — ^and though everything in a 
Certain sense moved her and appealed to her jthatiwas gutside 
'herself, it was difficult to her to believe or to admit 'that she, 
;in her own person, might be the ^ause of an entirely new set 
; of thoughts and emotions in the mind of one man. Seeing he 
k,was silent, she repeated ^toftly and with a half-smile. 
|.•“Now’?” 

l< “ Now,” continued Leroy quickly, and in a half-whisper ; “ I 
i do know you partly, — but I must know you more f You will 
' give me the chance to do that ? ” . 

His look said more than his words, and her face grew paler 
than before. She turned from him to the child at her side — 

:/ “ Pequita, are you very tired ? ” 

jv “No! ’’was the reply, gi/en brightly, and with an upward 
glance of the dark eyes. 

Ij- “ That is right ! Pasquin Leroy my friend ! this is 
^Pequita, — the child we told, you of the other night, the only 
daughter of Sholto. She will dance for us presently, will you 
Jnot, my little one ? ” 

“Yes, indeed!” and the young face lighted up swiftly at 
.the suggestion; 'while Leroy, taking the seat indicated to him 
*l)at the supper-table, experienced a tumult pf extraordinary 
'/sensations, — the chief one of which was, that he flSlr himself 
;;to have been ‘snubbed,’ very (Juietly but effectually, by a 
|woman who had succeeded, though he knew not how, in 
Isuddenly awakening in him a violent fever of excitement, to 
Iwhi!^ he was at present unable to give a name. Rallying 
'fhimself, however, he glanced up and down the board smilingly, 
^lifting his glass to sllule Sergius Thord, who responded from 
fhis place at the bottom of the table, — and very soon he 
||e^ined his usual placidity, for he had enormous strength of 
prill, and kept an almost despotic tyranny over his feelings. 
Plis companions. Max Graub and Axel Regor, were separated 
him, and from each other, at different sides of the table, 
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and Paul Zouiihe the pbet, almost immediately ojpposite to* 
him. He was glad to see that he was next but one to LotyS — . 
the man between them being a desperado-looking fellow with^i 
a fierce moustache, and exceedingly gentle eyes,,— who, as he^ 
afterwards discovered, was one of the greatest violinists in th^iJ 
world,— the favourite of ^Kings and Courts, — and yet for all that,^ 
a prominent member of th^ Revolutionary Committee. The| 
supper, which was of a simple, almost frugal character, was soon.? 
served, and the lar^lord, in setting thj first plate before Lotys,* ’ 
laid beside it a knot of deep crimsm roses, as an olfering of; 
homage and obedience from himself. She thanked him with) 
a .smile and glance, and taking up the flowers, fastened them at'\ 
her breast. Conversation •now became animated and general 
and one of the men present, a delicate-looking young fellow^jt 
with a "head resembling somewhat tliat of Keats, started af 
discussion by saying suddenly — | 

“ Jost has sold out all his sh'arqg in that new mine that was^, 
started the other day. It looks as if he did not think, after all , 
his newspaper puffs, that the thing w^as going to work.” ) 

“If Jost has sold, Pdrousse will,” said his neighbour;! 
“The two are concerned together in the floating of the whole^ 
business.” 

“And yet another piece of nws!” put in Paul Zouch6;;j 
suddenly; “For if we talk of stocks and shares, we talk, ofj 
money ! What think you, my friends ! I, Paul Zouche, have^ 
been»offeipd pajrment for my po^s ! This very afternoon 1?^ 
Imagine ! Will not the spheres fall ? A poet to be paid fori 
his poemsis as though one should offer the Creator a pecuniaiy| 
consideration for creating the flowers ! ” 

His face was flushed, and Ijis eyes deliriously bright. 

“ Listen, my Sergius ! ” he said ; “ Wonders never cease iri| 
this world; but this is the most wondesful of all wonders'|| 
Out of the merest mischief and monkeyish malice, the othe 
day I sent my latest book of poems to the King — 

“ Shame ! Aame ! ” interrupted « dozen voices. 

. the rules, Paul ! You have broken the bond I ” 

. Paul Zouche laughed loudly. 

uL 
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low you yell, my baboon's ! ” he cri^ ; ** How you screeo»| 
about the rules of your lair J Wait till you lieai I You surely 
not suppose I sent the book out of any humility or loyalty, 
or desire for notice, do you ? I sent it out of pme hate and 
scorn, to show him as a fool-Majesty, that there was somethingj 
he could not do — something that should last when he was for»y 
gottei^ ! — a few burning lines that should, like vitriol, eat 
his Throne and outlast it 1 I sent it some days ago, and got 
an acknowledgment from the flunkey w^o writes Mriesty’s 
letters. But this aftern^n I received a much more impo*. "uit 
document, — a letter from Eugene Silvano, secretary to OtT 
very honourable and trustworthy Premier ! He 'nforms me in 
set terms, that his Majesty the^ ^^ing has been pleased to 
appreciate my work as a poet, to the extent of offering me a 
hundred golden pieces a year for the term of my natfiral life ! 
Ha-ha 1 A hundred golden pieces a year ! And thus they 
would fasten this wild birct of Revolutionary song to a Royal 
cage, for a bit of sugar ! A hundred golden pieces a year ! It 
.means food and lodging — warm blankets to sleep in- but it 
means something else, — loss of independence ! 

•‘Then you will not accept it?” said Pasquin Leroy, looking 
at, him with interest over the rim of the glass from which he 
was just sipping his wine, f J 

, “ Accept it 1 I have already refused it I By swift return »</ 
post!” ‘ ^ 1} 

, Shouts of “Bravo ! bravo 1 ” echoed around him alksiq fj 
men sprang up and shook hands*with him and patted /i! 
the back, and even over the dark face of Sergius I’hord th^^te 
]^$sed a bright illumining smile. 

' :,; “ Zouche, with all thy faults, ^hou art a brave man !”^id 
the young man with the Keats-like head, who was in reSty 
confidential clerk to one of the largest stockbrokers in the 
^metropolis; “A thousand times better to starve, than to 
l^ccept Royal alms ! ” 

“To your health, Zouehe!” said Lotys, le&ning forward^ 
i in hand. “Your xefusal of the King’s offered bounty id 
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“ Hear her ! ” cried Zouche, “iskultant ; *^She kn^ exattly?^ 
how to put it ! > For look you, there ^re the true elements of Ji 
tragedy in a worn coat and scant food, while the thoughts?^ 
that help nations to live or die are burning in one*s brainfej* 
, Then cemes a King with a handful of gold — and gold would !' 
be useful— it always is ! But — by Heaven I to pay a poet fot'| 
his poems is, as I said before, as if one were to meet th^J 
Deity on His way through space, scattering planets and solar 
'Systems at a touch, !ind then to say-y^Well done, God ! We ;^' 
shall remunerate You for your creative power as long as You V 
shall last — so much per aeon ! ’ ” 

Ijeroy laughed. • 

“You wild soul!” he said; “Would you starve then| 
rather tlj^n accept a king’s bounty?” ^ 

“I would!” answered Paul. “Look you, my brave 
psquin! Read back over all the centuries, and see the ' 
py in which these puppets we calf kings, have rewarded the " 
Veatest thinkers of their times! Is it anywhere recorded? 
bat the antique virgin, Elizabeth of England, ever did anything ‘ 
or Shakespeare? True — he might have been ‘graciously ' 
litted * to act one of his sublime tragedies before her — by 
leaven! — she was only fit to be Jiis scrubbing woman, by ^ 
^tellectual comparison 1 Kings and Queens have always - 
embled in their shoes, and on their thrones, before the might ,;. 

: the ger I — and it is natural therefijre that they should ignore ; 
as niucR as conveniently possible. A general, whose-: 
llitary tactics succeed in killing a hundred thousand innocent ' 
receives a peerage and a hundred thousand a year, — 
speculator who snatches territory and turns it into stock-| 
^bbing material, is called afl ‘Empire Builder’; but the;!| 
an whose Thought destroys or moulds j new World, and{' 
uses up a new Civilisation, is considered beneath a crowne4| 
lajesty’s consideration ! ‘ Beneath,’ by Heaven 1 — I, Paill| 

[buche, may yft mount behind M^esty’s chdr, and with/fti 
gle rhyme send his crown spinning into space ! Meanvri&Ue,;. 
ave flung back his hundred golden pieces, with as muclj; 
tha edge of ray pen as there would be in my band 
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Were his; Majesty sitting' there, and I flung them across 
I the table how / ” 

Again Leroy laughed. His eyes Bashed, but there was a 
certain regret and wistfulness in them. 

“You approve, of course?” he said, turning , tot Sergius 
Thord. 

Sergius looked for a moment at Zouche with an infinitely / 
grave and kindly compassion. j 

“ I think Paul ha^tcted bravely ; ” he then said slowly ; 1 
“ He has been true to the principles of our Order. And under I 
the circumstances, it must have been difficult for him to refuse I 

- what would have been a certain ccmpetence, ” I 

t “Not difficult, Sergius!” exclaimed Zouche, “But purely I 
triumphant!” « I 

Thord smiled, — then went on — “ You see, my friend,” anev 
he addressed himself now to Leroy; “Kings have scornec 
the power of the pen too long ! Those who possess that powei 
are now taking vengeance for neglect. Thousands of pens 
all over the world to-day are digging the grave of Royalty, 
and building up the throne of Democracy. Who is to " 
blame? Royalty itself is to blame, for deliberately passing 
over the claims of art and intellect, and giving preference tc 
the claims of money. The moneyed man is ever the friend 
of Majesty, — but the brilliant man of letters is left out in th 5 
cold. Yet it is the mar of letters who chronicles the ages, 
and who will do so, we may be sure, according to his own 
experience. As the King treats the essayist, the- romancist ( )r 
' the historian, so will these recording scribes treat the King ! ” 

“ It is possible, though,” suggested Leroy, “ that th e 
King meant well in his offer td our friend Zouche ? ” 

“ Quite possiblf I ” agreed Thord ; “ Only his offer of oni^ 
hundred gold pieces a year to a man of intellect, is out of »11 
proportion to the salary he pays his cook ! ” I 

A slight flush reddejied Leroy's bronze<i cheek.- Thoird 
' observed him attentively, and saw that his soul was absorhfced 
by some deep-seated intellectual irritation. He began to ffieel 
l^ st^ngely dra.wn towards him j; his eyes jui^tionjiB^the^sea 
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which he appeared to hold in his mind, but the quiet com- 
posure of the man’s handsome face baffled enquiry. ' Mean- 
while around the table the conversation grew louder and less 
restrained. * The young stockbroker’s clerk was holding forth 
eloquently concerning the many occasions on which he had 
seen Carl P^rousse at his employer’s office, carefully going 
into the closest questions of financial losses or gains likely to 
result from certain political moves, — and he remembered one 
day in particular, when, after purchasi^ a hundred thousand 
shares in a certain company, P^rousse had turned suddenly 
round on his broker with the cool remark — “ If ever you breathe 
a whisper about this transaction, I will shoot you dead ! ” 

Whereat the broker haci replied that it was not his 
custom <iO give away his clients’ business, , and that threats 
\ were unworthy of a statesman. Then Perousse had become 
as friendly as he had been before menacing; and the two 
^1 had gone out of the office and lunched together. And the 
' confidential clerk thus chattering his news, declared that his 
employer was now evidently uneasy; and that from that 
I uneasiness he augured a sudden fluctuation or fall in what' 
- 'had lately seemed the most valuable stock in the market. ’ 
\ “ And you ? Your news, Valdor,” cried one or two eagbr 
Voices, while several heads leaned forward in the direction, 
of the fiercely - moustached man ivho sat next to Lotys*- 
“Whejp have you been with your* fiddle? Do you arrive 
among ^ us to-night infected ,bv the pay, or the purple of 
Royalty ? ” •• 

Louis Valdor, by birth a Norseman, and by sympathies 
a cosmopolitan, looked up with a satiric smile in his dark; 
eyes. ^ 

“There is no purple left to infect a man lyith, in the modern] 
slum of Royalty!’?, he said; “Tobacco-smoke, not incense,^ 
, perfumes the palaces of the great nowadays — and card-playing^ 
. is more appreciated than music ! yet I and my fiddle ^ve' 
made many long journeys lately, — and we have sent bur 
"" messages of Heaven thrilling through the callous horrors of 
Hell. IV A Tew nights since, I played at the Russian Couit:^ 
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®^qr4' fetripress-^cbld as a stone— with her 

diimohds flashii^ oii hd: unhappy breast, — ^before the 
Emperor, whose furtive eyes gazed unseeingly before him, as 
^though black Fate hovered in the air— before women, whose 
lives are steeped in the lowest intrigue — before menf whose 
faces are as bearded masks, covering the wolfs snarl, yes ! 

played before these, — played with all the chords of my 

heart vibrating to the vi<)lin, till 3,t lust Q, YlUTHSLll sigil QUlVercd 

from the lips of the statk^sque Empress, — till a frown crossed 
Vthe brooding brow of her spouse — till the intriguing women 
shook off the spell with a laugh, and the men did the same 
with an oath — and I was satisfied^ I received neither ‘pay,' 
nor jewel of recognition, — I had played ‘ for the honour ' of 
appearing before Iheir Majesties ! — but my bow was a wand 
to wake the little poisoned asp of despair that stings its way f 
into the heart under every Royal mantle of ermine, and that 
sufficed me!” \ 

^ “ Sometimes, said Leroy, turning towards him; “I pity / 

: kings ! ” j 

“ r faith, so do I ! ” returned Valdor. “ But only some- 
times ! And if you liad seen as much of them as I have, the 
‘ sometimes ' would be rar^i ” /' 

“ Yet you play before them ? ” put in Max Graub, H 

“Because I must do* so to satisfy the impresarios wh# 
advertise me to the public,” said Valdor. “ Alas ! — ^v^y wiF 
' the public be so foolish as to. wish their favourite artist tj*j 
^ play before kings and queens ? Seldom, if eve/, do the^ 
Royal people understand music, — still less do they understand 
the musician ! Believe me, I have been treated as the veriest 
scullion by these jacks-in-office ; and that I still permit myself 
to play before thepi is a duty I owe to this Brotherhood, — 

> because it deepens and sustains my bond with you all. There 
is no king on the face of the earth who has dignity and noblc- 


I ness of character enough ^o command my respect, — much less , 
my reverence ! I take nothing from kings, remember ! — they 
»;j^e not offer me money — they dare not insult me with a 
^je^eUed pin, such as they would give to a stal^-ibast^ who 
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sees a Royi^ train dff. Only the other d^y, ^cn^ 1 wasr 
summoned to play before a certain Majesty, i lord-iit-twiiting I 
addressed me when I arrived with the insolent words— 
are late, 'Monsieur Valdor! — You have kept the King" 
waiting!’ I replied — Hs that so? I regret it! But having : 
kept his Majesty waiting, I will no longer detain him;/ 
au revoir ! ” And I returnSd straightway to the carriage in 
which I had come. Majesty did without his music that even- \ 
ing, owing to the insolence of his ftJnkey-man I Whether 1,,^ 
ever play before him again or not,' is absolutely immaterial ; 
to*me ! ” 5 

“Tell me,” said Pasquin Leroy, pushing the flask of wine'^ 
over to him as he spoke ; •“ What is it that makes kings so 
unloved? I hate them myself ! — b>’t let us analyse the reasons 
why.” * 

“ Discuss — discuss ! ” cried Paul Zouche ; “ Why are kings\ 
hated ? Let Thord answer first !•’ ' 

“ Yes — yes 1 Let 'Phord answer first ! ” was echoed a dozen : 
times. 

Thord, thus appealed to, looked up. His melancholy deep '^ 
eyes were sombre, yet full of fire, — lonely eyes they were,.v 
yearning for love. * 

“Why are kings hated?” he repeated; “Because to-day^ 
they are the effete representatives pf an effete system. I can ^ 
quite^lma^ine that if, as in olden ^imes, kings had maintained!^; 
a position of personal bravery, and personal influence on theif? 
subjects, they would have been as much beloved as they are now 
despised. But what we have to see and to recognise is this ^;| 
in one land we hear of a sovereign who speculates hand-and-? 
glove with low-born Jew contractors and tradesmen, — another! 
monarch makes no secret of his desire to profit financially! 
out of a gambling hell started in his ^dominions, — another^? 
makes his domestic affairs the subject of newspaper comment^! 
—another is always apostrophising the Almighty in public 
another is insane or stupid, — ana so on through the whole ■ 
gamut. Is it not natural that an intelligent People should/ 
re^nt tlje fact that their visibly governing head is a gambler^j! 
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|»':«:yoluptu^ " Myiself, I tlimk the growing unpopulanty 
l^f kings is the result of their incapability for kingship.*' 

|: Now let me speak ! ** cried Paul Zouche excitedly ; “ There 
'"is another root to the matter,— a root like that of a certain 
tropical orchid, which according to superstition, is shaped 
like a man, and utters a shriek when it is pulled out of the 
dearth! Pull out this screaming 'mystery, — hatred oi kings! 

In the first place it is because they are hateful in themselves, 
1 ‘', — because they have bed^? brought up and e^ducated to take an 
^ immeasurable and all-absorbing interest in their own identity, 
trather than in the lives, hopes and aims of their subjects. In 
^^the second — as soon as they occupy thrones, they become 
[ overbearing to their best friends. *It is a well-known fact that 
the more loyal and faithful you are to a king, tlvj more 
f completely is he neglectful of you ! * Put not your trust in 
princes,' sang old David. He knew how untrustworthy they 
i;were, being a king himsfelf, and a pious one to boot! 
[^Thirdly and lastly, — they only give their own personal 
|attention to their concubines, and leave all their honest and 
Ixespectable subjects to be dealt with by servants and secret^ 
v aries. Our King, for example, never smiles so graciously as 
;pn Madame Vantine, the wife of Vantine the wine-grower; — 
and he buys Vantine’s wines as well as his wife, which brings 
/in a double profit to the firm ! ” 


Leroy looked up. 


“ Are you sure of that ? ” 

Zouche met his eyes with a stare and a laugh. 

“Sure? Of course I am sure! By my faith, your re- 
"semblance to his Majesty is somewhat striking to-night, my 
' bold Leroy ! The same straight brows — the same inscrutable, 
{[woman-conquering smile! I studied his portrait after the 
goffer of the hundred golden pieces — and I, swear you might 
|be his twin brother!” 

p; “ I told you so ! ” replie<| Leroy imperturbably ; — “ It is a 
Lteful resemblance ! I wish I could rid myself of it. Still 
;er all, there is something unique in being countenanced 
^ a King, md minded Socialist!” ^ 



THE SCORN OF KINGS 


297 


‘‘True!** put in ^ord gently;— I am s^tisfiedi 'JPasquin 
Leroy, that you are an honest comrade!” 

Leroy met his eyes with a grave smile, and touched his 
glass by way of acknowledgment. 

“Yoj> do not ask me,” he said then, “whether I have 
been able to serve your Cause in any way since last we 
met ? ” • 

“This is not our regular meeting,” said Johan Zegota; 
ask no questions till the general .Aonthly assembly.” 

“I^^ee ! ” And Leroy looked whini.^eally meditative — “Still, 
as we are all friends and brothers here, there is no harm in 
conveying to you the fact, that I have so far moved in the 
appointed way, that Carl Peiousse has ordered the discovery 
and arrest of one Pascjuin Leroy, supposed to be a spy on the 
military defences of the city ! ” 

Lotys gave a little cry. 

“ Not possible ! So soon ! ” • 

“Quite possible, Madame,” said Leroy inc'lining his head 
towards her deferentially. “ I have lost no time in doing my 
duty!” And his eyes flashed upon her with a passionate, 
half-eager questioning. “I must carry out my Chiefs com- 
mands ! ” 

“ But you are in danger, then ? said Sergius Thord, bend- 
ing an anxious look of enquiry uponjiim. 

“No*, more sg than you, or apy of my comrades are,” 
rephetf Lrioy ; “ I have commeiK'cd my campaign — and I 
have Ho dgubt you will hear sonic results of it ere long!” 

He spoke so quietly and firmly, yet with such an air of 
assurance and authority, that something of an electric thrill 
passed through the entire coftipany, and all eyes were fixed 
on him in mingled admiration and wonderment. 

“ Of the * Corruption of the Slate,* concerning which our , 
fair teacher has spoken to-night,” he continued, with another 
quick glance aj Lotys — “there can be no manner of doubt. 
But we should, I think, say the ‘Corruption of the Ministry^ 
rather than of the State. It is not because a few stock-jobbers 
nde the Fress and the Cabinet, that the State is necessarily 
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^.corrupt Remove the corruptors, — sweep the dirt from the 
i house — and the State will be clean.” 

“ It will require a very long broom ! ” said Paul Zouche. 
“Take David Jost, for example, — he is the fat Jew-spider of 
several newspaper webs, — ^and to sweep him out is not ^o easy. 
His printed sheets are read by the million; and the million 
are deluded into believing him a reliable authority I ” 

“Nothing so easy as to prove him unreliable,” said Leroy 
composedi’}’ ; “ And ^ 

“Then the million will continue to read his journals out 
of sheer curiosity, to sec how long a liar can go on lying 1 ” 
said Zouche; — “Besides a Jew can turn his coat a dozen 
times a day; he has inherited Joseph’s ‘coat of many colours’ 
to suit many opihions. At present Jost supports Pt^rousse, 
and calls him the greatest statesman living ; but if P^rousse 
were once proved a fraud, Jost would pen a sublimely- 
conscientious leading artidc, beginning in this strain; — ‘We 
are now at liberty to confess that wc always had our doubts of 
M. Pdroussc ! ” 

A murmur of angry laughter went round the board. 

“There was an article this evening in one of Jost’s off-shoot 
journals,” went on Zouche, “ which must have been paid for 
at a considerable cost. It chanted the praises of one Monsignor 
Del Fortis, — who, it appears, preached a sermon on ‘ National 
Education’ the other day, and told all the sleepy, yawning 
people how necessary it was to have Roman Catholic \ichools 
in every town and village, in order that souls migjit b6 saved. 
The article ended by saying— ‘We hear on good authority 
that his Majesty the King has been pleased to grant a con- 
siderable portion of certain Ci*^wn lands to the Jesuit Order, 

for the necessary building of a monastery and schools’ ” 

“That is a lie!” broke in Pasquin I^roy, with sudden 
vehemence. “ The King is in many respects a scoundrel, but 
he does not go back on his word ! ” ^ 

* Axel Regoi looked fixedly across at him, with a warning 
Hash in the light of his cold languid eyes. 

“ But how do you know that the King has given his word? ” 
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** It was in the paper,” said Leroy, more guardedly ; “ 1 was 
reading about it, as you know, on the verj’ night I encountered 
Thord.” 

“ Ah ! •But you must recollect, niy friend, that a statement 
in the papers is never tnie /lowadays I ” said Max Craub, with 
a laugh ; “ ^'^henever I read anything in the newspaper, unless 
it is an o^cial telegram, I khow it is a lie ; and even oflicial 
telegrams ha\c been known to emanate from unofficial 
sources ! " • 1 

By this lime suiipcr was nearly *^)ver, and the landlord, 
clearing the remains of the heavier fare, set fruit and wine on 
the board. Sergius I’horcJ filled Jiis glass, and made a sign 
to his companions to do the*>ame. Then he stood up. 

“To^Lotys!” ho said, his finr cyi‘s darkening with the 
passion of his thought. ‘‘Id Lotys, whi* inspires our best 
work, and helps us to retain our noblest ideals ! ” 

All present sprang to their feet. • 

“To Lotys!” 

Pasquin Leroy fixed a straight glance on the subject of the 
toast, sitting quietly at the head of the table. 

“ To Lotys ! ” he repeated ; “ And may she always be as 
merciful as she is strong ! ” 

She lifted her dark blue slumbcious eyes, and met his keen 
scrutinidiig look. A very slight .tremulous smile flickered 
across her lips.. She inclined be^' head gently, and in the 
same mute fashion thanked them all. 

“ PTay tg us, Valdor 1 ” shc*then .^aid ; “ And so make answer 
for me to our friends’ good wishes 1 ” 

Valdor dived under the table, and brought up his violin . 
case, which he unlocked wkh jealous tenderness, lifting his * 
instnimciii as carefully as though it were a sleeping child whom 
he feared to wake. Drawing the bow across the strings, he 
invoked a sweet plaintive sound, like the first sigh of the wind 
among the Ir^cs; then, without further preliminary wandered 
off into a strange labyrinth of melody, wherein it seemed that , 
the voices of women and angels claim iired one against the' 
other, — Ihe appeals of earth with the refusals of Heaven,— ‘-the 



300 


“TEMPORAL P0W}:R 


- loneliness of life with the fulness of immortality, — so, rising, 
ijfalling, sobbing, praying, alternately, the music expostulated 
humanity In its throbbing diords, , till it seemed as if some 
f Divine interposition could alone end the heart - searching ; 
'argument. Every man sat motionless and mute, listening; 
Paul Zouche, with his head tluown back and eyes closed as 
in a dream, — Johan Zegota^s hafd, plain and careworn face 
growing softer and quieter in its expression, — whiH Sergius 
; Thord, leaning on one elbow, covered his brow with one hand 
[ to shade the lines of sorrow there. 

When Valdor ceased playing, there was a burst of applause. 
“You play before kings, — kings, should be proud to hear 
you !” said Leroy. 

“ Ah ! So they should,” responded Valdor promptly ; 
;“Only it happens 'that they are not! They treat me merely 
■as a laquais de place ^ — just as they would treat Zouche, had 
he accepted his Sovereign’s offer. But this I will admit, — 
;,that mediocre musicians always get on very well with Royal 
. persons ! I have heard a very great Majesty indeed praise a 
„ common little American woman’s abominable singing, as though 
, she were a prima-donna, and saw him give a jewelled cigar-case 
to an amateur pianist, whose fingers rattled on the keyboard 
Tike bones on a tom-tom.* But then the common little 
. American woman invited, his Majesty’s ‘cheres amies’ to 
her house ; and the amateuj pianist was content to lose money 
; to him at cards ! Wheels within wheels, my friend I In a 
'Terser degree the stock-jobber w*ho sets a little extra' cash 
Tolling on the Exchange is called an ‘Empire Builder.’ It 
is a curious world ! But kings were never known to be 
/proud’ of any really ‘ great ’ men in either art or literature; 

' on the contrary, they were always afraid of them, and always 
; will be 1 Among *musicians, the only one who ever got 
;i, decently honoured by a monarch was Richard Wagner, — and 
^ the world swears that his Royal patron was mad !J’ ^ 

Paul Zouche opened his eyes, filled his glass afresh, and j 
, tossed down the liquor it contained at a gulp. ^ 

“before we have any more music,” he said, “ and before'ime 
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little Pequila gives us the dance which she has promised, —not 
to us, but to Lotys— we ought to have prayeis 1 ” , 

A loud laugh answered this strange proposition. * 

“T say -we ought to have prayers!*^ rq)catcd Zouchewith" 
semi -solemn earnestness, — “You talk of news, — news in 
telegram, — news in brief, — official scratchings for the day and 
hour, — and <^0 you Uike do thought for the fact that his 
Holiness tiu Pope is ill — perhaps dying?” 

Ht‘ starea wildlf round ujion tlicm all ; and a tolerant smile 
passed over the face of the ct'iiipany.^ 

“Well, if that be Paul,” said a man next to him, “it 
is not to be wondered at, 'I'he Poj)e has arrived at a great 
age ! ” 

“Nonage at all!- no age at .tl*'” declared Zouehe. “A 
saint of God should live longer than a j)aup(T ! What of the 
good old lady admitted to hospital the* othei day whose birth 
certificate pro/ed hei beyond doUbt to he one hundred and 
twenty-one years old ? Tlie dear cri^ature had not married ; — 
nor has his Holiness the IVijie, — the real cause of death is 
in neither of Punn ! Wliy should he not live as long as his 
aged sister, pos'^essing, as be docs the keys of Ht^aven? He 
need not unlock the litde golden door, even for himself, unless 
be likes. I’hat is true orthodoxy ! Pasquin Leroy, you bold 
imitation of a king, more wine ! ” , 

Lr'^ojj^illed th(^ glass he held out to him. The glances of 
ihr coirTi-any told him Zouch(‘ vras ‘on,* and that it w'as no 
good^tryyig to stein the flbw^ »>f his ideas, or check the in- 
consequential natuie of his speech. Lotys had moved her 
chair a little ba^^k from the ta])le, and with both arms 
encircling the child, PequiU, was talking to her in low and 
tender tone.,. 

“ Brethren, let ^us pray ! ” cried Zoiiche ; “ J 'oi all we know, 
while wc sit here carousing and drinking to the* health of our 
incomparably Lotys, the soul of .St. Peter’s siK'cessor may be 
careering through Sphere-Forests, *and over Jdanet -Oceans, up 
to its own specially built and particularly furnished Heaven 1 
There is only one Heaven, as we all know, — and the space is 
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limited, as it only holds the followers of Si. Pctir, th“ j;ood 
disciple who denied Christ I ’’ 

“That is an exploded cieed, Zoiiche,*' s.iid Thord quietly; 
“No man of any sense or reason believes such childish 
nonsense nowadays I The most casual student of astaronomy 
know’s better.” 

“ Astronomy ! Fie, for shame f' And Zouche gave a mock- 
solemn shake of the head; “A wicked science! A great 
heresy! What are God’s Facts to the ‘Church Fallacies? 
Science proves that thei-e are millions and millions of solar 
systems, — millions and millions of worlds, no doubt inhabited; 
— yet the Church teaches that there is only one Heaven, 
specially reserved for good Roman Catholics ; and that St, 
Peter and his successors keep the keys of it. God, — the 
Deity — the Creator,— the Supreme Heing, has evidently nothing 
at all to do with it. In fact, He is probably outside it 1 And 
of a surety Christ, with IIis ideas of honesty and equality, 
could never possibly get into it ! ” 

“There you arc right 1 ” said Valdor ; “ Your words remind 
me of a conversation I overheaid once between a great writer 
of books and a certain Prince of the blood Royal. ‘ Life is a 
difficult problem !’ said the Prince, smoking a fat cigar. ‘To 
the student, it is. Sir,’ replied the author ; ‘ but to the sensualist, 
it is no more than the mud-stye of the swine,— he noses the 
refuse and is happy 1 He has no need of the. Pligher life, and 
plainly the Higher life has no need of him. Of course,’ he 
added with covert satire, ‘ your Highness believes ip a Higher 
life ? ’ * Of course, of course ! ’ responded the Royal creature, 
unconscious of any veiled sarcasm ; ‘ We must be Christians 
before anything ! ’ And that sjjcme evening this hypocritical 
Highness ‘rooked’ a foolish young fellow of over one thousand 
English pounds ! ” 

“Perfectly natural!” said Zouche. “The fashionable 
estimate of Christianity is to go to church o’ ^ Sundays, and 
say ‘ I believe in God,’ aiicf to cheat at cards on all the other 
days of the week, as active testimony to a stronger faith in the 
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“ v.nd with it all, Zouchr,'* said Lotys suddenly ; ** There is 
mo’e good in humanity th*m is apparent.” 

“And more had, beloved Lotys,” returned Paul. “Tout Ic 
deux se disent ! Hut let us think of the Holy Father I — ^hc 
who, after long years of patient and sublime credulity, is 
for all we know, bracing himself to tal e the inevitable plunge r 
into the dark wateis of Eten«t> I Pwor frail old man ! A\T[io 
would not pity him ! His earthly home has been so small and 
cosy and restricted, t-he has been ta\en such tender care of — 
the faithful have fallen at his feet in sieh adoring thousands,— * 
and now — away from all this warmth and light and incense, 
and colour of pirtun s and stained glass windows, and white 
statuary and pui[)le velvet?, and goldt n fi ing(‘d palamjuins,— 
now- -out into the cold he must out into the darkness 
and mystery and silence ! — wheie all the foiftun generations of 
the world, immense and endless, and all the old religions, are 
huddled away in the mist of tlu* mr^iUlercd j)ast ’ — out into the 
thick blackness, wheie ma>be the fiery heads of Bel and the 
Dragon shall lift Ihvmsehes u]»vrard and leer at him ! — or he 
may meet the frightful menace of sonu* monstious Mexican 
deity, once worshipped with the riles of blood ’ out — out into 
the unknown, unimaginable Ama/ement must the poor naked 
Soul go shuddering on the blast of death, to face he truly 
knows not vdirt I — but possibly he has siuh a pitiful blind trust 
in good, that he may be re transicJrmed into some pleasant 
living rtJ^^:iousn*ess that shall be ^101 e agri'eable even than 
that of* Pope of Rome’ ‘ Mourr eVst rien,- inais souffrirP 
That is the*hard part of it ’ Let us all pray for the Pope, my 
friends ! — he is an old man ! ” 

“■When you are silc*nt, Zo^iche,” said Thord with a half* 
smile; “V'e may pcrha[/S meditaU* u[>on hmi in our thoughts, 
— but not while you talk thus volubly ’ Voii tab* up time — 
and Pequita is getting tired.” 

“Yes,” said Lotys ; “ Pequita and I will go home, and there 
will be no dancing to-night.” • 

“No, Lotys! You will not be so cruel’” sold Zouche, 
pushing his grey hair back from his brows, while his wild eyes 



304 


“TEMPORAj:. PO^^ ER 


glittered under the tangle, like the eyes of a beast in its lair ; 
.‘•Think for a moment ! I do not come here and bore you 
with my poems, though I might very well do so! Some of 
{them are wofth hearing, I assure you ; — even the King — curse 
hini! — ^has condescended to think so, or else why should he 
'offer me pay for them? Kings are not so ready to part with 
money, even when it is Government money ! In England once 
a Premier named Gladstone, gave two hundred and fifty pounds 
a year pension to the French Prince, Lucien Buonaparte, ‘ for 
his researches into Celti'^ literature ’ 1 Bah ! There were many 
worthier native-born men who had worked harder on the same 
subject, to choose from, — without giving good English money 
to a Frenchman 1 There is a case of your Order and Justice, 
Lotys! You spoke to-night of these two impossible things. 
Why will you touch on such subjects ? You know there is no 
Order and no Justice anywhere 1 The Universe is a chance 
whirl of gas and atoms ; though where the two mischiefs come 
from nobody knows ! And why the devil we should be made 
the prey of gas and atoms is a mystery which no Church can 
solve ! ” 

As he said this, there was a slight movement of every head 
towards Lotys, and enquiring eyes looked suggestively at hen 
She saw the look, and responded to it. 

“You are wrong, Zouche ! — I have always told you you are 
wrong,” she said emphafically, “ It is in your own disordered 
thoughts that you see n'o justice and no ■order,-< o\.t Order 
there is, and Justice there is, — and Compensation for,, all that 
seems to go wrong. There is an Intelligence at the core of 
Creation I It is not for us to measure that Intelligence, or to 
set any limits to it. Our duty is to recognise it, and to set 
ourselves as much as possible in harmony with it. Do you 
never, in sane moments, study the progress of humanity? Do 
you not see that while the brute creation remains stationary, 
(some specimens of it even becoming extinct), man goes step 
by step to higher results ? This is, or should be, sufficient 
""proof that death is not the end for us. This world is only one 


link in our chain of intended experience. I ihink^it- depends 
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on ( arselves as to what w'e make of it. Thought is a great 
power by w^hich we mould ourselves and others; and we 
have no right to subvert that power to base uses, or to 
poison it by distrust of good, or disbelief in the Supreme 
Gmdan^. You would be a thousand times belter as a man, 
Zouche, and far greater as a poet, if you could believe in 
God ! 

She spoke with eloquence and affectionate earnestness, and 
among all the men flheie was a moment’s silence. 

‘*Well, believe in Him saicl^/ouche at last, “and I 
will catch hold of your angtTs lobe as you pass into His* 
rrosence and say to Him;-* Here comes ^oor Zouche, who 
wrote of beautiful things aniopg ugly surroundings, and who, in 
order to be true to his friends, chos j povcTty ralhtT than the 
gold of asking ” ” * 

Lotys smiled, very sweetly and indulgently. 

“Such a plea w’ould stand you iif good stead, Zouche ! To 
be always true to onc‘’s friends, and to persistently believe in 
beauty, is a very long step low aids IUa\<‘n ! ” 

“1 did not say I belu^cd in beauty,” said Zouche suddenly 
and obstinately; — ‘*1 dream it — 1 think it— but I do not see 
it ! To me the world is one IToiror— nothing but a Grave into 
which we all must fall ! The fairest face has a hideous skull 
behind e, — the dazzling blue of tlie st'a covers devouring 
monste isjn its depths— tlie gicen fields, the lovely woodlands, 
are fuh^o^vile worms and noxioiis^bectles,- -and sjiace itself 
swarms* wdth thick-strewm woilds, - liaining c oiiiets, — blazing 
ncbuljc, — among which our earth is but a gnat’s wing in a huge 
flame I Plorriblc • - horrible ! ” And he spoke with a kind of 
vehement fury. “Let us rioU think of it! Why should we 
insist on 'i'ruth? Let u^ have li«s’ — d»*ar, sweet lies and 
fond delusions ! Let us believe that nun*a»e all honest, and 
women all loving !~that there are vii gins and s.iints and angels, 
as well as^'bishops and cuiaUs, looking afu^r us in this wild 
world of terror, — oh, yes 1 — let us believe * — belter the Pope's 
little private snuggery of a Heaven, than the crushing truth 
which says ‘Our God is a consuming fire ’I Knowledge 
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deepens sorrow, — truth kills ! — we must — we must have a little 
love, and a few lies to lean upon ! ” 

His voice faltered, —and a sudden ashy paleness oveffepread 
his features, — his head fell back helplessly, and- he seemed 
transfixed and insensible. Leroy and one or two of tfee others 
rose in alarm, thinking he had swooned, but Sergius Thord 
warned them back by a sign. The little Pequita, slipping from 
the arms of Lotys, went softly up to him. 

“ Paul ! Dear Paul ! ” she said in her sc3Ft childish tones. 
Zouche stirred, and slretching out one hand, groped with it 
blindly in the air. Pequita took it, warming it between her own 
little palms. 

“ Paul !” she said ; “Do wake up! You have been asleep 
such a long time 1 ” 

, He opened his eyes. The grey pallor passed frorri his face ; 
he lifted his head and smiled. 

“ So I There you are,' Pequita ! ” he said gently ; “ Dear 
little one I So brave and cheerful in your hard life 1 ” 

He lifted her small brown hand, and kissed it. The feverish 
tension of his brain relaxed, — and two large tears welled up 
in his eyes, and rolled down his cheeks, “ Poor little girl 1 ” 
he murmured weakly ; “ Poor little hard-working girl ! ” 

All the men sat silent, watching the gradual softening of 
Zouche’s drunken delirium by the mere gentle caress of the 
child ; and Pasquin Leroy was conscious of a curious^htening 
of the muscles of his throat, and a straining compassion at his 
heart, which was more like acute sympathy with the gdefs and 
sins of humanity than any emotion he had ever known. He saw 
that the thoughtful, pitiful eyes of Lotys were full of tears, and 
he longed, in quite a foolish, almost boyish fashion, to take her 
in his arms and by a whispered word of tenderness, persuade 
those tears away. ® Yet he was a man of the world, and had 
seen and known enough. But had he known them humanly ? 
Or only from the usual standpoint of masculine egotism? 
As he thought this, a strain of sweet and solemn music stol# 
through the room, — Louis Valdor had risen to his feet, and 
holding the violin tenderly against his heart, was .coaxing out 
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of its wooddi cavity a plaintive request for sympathy and 
attention. Such delicious music thrilled upon the dead silence 
as mKht have fitted Shelle)*s exquisite lines 

“ fherc the \ ohiptuous ni^ht n.. lies, 

Are awake thioui,h all ihe broad noon di), 

When one with bli s fti sidness fills, 

^nd thioii^h the windh -vs n\ bouj^hs 
bick with meet lov , dioopb d3inif aw ly 
On It I ates nitisK pinting bosom, 

Anotliei fiom the swin^iin. bio soin, 

Watdiii to citth tit lin^iud dose 
Of the still* Ihtn htib ou hi h 
Int wii s of th ik nitlod 
Till soiu new sti in oi fill n^ bi u ^ 

* jlc boiife uid ill lit wooils lu nuti ; 

When there is he iid thiou h the dim ur 
Jhe 111 h of win^s, ind i 14, there 
like mill) i 1 tl e uiiouiidid flutf, 

Sounds o\eitlow the listeners ]>i i n 
•)0 sweet tint |o> is ilmost ] 1111 

‘ lhaik (lod for >nusu ud Sii^ius I hold, as V iidor 
hid aside his bow ‘ It exorn is the ivil spirit from every 
tnoJerr Sa> h ’ 

“So 11 hies’ 1 spoidid \ildo^» lilt I have known 
ea-^v-S ewl spiiit his lx t •rou id b> ninsu insUad 

of faUi passed x\rt, il e virtut Jiis two sidis ’ 

/oudi* WAS still holding PciUiti hand Ht looked ill 
cand (\hmstid, like a nun who hid jussid thiough a 
violent paoxymi of hvu 

“ You are n good i h Id, IVq utTi lu w is s lying sotily , “ I ry 
U) bi ilw avs so ’—It IS dilficuh I ui ir is is t j t > a worn .n than 
to a ma i "VV omen have more of good in tlu 111 th i nu n ’ 
“How aoout the dance?” su^cis d Ihord, ‘ Ihe hour 
IS late,— close 01^ midnight — and J-.otv> must lu litul ” 

“ Shall I danc e now ? ” eiuiuin d Pt lU 1 1 ||l^ 

L»otys smiled and nolded 1 oui or live of the company 
at once gof upi and helped to push aside the table 
» 
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“Will you play for me, Monsieur Valdoi ?” asked Ific little 
girl, still standing by the side of Zouche. 

“ Of course, my child 1 What shall it be ? Something to 
suggest a fairy hopping over mushrooms in the moonlight? — 
or Shakespeare’s Ariel swinging on a cobweb from* a bunch 
of may?” 

Pequita considered, and for a moment did not reply, while 
Zouche, still holding her little brown hand, kissed it again. 

“You aie very fond of dancing?” asked Pasquin Leroy, 
looking at her daik face and big black eyes with increasing 
interest. 

She smiled frankly at him. 

“ Yes ! I would like to dance before the King ! ” 

“Fie, fie, Pequita I” cried Johan Zegota, while murmurs 
of laughter and playful cries of ‘Shame, Shame' echoed 
through the room. 

“Why not?” said Pequita; “It would do me good, and my 
father too ! Such jioor, sad people come to the theatre where 
I dance, — they love to see me, and I love to dance for them — 
but then — they too v^ould be pleased if I could dance at the 
Royal Opera, because they would know I could then earn 
enough money to make my father comfortable.” 

“What a very matter of-fact statement in favour of kings !” 
exclaimed Max Graub> — “Here is a child who does not care 
a button for a king as king ; but she thinks he would be useful 
as a figure-head to dance to, — ^for idiotic Fashion, grouping itself 
idiotically around the figure-head, would want to see her dance 
also — and then — oh simple conclusion ! — she would be able 
to support her father ! Truly, a king has often been put to 
worse uses ! ” ” 

“ I think,” said Pasquin Leroy, “ I could manage to get you 
a trial at the Royal Opera, Pequita ! I know the manager.” 

She looked up with a sudden blaze of light in her eyes, 
sprang towards him, drppped on one knee ,with an exquisite 
fixace, and kissed his hand 

^“Oh!— you will be goodness itself!” she cried; — “And I 
will be grateful — ^indeed 1 will ! — so grateful ! ” ‘ 
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was startled and amazed at her impulsive action, and 
taking her little hand, gently pressed it. 

“Poor child!” he said; — “You must not thank me till I 
succeed. It is very little to do — ^but I will do all I can.” t 

“Son^jone else will be grateful loo!” said Loiys in her' 
rich thrilling voice; and her eyes rested on him with that 
wonderful magnetic sweetnesjf which drew his soul out of him 
as by a spell ; while Zouche, only partially understanding the 
conversation said sickly 

“Pequita deserves all the good she^an get ; more than any 
of us. We do nothing but try to support ourselves ; and we 
talk a vast amount ahout^ supporting others, — but Pequita 
works all the lime and says ^lothing. And she is a genius — 
she doe^ noc know it, but slic is. Give us th(‘ Dagger Dance, 
Pequita ! Then our friend Leroy can judge of you at your 
best, and make good report of >011/’ 

Pequita looked at Lotys and received a sign of assent. She 
then nodded to Valdor. 

“ You know wiiat to play ? ” 

Valdor nodded in return, and took up liis violin. The com- 
pany dn*w back their seals, and sat, or st(X)d aside, from the 
centre of the room. Pequita disapp(‘artd for a mcjment, and 
returned divested of the plain rusty black frock she had worn, 
and merely clad in a short scarlet petticoat, with a low white 
calico b odic e — her dark curls luiiibliiig in disorder, and grasp- 
ing in liipTight hand a brightly pofkshed, unsheathed dagger. 
Valdor beg:m to play, and with* the first wild chords the childish 
figure swayed, circled, and leaped forward like a young Amazon, 
the dagger brandished aloft, and gleaming here and there as 
though it were a snaky twist of#lightning. Very soon Pasquin 
Leroy found himself watching the evolutions of the girl dancer 
with fascinated interest. Nothing so light* so dvjlicate or so 
graceful had he ever seen as this iiltle slight form bending 
to and fro, now gliding with the grace of a swan on water — 
now leaping swiftly as a fawn,— w'hiTe the attitudes she threw 
herself into, sometimes threatening, sometimes defiant, dhd 
often commanding, wuh the glittering steel weapon held 
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, firmly in her tiny hand, were each and all pictures of youthful 
pliancy and animation. As she swung and whirled,— some- 
y times pirouetting so swiftly that her scarlet skirt looked like 
a mere red flower in the wind,— her bright eyes .flashed, her 
^ dark hair tangled itself in still richer masses, and lips, 
crimson as the pomegranate, were half parted with her panting 
breath. • 

“ Brava ! Brava ! ” shouted the men, becoming more and 
" more excited as their eyes followed Ihe^ash of the dagger 
f she held, now directed' towards them, now' shaken aloft, and 
’ again waved threateningly from side to side, or pointed 
' at her own bosom, w'hile her Iktle feet twinkled over the 
floor in a maze of intricate ai^d perfectly performed steps; 
— and “ Brava ! ” cried Pasquin Leroy, as breathless, but still 
glowing and bri^it with her exertions, she suddenly out of 
her own impulse, dropped on one knee before him with the 
glittering dagger pointed straight at his heart 1 

‘‘Would that p'ease the King?” she asked, her pearly teeth 
gleaming into a mischievous smile betw'een the red lips. 

“ If it did not, he would be a worse fool than even I take 
him for!” replied Leroy, as she sjaang up again, and con- 
fronted him, “ Here is a little souvenir from me, child ! — 
and if ever you do dance before his Majesty, w^ear it for 
my sake I ” ^ 

He took from his pocket a ring, in which was set a fine 
K. brilliant of unusual size and lustre. ^ 1 ^ 

She looked at it a moment as*hc held it out to her, • 

“Oh, no,” she faltered, “I cannot take it — I cannot I 
Lotys dear, you know I cannot ! ” 

Lotys, thus appealed to, loft her seat and came forward. 
Taking the ring from Leroy’s hand, she examined it a moment, 
then gently returned it. 

“This is too great a temptation for Pcquita, my friend,” 
she said quietly, but firmly. “ In duty bound, she would have 
. to sell it in order to help her poor father. She could not 
justly keep it. Let me be the arbiter in this matter. If you 
"r'ean carry out your suggestion, and obtain for her^n engage- 
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ment at the Royal Opera, then give it to her, but not till then ! 
Do you not think I am right ? ” ^ 

She spoke so sweetly and persuasively, that Leroy was 
profoundly touched. He would have liked to give the child 
a roll of gold pieces, — but he was playing a strange part, 
and the time to act openly was not yet. 

“ It shall be as you wish, Madame ! ” he said with courteous ’ 
deference. “Pequita, the first time you dance before the 
King, this shall be yours 1 ” 

He put aside the jewel, and Pequ^ta kissed his hand im- 
pulsively, — as impulsively she kissed the lips of her friend 
Lotys — and then came the general dispersal and break-up of 
the assembl)-. * 

“ Tell me,” said Sergius Tfiord, catching Leroy’s hand in a 
close an(f frieidly grasp ere bidding him farewell ; “ Are you 
in very truth \n personal danger on account of serving our 
Cause ? ” • 

“ No I ” repli^d Leroy frankly, returning the warm pressure ; 

. “ And rest assui^d that if I were, I would find means to elude 
> it ! I have managed to frighten Carl Pdrousse, that is all — 

' and Jost!” 

“Jost!” echoed Sergius; “The Colossus of the Press? 
Surely it would take more than one man to frighten him ! ” 

Leroy laughed. 

“ I grant you he Jewish centre? of journalism are diffi- 
cult LdTlihake!* But they all \lepend on stocks and/ 
shares I” 

A touefi on hii arm caused him to turn round, — Paul 
Zouche confronted both him and Thord, with a solemn worn 
face, and lack-lustreeyes. ^ 

“ Good-night, frieids ! ” he said ; “ I have not kicked at a 
king with my boot, but I have with my brain ! — and the'^ 
effort is exhausting*! I am going home to bed.” 

“ Wheie is your hoae ? ” asked Leroy suddenly. j 

Zouche loolJed myirious. • 

“In a palace, deaisir! A palace of golden air, peopled 
with winged dreams!. No money could purchase jt; — no 
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‘Empire Builder’ could build it! — it is mine and mine alone ? 
And I pay no taxes ! ” 

“ Will you put this to some use for me ? ” said Leroy, hold- 
f ing out a gold piece ; “ Simply as comrade and friend ? ” 

V Zouche stared at him. , 

“ You mean it ? ” 

“ Of course I mean it ! Zoucfee, believe me, you are going 
to be the fashion ! You will be able to do me a good turn 
; before lor^g ! ” « 

Zouche took the gold piece, and as he took it, pressed the 
giver’s hand. 

“You mean well!” he said tremulously; “You know — as 

Sergius does, that I am poor, — offen starving often drunk 

but you know also that there is something hers / ” — and he 

touched his forehead meaningly. “ But to be t’le ‘ fashion ’ ! 
Bah! I do not belong to the Trade-ocrat^l Nobody 
becomes the ‘fashion’ nowadays unless he his cheated his 
neighbours by short weight and falsified acounts ! Good- 
night I You might be the King from your Icoks ; — but you 
' have something better than kingship — Heai: ! Good-night, 
Pequita ! You danced well 1 Good night, Lo;ys ! You spoke 
well I Everyone does everything well, exceptpoor Zouche I ” 
Pequita ran up to him. 

“ Good-night, dear Paul ! ” 

He stooped and kissed*her gently. ' 

“ Good-night, little one*! If ever you sloV youB^Pjpinkling 

V feet at the Opera, you will be -the ‘fashiin’ — and wjll you 

' remember Paul then ? ” ; • * 

“ Always — always ! ” said Pequita tendrly ; “ Father and 
Lotys and I will always love you 1 ” 

Zouche gave a short laugh. 

“Always love me! Me! Well! — jivhat strange things 
children will say, not knowing in the leasfwhat they mean !” 

He gave a vague salute to the entire iompany, and walked 
out of the tavern with drOoping head. ,t)ther^ folio wed him, 
—every man in going, shook hands wjli Lotys aild Sergius 
Thord,— the lamps were extinguished, s^d the landlord stand 

,v 'V “ft 
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mg in the porch ot his tavern watched them all file out, and 
bade them all a cordial farewell. Peciuita's home was with 
her father in the house where Sergius Thord dwelt, and 
Lotys kissing her tenderly good-night, left her to Thord^s care. 

“ A»d who will see you home, Lotys ? ’’ enquired Thord. 

“ May I for once have that honour ? ” asked Pasquin Leroy. 
His two companions stared* in undisguised amazement, and 
there was a moment's silence. 

Then Lotys spoke. 

“ You may! ” she said simply • 

There was another silence while she put on her hat, and 
wrapped herself in her Igng dark cloak. Then Thord took 
Pequita by the hand. . 

“ Good-night, Lotys ! ” 

“ Good-night, Sergius 1 ” 

Leroy turned to his two fri(‘nds and si)oke to them in a 
low tone. • 

“ Go your ways ! he said peremptorily ; “ I will join you 
later ! ” 

Vain were their alarmed looks of remonstrance ; and in 
another moment all the party had separated, and only Max 
Graub and Axel Regor remained on the pavement outside the ^ 
tavern, disconsolately watching two figures disappearing in 
the semi-shadowed moonlight — Pasquin Leroy and Lotys— ^ 
walkin^closely side by side. 

“ W4s »*liere ever such a drama as this ? ” muttered Graub, 

“ He ma]j lose his life at any moment ! ^ ^ 

“ It he does,” responded Regor, “ It will not be our fault ^ 
We do our best to guard him from the consequence of one 
folly, — and he straightway r«ns into another I There is no 
help for it ; we have sworn to obey him, and we must keep , 
our oath ! ” 

They passed slowly along the street, too absorbed in their , 
own uncomfortable reflections fojr the interchange of many 
words. By the rules of the Revolutionary Committee, they 
were not allowed ‘to follow or track any other member’ so 



reveise direction to that taken , 
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i^y' their late, c^mrades^’ great Tiell of the , Cathedral 
•Roomed midnight as they climbed towards the citadel, and 
||the pale moon peeping whitely through piled*up fleecy clouds, 
^^shed a silver glare upon the quiet sea. And down into the 
slums,' down, and ever deeper, into the sad and chgerless 
Quarter of the Poor' Pasquin Leroy walked as though he 
' trod lightly on a path of flowers,-*-his heart beating high, and 
\his soul fully awakened within him, thrilled, he knew no I: why, 
: to the heart’s core by the soft low voice of Lotys, — and glad 
: :that in the glimpses of th^ moonlight her eyes were occasionally 
; lifted to his hice, with something of a child's trust, if not of 
‘ a woman’s tenderness. 



CHAPTER XXI 


•an INVITA'nON TO COURT 

• 

T he spring wns now advancing into full summer, and’ 
some time had^ passed since the Socialist party 
had gathered under the^r leaders to the voice of Lotys, 
Troublous days appeared to be impending for the Senate, 
and rnlnours of War, — war sometimes apparently imminent, 
and again suddenly averted, — had from time to time worried 
the public through the Press. • But what was even more 
disturbing to the country, was the proposed infliction of new, 
heavy and irritating taxes, which had begun to affect the 
popular mind to the verge of revolt. Twice since Lotys had! 
spoken at the People’s Assembly Rooms had Sergius Thord, 
addressed huge mass meetings, which apparently the police! 
had no orders to disperse, and his power over the multitude 
was increUvSir^g by leaps and bounds. Whenever he spoke,! 
where /er he worked, the indefatigable Pasquin Leroy wa^' 
constant *y at his side, and he, in ^is turn began to be recog-; 
nised*by^the Revolutionary Committee as one of their most 
energetic members, — able, resolute, and above all, of an?- 
invaluably inscrutable and self-contained demeanour. Hifj 
two comrades were not so •effectual in their assistance, and . 
appeared to act merely in obedience to his instructions.!;! 
Their attitude, however, suited everyone concerned as well) 
as, if not better than, if they had been over-zealous. Owin^l 
to vrhat Leroy had stated concerning the possibility of his] 
arrest as a spy, his name was never mentioned in public 
one single member of the Brotherhood; and to the outside, 
^ocialisti following, he therefore appeared simply as one of the 
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.;!thaiiy who worte^^ Thord's^conimand. Meah- 

there were, not lacking many other subject for popular 
concern* and comment j all of which in their tu^n^gave rise 
ptb anxious discussion and vague conjecture. A * Cabinet 
leoundl had been held by the Premier, at which, without 
learning, the King had attended personally, but the results 
^yere not made known to the public. Yet the general im- 
: pression was that his Majesty seemed to be perfectly indifferent 
jto the feelings or the well-being of his suUjects ; in fact, as 
^"'some of them said with dL^nal shakings of the head, “ It was 
- all a part of the system ; kings were not allowed to do anything 
! ;even for the benefit of their people*” And rising Socialism, 
/ever growing stronger, and amassing in its ranks all the 
youthful and ambitious intellects of the time, agreed and 
swore that it was time for a Republic. Only by a complete 
r change of Government could the cruelly-increasing taxation be 
; put down^ and if Government was to be changed, why not 
y the dummy figure-head of Government as well ? 
y Thus Rumour talked, sometimes in whispers — sometimes in 
shouts j — but through it all the life of the Court and fashion 
V went on in the same way, — the King continued to receive with 
. apparent favour the most successful and most moneyed men 
from all parts of the world; the Queen drove or walked, or 
rode ; — and the only prosiiqptive change in the social routine 
was the report that the Crown Prince was abojut to leave the 
I* country for a tour round the world, and that he wou!9 start 
yon his journey in his own yacht about the end of tlje month. 

; > The newspapers made a great fuss in print over this projected 
tour; but the actual people were wholly indifferent to it 
' , They had seen very little of the Crown Prince, — certainly not 
y enough to give him their affection ; and whether he left th^L 
kingdom or stayed in it concerned them not at all. He 
.j done nothing marked or decisive in his life to show either 
^Italent, originality of character, or resolution; a^id the many 
.^/puffs’ in the Press concerning him, were scarcely read at all 
J i by the public, or if they were, they were not credited. The 
;^expression of an ordinary working-man with regard to r.. 
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position was entirely typical bf the general popular sentiment 
“If he would only do something to prove he had a will of his^.> 
own, and a mind, he would perhaps be able to set the Throne; 
more firmly on its legs than it is at present.” I 

Hew thoroughly the young man had proved that he indeed! 
possessed ‘a will of his own,’ was not yet disclosed to th<|i 
outside, critics of his life tind conduct. Only the King andji 
Queen, and Professor von Glauben knew it; — for even Suf] 
Roger de Launay had not been entrusted with the story of his ' 
secret marriage. The Queen had deceived the news with her 
usual characteristic iriiniobility. A faint cold smile had parted 
her lips as she listened , to the story of her son’s romance,~; 
and her reply to the King’s brief explanation was almost as^, 
brief 

“ Nearly all the aristocracy marry music-hall women 1 ” she^ 
said ; “ One should therefore be grateful that a Crown Prince 
does not go lower in his matrirrfonial choice than an innocent 
little peasant ! ” > 

“The marriage is useless, of course,” said the King; “It 
has satisfied Humphry’s exalted notions of honour ; but it caiif 
never be acknowledged or admitted.” % 

“ Of course not 1 ” she agreed languidly ; “ It certainly clears!' 
up the mystery of The Islands, which you were so anxious, 
to visit ; — ^and I suppose the next,thing you will do is to marry, 
him agoin to spme daughter of a jloyal house ? ” x 

“ Mos\ assuredly ! ” , 

“ As jii?u were married to me ? ” she said, raising her eyes td| 
his face with that strange deep look which spoke eloquently of: 
some mystery hidden in her soul. ,.,J; 

His cheeks burned with an involuntary flush. He bowed. ,/J 
“ Precisely 1 As I married you 1 ” hcjreplied. , 

“ The experiment was hardly successful ! ” she said with 
little cold smile. “ I fear you have often regretted it ! ” . 

He lookqji at her, studying licr beauty intently, — and tbd 
remembrance of another face, far less fair of feature, but waiin 
^d impassioned by the lovely light, of sympathy and tender; 
ness# came between his eyes and hers, like a heavenly vision. ; 
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“ Had you loved me,” he said slowly, “ I might never have 
, known what it was to need love ! ” 

v' A slight tremor ran through her veins. There was a strange 
' ^tone in his voice, — a soft cadence to which she was unac- 
" customed, — something that suggested a new emotion fei hik 
life, and a deeper experience. 

I never loved anyone in my lif& ! she answ'ered calmly — 

- “And now the days are p.ist for loving. Humphry, however, 
has made up for my lack of the tender passion ! ” 

' ' She turned away indiffetenlly, and appeared to dismiss the 
matter altogether from her mind. The first time she saw her 
' ‘ son, however, after hearing of his ma,mage, she looked at him 
curiou‘^ly. a 

, “ And so your wife is very lovely, Humphry ! ” sljp said 
with a slightly derisive smile. 

He was not startled by the suddenness of her observation 
, hor put out by it. ' 

. ; v;' “ She is the loveliest woman I have ever seen, — not excepting 
y yourself,” he replied. 

■ ‘“It is a very foolish affair!” she continued composedly 5 
, '“.But fortunately in our line of life such things are easily 
•; arranged; — and your future will not be spoiled by it. I am 
glad you are going abroad, as you will very soon forget 1 ” 

’ > The Prince regarded her ^eadfastly with something of grave 
‘ .wonderment as well as compassion, — but he ijiade no^reply, 
vaud with the briefest excuse left her presence as scK)n as 
, ! .'.possible, in order to avoid further conversation on th<i subject. 

' , She, herself, however, found her mind curiously perturbed and 
full of conjectures concerning her son's idyllic love-story, in 
' which all considerations for her a» Queen and mother seemed 
- omitted, — and where she,, as it wxrc, appeared to be shut 
' ;6utside a lovers’ paraSise, the delights of which she had never 

•IC '1 * ^ • 

.^ experienced. The King held many private conferences with 
^y^'her on the matter, in which sometimes Professor ^on Glauben 
permitted to share ; — and the upshot of these numerous 
: discussions resulted in a scheme which was as astonishing in 
its climax as it was unexpected. Over and over agaii* It; has. 
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been proved to nations as well as to individuals, that the whole 
course of events may be changed by the fixed determination of 
one resolute mind ; but it is not often that the moral force 
of a mere- girl succeeds in competing with the authority of kings i 
and parliaments. But so it chanced on this occasion, and 
the following manner. 

One glorious early morniiig, the sun having risen without a; ^ 
cloud in the deep blue of the sky, and the sea being as calm 1 
as an inland lake, the King’s yacht was seen to weigh anchor*: 
and steam away at her fullest spebd towards The Islands. ^ 
Little or no preparation had been made for her short voyage;; , ;, 
there was no Royal party^ on board, and the only passenger ! 
was Professor von Glaubea. He sat solitary on deck in a :^j 
luxurious chair, smoking his meerschaum p^ipc, and dubiously,'^ 
considering the difficult and peculiar situation in which he v. 
was placed. He made no attempt to calculate the possible ' 
success or failure of his mission— ‘for,’ said he very sagely, < 
‘it all depends on a woman, and God alone knows what 
a woman will do! Her ways are dark and wonderful, and,,"' 
altogether beyond the limit of the compreliension of man ! ' 

His journey was undertaken at the King’s command ; and-i^^ 
equally by the King’s command he had been compelled to x 
keep it a secret from Prince Humphry, He had never been ’-^ 
to The Islands since the King’s ‘i^irprisc visit’ there, and he \ 
was of v^ourse no^t aware that Gloria now knew the real rank 
and portion of her supposed ‘ sailor ’ husband. He was at | 
present charged to break the news to her, and bring her 
straightway to the Palace, there to confront both the King / 
and Queen, and learn from them the true state of affairs. ,1 

“ It is a cruel ordeal,” he said, shaking his head sorrowfully ) 
“Yet I mjscif am a party to its bqjng tried. For once inj 
my life I have pinned ray faith on the unspoilt soul of 
unworldly woman. * I wonder what will come of it? It resta/^ 
entirely with Gloria herself, and ^ with no one else in the,;f; 
world!” yi;* 

As the yacht arrived at its destination and dropped anchor ' 
at some distance from the pier, owing to the shaJlowness 
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me tide at that hdur of the day, The Islands presented a 
“fidr aspect in the dancing beams of the summer sunlight. 
Numbers of fruit trees were bursting into blossom, — ^the apple, 
lie cherry, the pink almond and the orange-blossom all waved 
together and whispered sweetness to one another in t)je pure 
air, and the full-flowering mimosa perfumed every breath of 
wind. Fishermen were grouped here and there on the*shore, 
mending or drying their nets ; and in the fields beyond could 
be perceived many workers pruning the hdiges or guiding the 
plough. The vision of avperfect Arcadia was presented vo the 
eye; and so the Professor thought, as getting into the boat 
. lowered for him, he was rowed frorp the yacht to the landing- 
place, and there dismissed the sailors, warning them that at 
' the first sound of his whistle they should swiftly come for him 
, again. ^ ^ 

“Wiat a pity to spoil her peace of mind — her simplicity 
of life!” he thought, as be walked at a slow and reluctant 
I pace towards Ronsard’s cottage ; “ And I fear we shall have 
trouble with the old man 1 I wonder if his philosophy will 
stand hard wear and tear I ” , 

The pretty, low timber-raftered house confionted him at 
; the next bend in the road, and presented a charming aspect 
of tranquillity. The grass in front of it was smooth as velvet 
and emerald-green, and iq one of the flower-borders Ronsard 
himself was digging and planting. He looked up as be heard 
the gate open, but did not attempt to interrupt his ivork ; — 
;!and Von Glauben advanced towards him with a considerable 
, sense of anxiety and insecurity in his mind. Anon he paused 
'/in the very act of greeting, as the old man turned his strong, . 
' deeply-furrowed countenance upon him with a look of fierce 
, indignation and scorn. ^ 

‘*So I You are lierc !” he said ; “ Have you come to look 
/upon the evil your Royal master has worked? Or to make 
dutiful obeisance to Gloria as Crown Princess ? ” 

' Von Glauben was altogether taken aback. * , ; * ; 

“Then — you know ?” he stammered. 

“ Oh, yes, I knew ' ” responded Ronsard sternly ai^d bitterly ; 
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know eiwBr 3 Hhing ! There has been fuli con^^^^ If ; 
the husband of my Gloria were more prince than man, my ,, 
knife would have slit his throat ! But he is more man than : 
prince ! — and I have let him live — ^for her sake ! ” 

Welk—that is so far good ! ” said Von Glauben, wiping 
the perspiration from his brow, and* heaving a deep sigh of ^ 
relief; “ And as you fully coifiprehend the situation, it saves ; 
me the trouble of explaining it 1 You are a philosopher, 
Ronsard ! Permit me to remind you of that fact ! You 
know, like myself, that what is doite, even if it is done 
foolishly, cannot be undone ! ” 

“ I know it ! Who shoijd know it so well as I ! ” and ; 
Ronsard set a delicate rose-tsec roughly in the hole he had 
dug for itj^and began to fiercely pile in the earth around it ; — 
“Fate is ttitte;,^and there is no gainsaying it! The. law of 
Compensation will always have its way ! Look you, man ! — 
and listen I I, Rend Ronsard, once •killed a king ! — and now 
in my old age, the only creature I ever loved is tricked by 
the son of a king I It is just 1 So be it ! ” 

He bent his white head over -his digging again, and Von 
Glauben was for a moment silent, vaguely amazed and 
stupefied by this suddon declaration of a past crime. 

“You should not say 'tricked,’ my friend!” he at last 
ventured to remark ; “ Prince Humphry is an honest lad ; — 
he means to keep his word ^ ^ 

Roxisard looked up, his eyes gleaming with fury. 

“Keepehis word? Bah! How can he? Who in this 
wide realm will give him the honourable liberty to keep his 
word? Will he acknowledge Gloria as his wife before the 
nation? — she a foundling snd a«castaway? Will he make her 
his future queen ? Not ne ! He v/ilU forsake her, and live 
with another woman, in sin which the law will sanctify ! ” f- 
He went on planting the rose-tree, then, — dropping his ; 
spade, — tossed up his head and hands with a wild gesture. 

“What, and who is this God w^ho so ordains our destiny 
he exclaimed ; “ For surely this is His work, — not mine!" 
Hidden away from all the world with my life’s secret buried , 

V h ... 
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; in my soul, I, without wife, or children or friends, or any 
; soul on earth to care whether I lived or died, was sent an 
; angel comforter the child I rescued from the sea 1 ‘ Gloria, 
Gloria in excelsis Deo!’ the choristers sang in* the cjiurch 
when I found her ! I thought it true 1 With her, — *in every 
action, in every thought and word, I strove, — and have faith- 
fully striven, — to atone for my ^)ast crime; — for I was forced 
' through others to kill that king 1 When proved guilty of 
the deed, I was told by my associates to assume madness, — 
a mere matter of acting, — and, being adjudged as insane, I 
was sent with other criminals on a convict ship, bound for a 
certain coast-prison, where we w ire all to be kept for life. 
The ship was wrecked off the rocks yonder, and it was 
reported that every soul on board went down, but 1 escaped 
— only I, — for what inscrutable reason God "lone knows! 
Finding myself saved and free, I devoted my life to hard 
work, and to doing all tlfc good I could think of to atone — 
to atone — always to atone I Then the child was sent to 
me; and I thought it was a sign that my penance was 
accepted ; but no ! — no I — ^the compensating curse falls, — not 
on me, — not on me, for if only so, I would welcome it — 
but on Her ! — the child of my love — the heart of my heart ! — 
on Her I ” 

He turned away his face, and a hard sob broke from his 
labouring chest. Von Qlauben laid a gentje, protective hand 
on his shoulder. 

“Ronsard, be a man!” he said in a kind,„firrn voice; 
“This is the first time you have told me your true history — 
and — I shall respect your confidence ! You have suffered 
much— equally you have loved much ! Doubt not that you 
are forgiven much. But why should you assume, or foresee 
unhappiness for Gloria ? Why talk of a curse where perhaps 
there is only an intended blessing? Is she unhappy, that 
you are thus moved?” ^ 

Ronsard furtively dashed away the tears from his eyes, 

^ “ She ? Gloria unhappy ? No, — not yet 1 . The delights 

of spring and summer have met in her smile, — ter eyes, her 

’rt L u" ’ , ; i.'js. ..'t' - ^ 
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movements ! It was she herself who told me all I If he had , 
told me, I would have killed him ! ” 

“Eminently sensible!” said Von Glauben, recovering his? 
usual phlegmatic calm; “You would have killed the mani? 
she lov«s best in the world. And so with perfect certainty 
you would have killed her as well, — and probably yourself J 
afterwards. A perfect slauglfterhouse, like the last scene in > 
Hamlet, by the so ^admirable Shakespeare! It is better as ' 
it is. Life is really very pleasant!” - ; 

He sniffed the perfumed air, — listened with appreciation to ^ 
the trilling of a bird swinging on l. bough of apple-blossom i 
above him, and began to feel quite easy in his mind. Half - 
his mission was done for •him, Prince Humphry having ' 
declared jjimself in his true colours. “ I always said,” mused 
the ProfesSb^j that he was a very honest young man 1 And 
I think he will be honest to the end.” Aloud he asked : 

“When did you know the truth?” 

“Some days since,” replied Ronsard. “He — Gloria’s 

husband — I can as yet call him by no other name — came 
suddenly one evening ; — the two went out together as usual, ; 
and then — then my child returned alone. She told me all, — 4 
of the disguise he had assumed — and of his real identity — 
and I — well ! I think I was mad ! I know I spoke and 
acted like a madman ! ” • ' 

“Nay, rather §ay like a philosopher!” murmured Von y 
Glauben Vith a humorous smile ; “ Remember, my good ' 
fellow, tlTat^ there is no human being who loses self-contrd ? 
more easily and rapidly than he who proclaims the advantage % 
of keeping it ! And what did Gloria say to you ? ” J 

Ronsard looked up at the ^tranquil skies, and was for a 
moment silent. Then he answered. • , 

“Gloria is — just Gloria! There is no woman like her, — 
there never will be any woman like her! She said nothings 
at all while I r^ed and swore; — she stood b^ore me white 
and silent, — grand and calm, like some great angel* Then i 
when i curs^ — she raised her hand, and like a queen v 
she said : ^I forbid you to utter one word against him ! * I > 
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stood before her mute and foolish. * I forbid you ! ' She, — 
the child I reared and nurtured — menaced me with her 
’•command* as though I were her slave and servant! You 
see I have lost her ! — she. is not mine any more — ^She is his — 
to be treated as he wills, and made the toy of his pBeasure ! 
She docs not know the world, but I know it ! I know the 
misery that is in store for her !' But there is yet time — and 
I will live to avenge her wrong 1 ** 

“Possibly there will be no wrong to avenge,** said Von 
Glauben composedly; “But if there is, I have no doubt 
you will kill another king!’* Ronsard turned pale and 
shuddered. “It is stupid work, killing kings,** went on the 
Professor ; “ It never does any good ; and often increases the 
evil it was intended to cure. Your studies in philosophy must 
have taught you that much at least ! As for youj^losing Gloria, 
— ^you lost her in a sense when you gave her to her husband. 
It is no use complaining now, because you find he is not the 
man you took him for. The mischief is done. At any rate 
you are bound to admit that Gloria has, so far, been perfectly 
happy ; she will be happy still, I truly believe, for she has the 
secret of happiness in her own beautiful nature. And you, 
Ronsard, must make the best of things, and meet fate with 
calmness. To-day, for instance, I am here by the King*s 
command, — I bear his orders, — and I have come for Gloria. 
They want her at the Pal^ice.** , 

Ronsard stepped out of his flower-border, and stdbd on the 
greensward amazed, and indignantly suspicious. ^ 

“They want her at the Palace!” he repeated; “Why? 
What for? To do her harm? To make her miserable? To 
insult and threaten her ? No,<-she shall not go ! ** 

“Look here, ijiy fwend,” said the Professor with mild 
patience ; “ You have — for a philosopher — a most unpleasant 
habit of jumping to wrong conclusions ! Please endeavour to 
compose the tumult in your soul, and listen to^me ! The King 
has sent for Gloria, and I am instructed to take charge of her, 
and escort her to the presence of their Majesties. No insult, 
D^threat, no wrong is intended. I will briiig hei*||ack again 
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safe to you immediately the audience is concluded. Be 
satisfied, Ronsard 1 For once ‘ put your trust in princes,’ for „ 
her husband will be there, — and do you think he would suffei^ 
her to be insulted or wronged ? ” [ 

Ronsvd’s ^sunken eyes looked, wild, — his aged frame 
trembled violently, and he gave a hopeless gesture. 

“ I do not know 1 do not know ! ” he said incoherently ; 

“I am an old ftian, and I have always found it a wicked 

world ! But if ^ou give me your word that she shall come 

to no harm, I will trust / ” • 

Silently Von Glauben took his hand and pressed it. Two/; 
or three minutes passed, we^hted with unuttered and unutter- ^ 
able thoughts in the minds, of both men ; and then, in a ; 
somewhat hushed voice, the ProTessor said : 

“ Ronsavd, I am just now reminded of the tragic story of ^ 
Rudolf of Austria, who killed himself through the maddening 
sorrow of an ilhfated love I We, i« our different lines of life 

should remember that, and let no young innocent heart 

suifer through our follies — our rages against fate — our conven- 
tions — our more or less idiotic laws of restraint and hypocrisy. . 
The tragedy of Prince Rudolf and the unhappy Marie Vetsera 
whom he worshipped, was caused by the sin and the falsehood ■ 
of others, — not by the victims of the cruel catastrophe. There- 
fore, I say to you, my friend, be wise in time ! — and control ■ 
the natural stormy tendency of your passions in this present^ 
affair. I* assure you, on my faith and honour as a man, that 
the Kin^ has a kindly heart and a brave one, — together with/ 
a strong sense of justice. He is not truly known to his 
people; — they only see him through the pens of Press 
reporters, or the slavish descriptions of toadies and parasites. :■ 
Then again, the Crown Prince is a^ honourable lad; and 
from what I know of him, he is not likely to submit to' 
conventional usages* in matters which are close to his life and; 
heart. Gloria herself is of such an exceptional character and 
disposition, that I think she may be safely left to arbitrate her; 

own destiny ” ^ 

‘‘And J:he Queen?” interrupted Ronsard suddenly;— 



326 TEMPORAL POWER” 

' “She, at any rate, as a woman, wife and mother, will be 
'^gentle?” 

|| “Gentle, she certainly is,** said Von Glauben, with a 
^''slight sigh; “But only because she does not consider it 
worth whUe to be otherwise ! God has put a^ston^, ii^i the 
place where her heart should be ! However, — she will have 
little to say, and still less to do# with to-day*s business. You 
tell me you will trust me ; I promise you, you shall not repent 
your trust! But I must see Gloria Tierself Where is 
;she?** ‘ 

Ronsard pointed towards the cottage. 

“ She is in there, studying,” he^ said ; “ Books of the old 
^ time ; — books that few read. She gets them all from Sergius 
Thord. How would it be, thir'ik you, if he knew?** • 

The pleasantlj rubicund countenance of thi^.. -'Professor 
' grew a shade paler. 

“ Sergius Thord — Sergiivj Thord ? — H*m — h’m — let me see ! 

. — ^who is he? Ah! I remember, — he is the Socialist lion, 

• forever roaring through the streets and seeking whom he may 
devour 1 I daresay he is not without cleverness ! ” 

“ Cleverness ! ** echoed Ronsard ; “ That is a tame word ! 
\ He has genius, and the people swear by him. Since the 
proposed new taxation, and other injustices of the Government, 
he has gained adherents by many thousands. You, — whom I 
7 once took to be a mere 6erman schoolmaster, a friend of the 
, young ‘sailor* whom my' child so innocently wedded, — you 
whom I now know to be the King's physician — surely you 
cannot live on the mainland, and in the metropolis, without 
knowing of the power of Sergius Thord ? ” 

“I know something — not giuch;” replied the Professor 
guardedly ; “ But come, my friend, I have not deceived you ! 
I was in very trufh a poor ‘German schoolmaster,* once, — 
before I became a student of medicine and surgery. And 
that I am the King's physician, is merely one of those 
accidental circumstances which occur in a world of chance. 
’ But schoolmaster as I have been, I doubt if I would set our 
‘Glory-of-the-Sea* to study books recommended her by 
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Sergius Thord. The poetry of Heine is more suited to her 
age and sex. Let us break in upon her meditations.” And \ 
he walked across the grass with one arm thrust through that 
of Ronsard ; “ For she must prepare herself. We ought to be 
gone within an hour.” 

They passed under the low, rose-covered porch into a | 
wide square room, with raftered ceiling and deep carved oak J 
ingle nook, — and here at llie table, with a quarto volume i; 
opened out before, her, sat Gloria, resting her head on one } 
fair hand, her rich hair falling about her in loose shining 
tresses, and her whole attitude expressive of the deepest ! 
absorption in study. As they entered, she looked up and ' 
smiled, — then rose, her ^and still resting on the open 
book. • . 

“At last you have come again, dear Pro/essor !” she said; 

“ I began to think you had grown weary in >vell-doing ! ” 

Von Glauben stared at her, stricken speechless for a/, 
moment. What mysterious change had passed over the girl, 
investing her with such an air of regal authority? It was 
impossible to say. To all appearance she was the same ' 
beautiful creature, clad in the same simple white homespun 
gown, — yet were she Empress of half the habitable globe, she w 
could not have looked more environed with dignity, sw'eetnesa 
and delicately gracious manner. He understood the desolatingr| 
expression of Ronsard, — ‘You see I have lost her! — she is| 
not mine any more — she is his'i He recognised and was| 
suddenly impressed by that fact ; — she was ‘ his * — the wife of 
the Crown Prince and Heir- Apparent to the Throne; — and| 
evidently with the knowledge of her position had arisen thef;$ 
pride of love and the spirit of grace to support her honounr^ 
worthily. And so, as Von* Glauben met her eyes, whicfa| 
expressed their gentle wonder at this ^ilence, and as sh^| 
extended her hand to him, he came slowly forward and bowing^ 
low, respectfully kissed that hand. -5! 

“ Princess, he said, in a voice that trembled ever sol 
slightly; “I shall never be weary in well-doing, — if you are^ 
good enough to call ;ny service and friendship for you b^f 
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that name ! I hesitated to come before,— because I thought 

1 feared 1 did not know! ** 

“ I understand ! ” said Gloria tranquilly; “You did not 
t think the Prince, my husband, would tell me the truth so 
soon ! But I know all, and now— I am glad to know it I 
Dearest,” and she moved swiftly to Ronsard who was standing 
silent in the doorway — “ come in and sit down ! You make 
yourself so tired sometimes in *the garden ; ” and she threw 
a loving arm about him. “ You must j,rest ; you look so 
pale ! ” , ^ 

For all answer, he lilted the hand that hung about his 
neck, to his lips and kissed it tenderly. 

“'J’hey want you, Gloria 1” he* said tremulously; “They 
want you at the Palace. Yoq Uiust go to-day!” 

She lifted licr brilliant eyes cncjuiringly to Von Glauben, 
who responded to the look by at once explaining liis mission. 
He was there, he said, by the King's special command; — 
their Majesties had becui ^informed of their son's marriage 
by their son himself; and they d-sired at once to see and 
speak with their unknown daughter-in-law. The interview 
would be private; his Royal Highness the Crown Prince 
would be present; — it might last an hour, perhaps longer, — 
and he, Von Glauben, w^as entrusted to bring Gloria to the 
Palace, and escort her ba('k to The Islands again >vhen all 
was over. Thus, willi elaborate and detailed courtesy, the 
Professor unfolded the natjire of his enterprise, while Gloria, 
still keeping one arm round Ronsard, heaid and smilei 

“ I shall obey the King's command ! ” she said coHiposedly ; 
“Though, — having no word from the Prince, my husband, 
concerning this mandate,- I might very well refuse to do so ! 
But it may be as well that thtir Majesties and their son’s 
wife should plainly, ^nd once for all, understand each other. 
Dear Professor, you look sadly troubled } Is there some 
little convention, some special ceremonial of so-called ‘good 
manners,’ which you are commissioned to teaih me, before 
I make my appearance at Court under your escort?” 

Her lovely lips smiled, — her eyes laughed, — she looked 
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thi very incarnation of Beauty triumphant. Von Glauben^s 
brain whirled, — ^he felt bewitched and dazzled 

“I? — to teach you anything? No, my princess !-^and , 
please think how loyally I have called you ‘Princess* from ' 
the beginning! — I have always told you that you have a ' 
spiritual knowledge far surpassing all material wisdom. Con- \ 
ventions and ceremonials are not for you, — you will make , 
fashion, not follow it! I am not troubled, save for your ' 
sake, dear <hild!-r-for you know nothing of the world, and 
the ways of the Court may at first^offend you — 

“The ways of Hell must have seemed dark to Proseri)ine,” 
said Ronsard in his harsh, stiong voice; “But Love gave 
her light!” • 

“ A very just reminder ! ” said Von Glaubcn, well pleased 
“Consioler Gloria to be the new Proserj)4nc to-day! And 
now she must foigive me for pla>ing the part of a tyrannical 
friend, and urging her to hasten her pieparations.” 

Gloria bent down and kissed B.onsard gently. 

“Trust me, little father!” she whispered; “You have not 
taught me great lessons of truth in vain ! ” 

Aloud she said. 

“The King and Queen wish to see me and speak with 
me, — and I know the leason why! They desire to fully 
explain to me all that my husband has alieady told me,— 
which :s tlut accoiding to the rul6s made for monarchs, our 
marriage is inadmissible. Well ’-4 have my answer ready; 
and yo^ Professor, shall hear me give it ! ^Vait but a few 
moments and I will come with you.” 

She left the room. The two men looked at each other 
in silence. At last V'on Glaubcn said: — 

“Ronsard, I think you wifi soon reap the reward of your 
‘life-philosophy* system! You hav^ fed* that girl from her 
childhood on strong intellectual food, and trained the mental ’ ‘ 
muscles rather than the physical ones. Upon my word, I 
believe you w^ll sec a good result!” 

Ronsard, who had grown much calmer and quieter during 
the last few minutes, raised himself a little from the chair 
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into which he . had sunk with an air of fatigue, and looked 
^dreamily towards the open lattice window, where the roses 
"ihiing in a curtain of crimson blossom. 

“ If it be so, I shall praise God ! ” he said ; ‘‘ But the 
( years have come and gone with me so peacefully since I 
1 made my home on these quiet shores, that the exf;rcise of 
, what I have presumed to call ‘ pliilosophy * has had nc chance. 

; Philosophy! It is well to preach it, — but when the blow 
of misfortune falls, who can practise it?**# 

“You cin,^’ replied thfj Professor; — “I can! Gloria can! 
' I think we all three have clear brains. There is a tendency 
’ in the present age to overlook and neglect the greatest power 
in the whole human composition, —the mental and psychical 
part of it. Now, in the present curious drama of events, we 
^ have a chance given to exercise it ; and it will be our own 
faults if we do n >t make our wills rule our destimes ! ” 

“ But the position is intojprable — impossible I ’’ said Ronsard, 
rising and pacing the room with a fresh touch of agitation. 
“ Nothing can do away with the fact that we — my child and 
; I — have been cruelly deceived ! And now there can be only 
one of two contingencies ; Gloria must be acknowledged as 
. the Prince's wife, — in which case he will be forced to resign 
all claim to the Throne; — or he must marry again, which 
makes her no wife at all. That is a disgrace which her 
pride would never submit to, nor mine ; — for did I not kill 
a king?” • 

“Let me advise you for the future not to allude to that 
disagreeable incident!” said Von Glauben persuasively; 
“E)»rcise discretion, — as I do! Observe that I do not ask 
you what king you killed ; — I am as careful on that matter 
as I am concerning the reasoAs for which I myself left my 
native Fatherland!* I ftiake it a rule never to converse on 
painful subjects. You tell me you have tjied to atone ; then 
believe that the atonement is made, and that Gloria is the sign 
of its acceptance, and — happy augury I — here ske^ comes.” 

They both instinctively turned to confront the girl as she 
entered She had changed her ordinary white homespun 
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gown for another of the same kind, 

Ld unworn ; her glorious brome^estaut l»«r «8 
to its full tipplmg length, and was held back by ft band « 
fillet of curiously carved white coral, which surmounted tn® 
rich treses somewhat in the fashion of a smoll ctowjif snd 
she earned, thrown over one arm, the only kind of cloak 
she ever wore, — a burnous-li^e wap of the same while home- 
spun as her dress, with a hood, which, as the Professor slowly 
took out his glasses and fixed them on his nose out of mere 
mechanical habit, to look at her ^lore closely/ she drew 
over her ht^ad and shoulders, the soil folds about her exquisite 
face completing a classic picture of such radiant beauty as 
is seldom seen now ada)s* among the increasingly imperfect 
and repulsive specimens of ?emale humanity which ‘progress* 
combined with sensuality, produce for the ‘ advancement * 
of the race. * 

“ I have no Court dress,” she s^id smiling ; “ And if I had 
I should not wear it ! Thc‘ King and Queen shall see me as 
my husband secs me, — what pleases him, must suffice to please 
them ! I am quite ready * ” 

Von Glauben removed the spectacles he had needlessly put 
on. They were dim with a moisture which he furtively 
polished olf, blinking his eyes meanwhile as if the light hurt 
him. Ho was profoundly moved — thrilled to the very core of 
his soul by the simplicity, frankness and com age of this girl 
whose e^iucation'was chiefly out of*wild Nature’s lesson-book, 
and whfi knew nothing of the artificial world of fashion. 

“ And 1 , my princess, am at your service ! ” he said ; 
“Ron^ard, it is but a few hours that we shall be absent. , 
To-night with the rising of the moon wc shall return, and I 
doubt not with the Prince himself as chief escort 1 Keep a ' 
good heart and have faith 1 All will t)C well I ” 

“ All s/sa// be well if Love can make it so • ” said Ronsard - 

“Glona — my child !” He held out his wrinkled hands 

pathetically, ifnable to say more. She sank on her knees 
before him, and tenderly drawing down those hands upon her 
head, pressed them closely there. 
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“Your blessing, dearest!” she said; “Not in speech — but 
in thought ! ” 

There was a moment’s sacred silence; — then Gloria rose, 
and throwing her arms round the old man, the faithful pro- 
I tector of her infancy and girlhood, kissed him tenderly,.. After 
that, she seemed to throw all seriousness to the winds, and 
- running out under the roses of the porch, made two or three 
light dancing steps across the lawn. 

“Come!” she cried, her eyes sparkling, her face radiant 
with the gaiety of her inward spirit ; “ Come, Professor I This 
‘ is not what we call a poet’s day of dreams, — it is a Royal day 
^ of nonsense 1 Come ! ” and here she drew herself up with a 
stately air — “ WE are prepared to confront the King 1 ” 

The Professor caught the infection of her mirth, and quickly 
followed her; and within the next half-hour Rene Ronsard, 
climbing slowly to the summit of one of the nearest rocks on 
the shore adjacent to his dwelling, shaded his eyes from the 
/ dazzling sunlight on the sea, and strained them to watch the 
. magnificent Royal yacht steaming swiftly over the tranquil blue 
^ water, with one slight figure clad in white leaning against the 
, mast, a figure that waved its hand fondly towards The Islands, 
and of whom it might have been said : 

“ Her gaze was glad past love’s own singing of, 

And her face lo'^ely past desire of love 1 ” 



CHAPTER XXII 


* A FAIR l)l‘BrT\N'IT, 

T hat same afternoon there was a mysterious commotion 
at the Palace, — whispers ran from lip to lip among the 
few who had seen h(‘r, that fL beautiful woman, - lovelier than 
the Queen herself,- had, under the escort of the uncommuni- 
cative Professor von Glauben, passed into the presence of the 
King and Queen, to receive the honour of a private audience. 
Who was she ? What was she ? WhtM e did she come from ? 
How was she dressed ? This last question was answered first, 
being easiest to deal with. She was attired all in white, — ‘like 
a picture ’ said some— ‘ like a statue * said others. No one, 
however, dated ask any direct question concerning her,— her 
reception, whoever she w^as, being of a strictly guaided nature, 
and peremptory ordcis having been given to admit no one 
to the Queen’s presence-chamber^ to which apartment she 
had oeen taken^by the King’s phpician. But such dazzling 
beauty hers could not go altogether unnoticed by the most 
casual ffttgndant, sentinel, or loid-m -waiting, and the very fact 
that special commands had been issued to guard all the doors 
of entrance to the Royal apartments on either hand, during 
her visit, only served to pique and inflame the general 
curiosit>. ^ 

Meantime, — while lesser and infqfior fSersonages were com- 
menting on the possibility of the unknown fair one being 
concerned wjjh some dramatic incident that might have to 
be included among the King’s numerous gallantries, — the 
unconscious subject of their discussion was quietly seated 
alone in an ante-room adjoining the Queen’s apartment^ 
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waiting till Professor von Glauben should announce that 
/their Majesties were ready to receive her. She was not 
• troubled or anxious, or in any way ill at ease. She looked 
curiously upon the splendid evidences of Royal state, wealth 
and luxury which surrounded her, with artistic appriciaftion 
but no envy. She caught sight of her own face and figure 
: in a tall mirror opposite to her, set in a silver frame ; and she 
■ studied herself quietly and critically with the calm knowledge 
; that there was nothing to deplore or to regret in the way God 
and Nature had been pleased to make her. She was not in 
^ the slightest degree vain, — but she knew that a healthy and 
quiet mind in a healthy and unspoilt body, together form 
what is understood as the highest beauty, — and that these 
two elements were not lacking in her. Moreover, ^she was 
' conscious of a great love warming her heart and strengthening 
her soul, — and with this great motive-force to brace her nerves 
and add extra charm to her natural loveliness, she had no 
/fear. She had enjoyed the swift voyage across the sparkling 
; sea, and the fresh air had made her eyes doubly lustrous, her 
complexion even more than usually fair and brilliant. She 
did not permit herself to be rendered unhappy dr anxious as 
to the possible attitude of the King and Queen towards her, — 
she was prepared for all contingencies, and had fully made up 
her mind what to say. TJierefore, there was no need to fret 
, over the position, or to be timorously concerned because she 
vwas called upon to confront those who by human la w alone 
J were made superior in rank to the rest of mankind. , * 

/ “ In God’s sight all men are equal ! ” she said to herself ; 
,^^*The King is a mere helpless babe at birth, dependent on 
others, — as he is a mere helple‘?s corpse at death. It is only 
; men’s own foolish ideas ^nd conventions of usage in life that 
: make any difference \ ” # 

; At that moment the Professor entered hurriedly, and im- 
; ‘pulsively seizing her hands in his own, kissed them and pressed 
I them tenderly. His face was flushed — he was evidently strongly 
/excited. 

“ Go in there now, Princess ! ” he whispered, pipintingJ.o the 
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adjacent room, of which the door stood ajar ; “ And may God 
be on your side ' ” 

She rose up, and releasing her hands gently from his nervous 
grasp, smiled. ^ 

“ Dfe not be afraid ! ” she said ; “ You, too, are coming?” 

“ I follow you ! ” he replied. 

And to himself he said ! “ Ach, Gott in Himmel 1 Will i 
she keep her so beautiful calm? If she will — if she can — a . 
throne would be well lost for such a woman ! ” 

'And he watched her with an adrrtiration amounting almost 
to fear, as she passed before him and entered the Royal 
presence-chamber with a ^jroud^light step, a grace of bearing ^ 
and a supreme distinction^, which, had she been there on a , 
day of ^diplomatic receptions, would have made half the;; 
women accustomed to attend Court, look like the merest, 
vulgar plebeians. 

The room she entered was very large and lofty. A dazzle 
of gold ceiling, painted walls and mirrors flashed upon her' 
eyes, with the hue of silken curtains and embroidered hang- 
ings, — the heavy perfume of hundreds of flowers in tall crystal 
vases and *wide gilded stands made the air drowsy and 
odorous, and for a moment, Gloria, just fresh from the sweet ; 
breath of the sea, felt sickened and giddy, — but she recovered ; 
quickly, and raised her eyes fearlyssl^ to the two motionless-, 
figures, which, Jike idols set in a temple for worship, waited’ 
her ai11:>roach. The King, stiffly upright, and arrayed in * 
military yniform, stood near the Queen, w'ho was seated ^ 
a throne-like chair over-canopied wi#i gold, — her trailing robesr,^ 
were of a pale azure hue bordered with ermine, and touched '| 
here and there with silver, giving out reflexes of light, stolen asif 
it seemed from the sea and sky, — and her beautiful face, withi 
its clear-cut features and cold pallor, might have been carved| 
out of ivory, for *all the interest or emotion expressed upon| 
it. Gloria cjime straight towards her, then stopped. With| 
her erect supple form, proud head and fair features, she look^'l 
the living embodiment of sovereign womanhood, — and the^ 
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-amohg her Royal draperies, and raised herself with a slow 
.^^-graceful air of critical observation, in which there was a touch 
pof languid wonder mingled with contempt. Still Gloria stood 
^inotionless, — ^neither abashed nor intimidated, — she- made no 
^^rtsey or reverential salutation of any kind, and presently 
■‘removing her gaze from the Queen, she turned to the King, 
y “ You sent for me,” she said; »And I have come. What 
do you want with me ? ” 

' { The King smiled. AVhat a dazzling Perfection was here, 
'; he thought ! A second ^Una unarmed, and strong in the 
Courage of innocence 1 But he was acting a special part, and 
he determined to play it well and ^thoroughly. So he gave 
her no reply, but turned with S stifi^air to Von Glauben. 

“ Tell the girl to make her obeisance to the Queen ! ” he said. 

The Professor very reluctantly approached the ‘Glory-of- 
;'the-Sea* with this suggestion, cautiously whispered. Gloria 
^obeyed at once. Moving swiftly to the Queen’s chair, shg 
' bent low before her. 

“ Madam ! ” she said, “ I am told to kneel to you, because 
. you are the Queen, — but it is not for that I do so. I kneel, 

' because you are my husband’s mother ! ” 
f And raising the cold impassive hand covered with great 
' gems, that rested idly on the rich velvets so near to her touch, 
she gently kissed it, — then rose up to her full height again. 

“ Is it always like thi?liere?” she asked, gazing around her. 
”Do you always sit thus in a chair, dressed grandly and quite 
; silent?” * 

^ ' The smile deepened on liie King’s face ; the Queen, perforce 
; moved at last from her inertia, half rose with an air of amaze- 
ment and indignation, and Von piauben barely saved himself 
^ from laughing outright. 

“You,” continued Gloria, fixing her bright glance on the 
King ; “ You have seen me before I You have spoken to me. 
Then why do you pretend not to know me now? Is that 
jV Court manners ? If so’ they are not good or kind ! ” 

% The King relaxed his formal attitude, and addressed his 
^Consort in a low tone. 



A FAIR DEBUTANTE 337 

“ It is no use dealing with this girl in the conventional way,” 
he said ; ** She is a mere child at heart, simple and unedu- . 
cated ; — we must treat her as such. . Perhaps you will speak 
to her first ? ” . 

“ No,^ Sir, I much prefer that you shoujd do so,” she >: 
replied. “When I have*heard her answers to you, it will 
be perhaps my turn 1 ” ^ -a 

Thereupon the King advanced a step or two, and Gloria ( 
regarded him steadfastly. Meeting the pure light of those 
lovely eyes, he lost something of his^ordinary self-possession, , 
— he was conscious of a certain sense of embarrassment and ' 
foolishness ; — his very uniform, ablaze with gold and jewelled ' 
orders, seemed a clown’s o^stumiS compared with the classic : 
simplicity of Gloria’s homespun garb, which might have fitly 
clothed Greek goddess. Sensible of his nervous irritation, > 
he however overcame it by an effort, aild summoning all his ^ 
dignity, he ‘graciously,’ as the n 4 ;;wspaper parasites put it, 
extended his hand. Gloria smiled archly. 

“ I kissed your hand the other day when you were cross I ” 
she said ; “You would like it kissed again ? There 1 ” 

And with tjasy grace of gesture she pressed ,her lips lightly < 
upon it. It would have needed something stronger than mere 
flesh and blood to resist the natural playfulness and charm " 
of her action, combined with her unparalleled beauty, and the 
King, w’ho was daily and hourly pio^^in^for himself the power . 
and inieijsity of that Spirit of Man^which makes^ clamour for ' 
higher t^jings than Man’s’ conventionalities, became fbr the., 
moment as*helplessly overw^helmcd ai^ defeated by a woman’s ? 
smile, a woman’s eyes, as any hero of old times, whose con- i 
quests have been reported to us in history as achieved for 
the sake of love and beauty. But he was compelled to dis- 
guise his thoughts, and to maintain ah outward expression of s 
formality, particulariy in the presence of his Queen-Consort, ? 
— and he withdrew the hand that bore her soft kiss upon it 
with a well-siirfulated air of chill tolerance. Then^he spoke ) 
gravely, in measured precise accents. . 

“Gloria Ronsard, we have sent for you in all kindness^ lie " 
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said; “out of a sincere wish to remedy any wrong which 
. our son, the Crown Prince has, in the light folly and hot 
impulse of his youth, done to you in your life. We are given 
to understand that there is a boy-and-girl attachment between 
you ; that he won your attachment under a disguised jdehtity, 
and that you were thus innocentlf^ deceived, — and that, in 
.. order to satisfy his own honourable 'scruples, as well as your 
; sense of maidenly virtue, he has, still under a disguise, gone 
, through the ceremony of marriage with •you. Therefore,* it 
seems tha*t you now in^gine yourself to be his lawful wife. 
This is a very natural mistake for a girl to make who is as 
' young and inexperienced as you are, and I am sorry, — very 
sorry for the false position \h whicR my son the Crown Prince 
has so thoughtlessly placed yoti. ^ But, after very earnest con- 
sideration, I, — and the Queen also, — think it much l^etter for 
you to know the truth at once, so that you m'^y fully realise 
the situation, and then, by the exercise of a little common 


sense, spare yourself any further delusion and pain. All we 
can do to repair the evil, you may rest assured shall be done. 
But you must thoroughly understand that the Crown Prince, 
as heir to the Throne, cannot marry out of his ovip station. If 
he should presume to do so, through some mad and hot-headed 
impulse, such a marriage is not admitted or agreed to by the 
nation. Thus you will see plainly that, though you have gone 
through the marriage aeremony with him, that counts as noth- 
ing in your case,— for, according to the law*of the rgalm, and 
in the sight of the world, you are not, and cannot be \^s wife ! ” 

: Gloria raised her deop^bright eyes and smiled. • 

“ No ? ” she said, and then was silent. 


Thu King regarded her with surprise, and a touch of anger. 
He had expected tears, passionate declamations, and reiterated 
assurances of the •unaBerable and indissoluble tie between 

indifferently -queried 

No? upset all his calculations. 


“ %ve you nothing to say ? " he asked, somt^hat sternly, 
should I say?” she responded, still smiling ; “You 
; are the King ; it is for you to speak 1 ” 
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** She does not understand you, Sir,” interrupted the Queen 
coldly ; “ Your words are possibly too elaborate for her simple 
comprehension ! ” 

Gloria turned a fearless beautiful glance upon her. 

“ Pai^on me, Madam, but I do understand ! ” she said ; “ I 
understand that by the law of God I am your son’s wife, and 
that by the law of the worlct I am no wife ! I abide by the 
law of God ! ” 

There was a monlent’s dead silence. Professor von Glauben 
gave a discreet cough to break it, and the King, reminded of 
his presence turned towards him. 

“ Plas she no sense of the position ? ” he demanded. 

“Sir, I have every reasijn to believe that she grasps it 
thoroughly \ ” replied Von Glaifben with a deferential bow. 

“ Theit why ” • 

But here Re was again interrupted by the Queen. She, 
raising herself in her chair, her beautiful head and shoulders 
lifted statue-like from her enshrining draperies of azure and 
white, stretched forth a hand and beckoned Gloria towards her. 

“ Come here, child ! ” she said ; then as Gloria advanced 
with evident* reluctance, she added ; “ Come closer — you 
must not be afraid of me!” 

Gloria smiled. 

“ Nay, Madam, trouble not yourself at all in tEat regard ! 
I never was afraid of anyone ! ” 

A shadow of annoyance darkened the Queen^s fair brows. 

“ Sine® you have no fear, you may equally have no shame ! ” 
she said id icy-cold accents ; “ Therefore it is easy to under- 
stand why you deliberately refuse to see the harm and cruelty 
done to our son, the Crown Prince, by his marriage with you, 
if such marriage were in the least admissible, which fortun- 
ately for all concerned, it is ^ot. is “destined to occupy 
the Throne, and he must wed someone who is fit to share it. 
Kings and princes may love where they choose, — but they can 
only marry wh8re they must I You are my son^s first love j — 
the thought and memory of that may perhaps be a consolation 
to you, — but do not assume that you will be his last ! ” 
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, ‘ Gloria drew back from her; her face had paled a little. 

“Yflu can speak so!” she said sorrowfully j “You, — his 
S mother! Poor Queen — ^poor woman! I am sorry for you ! ” 

’ ' Without pausing to notice the crimson flush of vexation that 
flew over the Queen’s delicate face at her words, sht burned, 
now with some haughtiness, to the King. 

“Speak plainly!” she said; «“What is it you want of 
• me?” 


Her flashing eyes, her proud look startl6d him — he moved 
back a step or two. Then be replied with as much firmness 
and dignity as he could assume. 

“Nothing is wanted of you, my child, but obedience and 
loyalty ! Resign all claim upon t^e Crown Prince as his wife ; 
promise never to see him agdln, or correspond with him, — 

and you shall* lose nothing by the sacrifice youhnake of 

your little love-affair to the good of the country.”' 

“ 1 he good of the couKtry ! ” echoed Gloria in thrilling 
tones. “Do you know anything about it? You— who never 


go among your people except to hunt and shoot and amuse 
; yourself generally? You, who permit wicked liars and spend- 
thrifts to gamble with the people’s money ! The good of the 
country! If my life could only lift the burden of taxation 
from the country, I would lay it down gladly and freely! If 
I were QuSen, do you think I could be like her?” and she 
stretched forth her white *arm to where the Queen, amazed 
had nsen from her seat, Ad now stood erebt, her rich robes 
> trailing yards on the ground, and flashing at every point with 
jewels. “Do you think I could sit unmoved, clid in rich 
. velvet and gems, while one single starving creature sought 
bread within my kingdom? Nay, I would sell everything I 
possessed go barefoot rather! I would be a sister, Lt 
a mere patroness »to tlfe poor ;-I would never wear a single 
„ garment that had not been made^for me by me workers of my 

■ country’ should be ‘good^ 

indeed, not ‘bad,’ .’s It is now!” • “ 

, Breathless witn the sudden rush of her thoughts into words 
t-, she stood with heavmg bosom and sparkling eyes,. the iriotf! 
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nation of eloquence and inspiration, and before the astonished 
monarch could speak, she went on. 

“ I am your son’s wife ! He loves me — he has wedded me 
honourably and lawfully. You wish me to disclaim that. I 
will neft ! From him and him alone, must come my dismissal 
from his heart, his life and his soul. If he desire his marriage 
with me dissolved, let him tell me so himself face to face, and * 
before you and his mother ! Then I shall be content to be 
no more his wife. But not till then I I will propj^se nothing 
without his consent. He is my huSband, — and to him I owe 
m> first obedience. I seek no honour, no rank, no wealth,— 
but I have won the greate^pt treasure in this world, his love ! — 
and that I will keep ! ” • 

A do^or opened at the furtfier end of the room — a curtain 
was quietly ^pushed aside, and the Crown Prince entered. 
With a composed, almost formal demeanour, he saluted the 
King and Queen, and then going tip to Gloria, passed his arm 
around her waist, and held her fast. 

“When you have concluded your interview with my wife, 
Sir, — an interview of which I had no previous knowledge,” he 
said quietly, addressing the King ; “ I shall be glad to have 
one of my own with her ! ” 

The Kinii: answered him calmly enough. 

“Your wife, — as you call her, — js a very incorrigible young 
person,” he saic^ “ The sooner she returns to her companions, 
the fisHbr-folk on The Islands, the better ! From her looks I 
imaginffd^she might have sense ; but I fear that is lacking to 
her composition ! However, she is perfectly willing to con- , 
sider her marriage with you dissolved, if you desire it. I 
trust you will desire it ; — hiire, now, and at once, in my • 
presence and that of the Queen, y^ur mother; — and thus a, 
very unpleasant and unfortunate incident in your career will ’ 
be satisfactorily closed I ” 

Prince Hujaphry smiled. ^ 

“ Dissolve the heavens and its stars into a cup of wine, and 
drink them all down at one gulp!” he said; “And then,' 
perhaps^tyou may dissolve my marriage with this lady! If 
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you consider it illegal, put the question to the Courts of Law ; 
—to the Pope, who most strenuously supports the sanctity of 
the marriage-tie ; — ask all who know anything of the sacrament, 
whether, when two peoj)lc love each other, and are boun^ by 
holy matrimony to be *is one, and are mutually resolvefl to so 
remain, any earthly po^\cr can part them! ‘Those whom 
God hath joined together, let no* man put asunder.* Is that 
mere lip mockery, or is it a holy bond ? ** ^ 

The King gave an impatient gesture. 

“1'hcre is no use in Srgument,** he said, “vhen argument 
has to be carried on with such children as yourselves. What 
cannot be done by persuasion, mvst be done by force. I 
wished to act kindly and reasonably by both of you — and J 
had hoped better things from this interview, — but as^matters 
have turned out, it may as well be concluded.** 

'‘Wait!** said Gloria, disjngaging herself gently from her 
husband*s embrace ; “ I haV\i something to say which ought to 
meet your wishes, even though it may not be all you desire. 
I will not promise to give up my husband ; — I will not promise 
never to see him, and never to wiitc to him — but I will swear 
to you one thing that should completely put yStXr fears and 
doubts of me at rest !** 

Both the^ King and Qu(‘(*n looked at her wondcringly ; — a 
brighter, more delicate b^uty seemed to invest her, — she 
stood very proudly upright, her small head jifted, — her rich 
hair glistening in the soft sunshine that streamed in subdued 
tints through the high stained-glass windows of the roefln,— her 
figure, slight and tall, was like that of the goddess dreamt of 
by Endymion. 

“ You are so unhappy alreadj^,** she continued, turning to 
the Queen ; “You have lost so much, and you need so much^ 
that I should be so^y to add to your burden of grief ! If I 
thought I could make you glad,— if 1 thought 1 could make 
you see the world through my eyes, with all the patient, loving 
human hearts aboui you, Avaiting for the sympauiy you never 
give ; I would come to you often, and try to find the warm 
pulse of you somewhere under all tliat splendour v^ich you 
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clothe yourself in, and which is as valueless to me as the dust 
on the common road ! And if I could show yon^^ and here 
she fixed her steadfast glance upon the King, — “where you 
might win ‘friends instead of .losing them, — if I could persuade 
you to look and see where the fires of Revolution are beginning 
to smoulder and kindle under your very Thione, — if I could 
bear messages from you of c 4 >mpassion and tenderness to all 
the disaffected and disloyal, I would ask you on my knees to 
let me be your daiighter in affection, as I am by marriage ; 
and' I would unveil to you the secrels of your own kingdom, 
which is slowly but steadily rising against you ! Lut you judge 
me wrongly — you estimate me falsely, — and where I might 
have given aid, your own ^misconception of me makes me 
useless! You consider me Ibw-bcun and a mere peasant! 
How cai5 you be sure of that ? — for truly > do not know who 
I am, or where I came from, hor aught I can tell, the storm 
was my father, and the sea my mother, — but my parents may 
as easily have been Royal 1 You judge me half-educated, — 
and wholly unworthy to be your son’s wife. Will the ladies 
of your Court compete with me in learning? I am ready! 
What I hea** of their attainments ha^ not as yet commanded 
my respect or admiration, — and you yourself as King, do 
nothing to show that you care for either art or learning ! I 
wonder, indeed, that you should even pause to consWer whether 
your son’s wife is educated or not ’ ^ 

Absolutely silent, the King kept f^is eyes upon her. He was ' 
experiencing a novel sensation which \ras altogether delightful to 
him, and more instructive than any es ay or sermon. He, the 
ostensible ruler of the country, was face to face with a woman 
who had no fear of him,— no awe for his position, — no respect 
for his rank, but who simply spoke to him as though he bad 
been any ordinary person. He saw rf scart:ely perceptible smile 
on his son’s hand?>ome features, — he saw that Von Glauben’s^ 
eyes twinkled, despite his carefully preserved seriousness of 
meanour, an(f he realised the almost absurd powerlessness of 
his authority in such an embarrassing position. The assump^v 
tion of mule contempt, such as was vaguely expressed by 
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Queen, appeared to him to be the best policy;— he therefore 
adopted that attitude, without however producing the least 
f visible effect. Gloria’s face, softly flushed with suppressed 
emotion, looked earnest and impassioned, but neither abashed 
nor afraid. ' r 

“ I have read many histories of kings,” she continued slowly ; 
“Of their treacheries and emeries; of their neglect of their 
people ! Seldom have they been truly great ! The few who 
(, are reported as wise, lived and reigned so teany ages ago, that 
we cannof tell whether their virtues were indeed as admirable 
as described, — or whether their vices were not condoned by a 
too'partial historian. A Throne has no attraction for me! 
The only sorrow I have ever known in my life, is the dis- 
covery that the man I love ‘best in the world is a king’s 
son! Would to* God were poor and unrenowhed as I 

thought him to be, when I married him ! — for* so we should 
^always have been happy. «13ut now I have to think for him as 
well as for myself ; — his position is as hard as mine, — and we 
accept our fate as a trial of our love. Love cannot be forced, 
— it must root itself, and grow where it will. It has made us 
two as one; — one in thought, — one in hope,— ^ne in faith! 
No earthly power can part us. You would marry him to 
another woman, and force him to commit a great sin ‘for the 
good of the country ’ ? I tell you, if you do that, — if any king 
or prince does that, — Goci’s curse will surely fall upon the 
Throne, and all that do ftiherit it ! ” * * 

She did not raise her voice, — she spoke in lown thrilling 
accents, without excitement, but with measured force and calm. 
Then she beckoned the Crown Prince to her side. He 
instantly obeyed her gesture. Taking him by the hand, she 
advanced a little, and with him confronted both the King and 
Queen. • • 

^^^ar me, your Majesties both 1 ” she "said in clear, firm 
acc^ts; “And when you have heard, be satisfied as to ‘the 
good of the country,’ and let me depart to mf own home in 
peace, away from all your crushing and miserable conventions. 
H take your son by the hand, and even as I swore my faith to 
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him at the marriage altar, so I swear to you that he is free , 
to follow his own inclination ; — his law is mine, — his will my 
pleasure, — and in everything I shall obey him, save in this one > 
decree, which I make for myself in your Majesties* sovereign t; 
presentfb, — that never, so help me God, will I claim or share 
my husband*s rank as Crown Prince, or set foot within this'4 
Palace, which is his home, again, till a greater voice than that ,|; 
of any king, — the ^voice of the Nation itself, calls upon me to % 
do so ! ** , . 

Ifhis proud declaration was entir^y unexpected ; and both j 
the King and Queen regarded the beautiful speaker in undis- / 
guised amazement. She, igently dropping the Prince’s hand,v' 
met their eyes with a wislfuV pathos in her own. 

“ WilHhat satisfy you ? ” she asked, a slight tremor shaking % 
her voice as she put the question. 

The King at once advanced, and now spoke frankly, andr 
without any ceremony. • 

“Assuredly! You are a brave girl! True to your love,“; 
and true to the country at one and the same time ! But while I 
I accept your vow, let me warn you not to indulge in any “ 
lurking hope or feeling that the Nation will ever recognise your^^ 
marriage. Your own willingly-taken oath at this moment'| 
practically makes it null and void, so far as the State is con-| 
cerned but perhaps it strengthen^ it as a bond of — youthfuljS 
passion!” , ^ 

An djjen admiration flashed in his bold fine eyes as he,^ 
spoke,— ppd Gloria grew pale. With an involuntary movement^ 
she turned towards the Queen. 

“ You Madam — you Ah ! No, — not you ! — you are| 

cruel 1 — you have not a woman’s heart ! My love — my'| 
husjjand ! ” ^ ^ 

The Prince was at once beside her, and she clung to himl 
trembling. 

“ Take me^ away ! ” she whispered ; “ Take me away altb^l 
gether — this place stifles me ! ” ^ 

He caught her Jn his strong young arms, and was about t<i'| 
door^ ^hep she suddenly appear^ to remembe|| 
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something, and releasing herself from his clasp, put him away 
: from her with a faint smile. 

“No, dearest! You must stay here; stay here and 

make your father and mother understand all that I ‘have said. 

' Tell them I mean to keep my vow. You know how thoroughly 
I mean it I The Professor will take me home I ” 

Then the Queen moved, and«came towards her with her 
usual slow noiseless grace. 

, “ Let n^e thank you ! ’’ she said, with an air of gracious 

. condescension ; “ You a?e a very good girl, and I am sure^ou 
will keep your word ! You are so beautiful that you are bound 
to do well ; and I hope your futurejife will be a happy one I ” 

“ I hope so, Madam 1 ” replied Gloria slowly ; “ I think it 
will! If it is not happier tfian yours, I shall indeed be 
unfortunate ! ” * 

I’he Queen drew back, offended ; but the ICing, who had 
been whispering aside to N on Glauben, now approached and 
said kindly. 

“ You must not go away, my child, without some token of 
our regard. Wear this for Our sake ! ” 

He offered her a chain of gold bearing \ simple yet 
exquisitely designed pendant of choice pearl:. Her face 
crimsoned, and she pushed it disdainfully aside. 

“ Keep it, Sir, for thosj whose love and faith can be pur- 
chased with jewelled toys 1 Mine cannot 1 You mean kindly 
no doubt, — but a gift from you is an offence, not aiv honour ! 
. Fare-you-well 1 ” ® 

Another moment and she vras gene. Von Glauben, at a 
sign from the King, hastily followed her. Prince Humphry, 
who had remained almost entirfly mute during the scene, now 
stood with folded arms opposite his Royal parents, still silent 
and rigid. The King watched him for a minute or two--^then 
, laid a hand gently on his arm, * ^ 

“We do not blame you over-much, Humphry!” he said; 
V “She is a beautiful creature, and more intelligent than I had 
ima^med. Moreover she has great calmness, as well as 
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Still the Prince said nothing. 

“You are satisfied. Madam, I presume?” went on the King 
addressing his Consort ; — “ The girl could hardly make a more 
earnest vow of abnegation than she has done. And when 
Humphry has travelled for a year and seen other lands, other 
manners, and other faces, we may look upon this boyish ^ 
incident in his career as fifially closed. I think both you 
and I can rest ass,ured that there will be no further cause 
for pxiety ? ” , 

He put the question carelessly. The Queen bent her head 
in acquiescence, but her eyes were fixed upon her son, who 
still said nothing. • 

“ We have not received any^ promise from Humphry him- 
self,” sh^ said; “Apparently he is not disposed to take a. 
similar oath 0 / loyalty ! ” 

“ Truly, Madam, you judge me rightly for once ! ” said the 
Prince, quietly ; “lam certainly nRt disposed to do anything 
but to be master of my own thoughts and actions.” 

“Remain so, Humphry, by all means!” said the King 
indulgently. /‘The present circumstances being so far favour- 
able, we exact nothing more from you. Love will be love^ and 
passion must have its way with boys of your age. I impose no 
further restriction upon you. The girFs own word is to mej 
sufficiert bond for the preservation pf your high position. All 
young men hav^ their little secret^ love-affairs ; we shall not 
blame you for yours now, seeing, as v^e do, the satisfactory end 
of it in "sight! But I fear we are detaining you!” This*^ 
with elaborate politeness. “If you wish to follow your fairf 
inamorata^ the way is clear! You may retire!” 5* 

Without any haste, but with formal military stiffness the^ 
Prince saluted, — ^and turning slow|y oij his heel, left the; 
presence-chamber. ^ Alone, the King and his beautiful Queen-i 
Consort looked questioningly at one another. 

“What thiijfc you. Madam, of the heroine of this strange^; 
love-story?” he asked with a touch of bitterness in his voice;} 
“ Does it not strike you that even in this arid world of mudi' 
decjeptic^, there majr^be after all such a thing as innocmoe?-^; 
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. ;^Such a treasure as true and trusting love ? Were not the eyes 
, (;?of this girl Gloria, when lifted to your face, something like the 
; eyes of a child who has just said its prayers to God, — who 
fears nothing and loves all ? Yet I doubt whether you were 
moved ! * 

** Were you ? ” she asked indifferently, yet with a strange * 
fluttering at her heart, which •she could not herself com- 
, prehend. 

“ I was^ ” he answered. “ I confess it ! I was profoundly 
' touched to see a girl of such beauty and innocence confront 
“ us here, with no other shield against our formal and ridiculous 
conventionalities, save the pure stjength of her own love for 
j, Humphry, and her complete trust in him. It is easy to see 
V that her life hangs on his will ; it is not so much her with whom 
f'’ \^e have to deal, as with him. What he says, she will evidently 
obey. If he tells her he has ceased to love her, she \inll die quite 
■ uncomplainingly ; but so long as he does love her, she will 
, live, and expand in t»eauty and intelligence on that love alone; 
and you may be assured. Madam, that in that case, he will 
never wed another woman ! Nor could I possibly blame him, 
for he is bound to find all — or most women inferior to her 1 ” 

. She regarded him wonderingly. 

** Your admiration of her is keen, Sir ! ” she said, amazed to 
find herself somewhat irjitated. “Perhaps if she were not 
; morganatically your daugljter-in-law, you might be your son^s 
rival?” 

He turned upon her indignantly. ^ 

^ “ Madam, the days were, when you, as my wife, had it in 

your power to admit no rivals to the kingdom of your own 
beauty! Since then, I confesu, you have had many! But 
they have been worthies rivals all,— crazed with their own 
vanity and greed, and empty of truth and honour. A month 
or two before I came to the Throne, I was beginning to think 
that women were viler than vermin, — I had grown utterly 
weary of tlieir beauty,— weary— ay, sick to *death of their 
' alluring eyes, sensual lips, and too freely-offered caresses; the 
'^uncomely, hard-worked woman, earning bread forVher bajf- 
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starved children, seemed the only kind of feminine creature for 
which I could have any respect — but now — I am learning that 
there are good women who are fair to see, — women who have , 
hearts to love and suffer, and who are true — ay — true as the 
sun in heaven to the one man they worship ! ” 

“ A man who is generally quite unworthy of them ! ” said the 
Queen with a chill laugh Your eloquence, Sir, is very 
touching, and no doubt leads further than I care tb penetrate ! 
The girl Gloria is certainly beautiful, and no doubt very 
inniScent and true at present, — but when Humphry tires of 
her, as he surely will, for all men quickly tire of those that love 
them best, — she will no doubt sink into the ordinary ways 
of obtaining consolation. I know little concerning these 
amazingly good women you spe*ak of ; and nothing concerning 
good meR ! But I quite agree with you that* many women are 
to be admired* for their hard work. You see when once they 
do begin to work, men generally ♦keep them at it!” She 
gathered up her rich train on one arm, and prepared to leave 
the apartment. ‘‘ If you think,” she continued, “ as you now 
say, that Humphry will never change his present sentiments, 
and never mdrry any other woman, the girFs oath is a mere 
farce and of no avail I ” 

“ On the contrary, it is of much avail,” said the King, “ for 
she has sworn bef )re us both never to claim any ri^t to share 
in Humphry’s position, till the nation itself asks her to do so. 
Now as toe nation will never knovf of the marriage at all, the 
‘cair wiM not be forthcoming.” 

The Queen paused in the act of turning away. 

“ If you were to die,” she said ; “ Humphry would be 
King. And as King, he is cjuite capable of making Gloria 
- Queen 1 ” 

He looked at her very strangely. * * 

“ Madam, in the ‘event of my death, all things are possible ! ” 
^ he said \ “ A dying Sovereignty may give birth to a Republic 1 
The Queen Smiled. .V 

“ Well, it is the most popular form of government nowadays,^’ 
she respynd^d^ carelessly moving slowly towards the j^opr j 
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“And ijerhaps the most satisfactory. I hink if I weu: not a 
Queen, I should be a republiciin ! ” 

“And I, if I were not a King,'’ he n ponded, “should be 
a Socialist I Such are the strange contradictions .of hmnan 
' nature! Permit me!” He opened the door of the room for her 
to pass out, — and as she did so, she looked up full in his face. 

“Are you still interested in your new form of amusement?” 
she said; “And do you still expose yourself to danger and 
death?” 

He bowfd assent. , • 

“Still am I a fool in a new course of folly, Madam !” he 
answered with a smile, and a half-sigh. “.So many of my 
brother monaichs are wadded round like peaches in wool, with 
precautions for their safety, Icsfc tficy bruise at a touch, that i 
assiue you I tike the chances of danger and death as exhilarat- 
ing sport, compared with their guarded condition. • But it is very 
good of you to assume such g. gracious solicitude for my safety ! '* 
“Assume?” she said. Her voice had a slight tremor in it, 
—her eyes looked soft and suffused with something hke tears. 
Then, with her usual stately grace, she saluted him, and 
Hipsscd out • 

^ Struck at the unwonted expression in her face, he stood for 
fa moment amazed. Then he gave vent to a low bitter laugh. 
“How arrange it would be if she should love me now!” 

he murmured. “But — s-after all these years too late! 

Too late ! ” • • 

lhat night before the King letircd to rest, Piofi^gsor von 
Glauben reported himself and his duty lo his Majtsty i-. the 
privacy of his own apartments. He had, he stated, accom- 
.panied Gloria back to her home in The Islands; and, he 
added somewhat hesitatingly, tlfe Crown Prince had returned 
with her, and had there i«maincd. He, the Professor, had left 
them together, being commanded by the Piince so to do. 

King received this information with perfect eiiuanimity. 

for the preient,” he said. 
His passion wd! soon exhaust itself. AU passion exhausts 
itself sooner or — ^later ! ” 
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‘'rtiat depends very much on the depth or shallowness of 
i*s source, Sir,^' replied the Professor. 

“ True ! But a boy ! — a mere infant in experience ! What 
can he kngw of the depths in the heart and soul ! Now a man, 
of my a^e ” ' ^ ^ 

He broke off abruptly, seeing Von Glauben^s eyes fixed, 
steadfastly upon him, and thf colour deepened in his cheek. 
Then he gave a slight laugh, 

“ I tell you, Von Glauben, this little love-affair — this absurd 
toyTsnarriage is not worth thinking ^bout HumjJhry leaves 
the country at the end of this month, — he will remain absent 
a year, —and at the expiration of that time we shall marry him 
in good earnest to a royally-born bride. Meanwhile, let us 
not trouble ourselves about this sentimental episode, which is 
so rapidly drawing to its close.” • 

The Professor bowed respectfully and retired. But not to 
sleep. He had a glownng picture before his eyes, — a picture 
he could not forget, of the Crown Prince and Gloria standing 
with arms entwined about each other under the rose-covere^d 
porch of Ronsard^s cottage saying ‘Good- night ^ to him,, 
while Ronsarck himself, his tranquillity completely restored, and 
his former fears at rest, warmly shook his hand, and with ^ 
curious mingling of pride and deference thanked him for all 
his friendshin — ‘ all his goodness ! ’ • * 

' “And no goodness at all is nfine,” said the meditative 
Professor^ “save* that of being as •honest as I can to both 
sides! l^t there is some change in the situation which X 
do not quhe understand. There is some new plan on foot 
I would swear! The Prince was too triumphant — Gloria too 
happy — Ronsard too satisfied ! There is something in the 
wind 1 — but I cannot make outVhat it is ! ” . ;! 

He pondered uneasily for a part t)f the night, reflecting 
that when he had returned from The Islands in the King’s 
yacht, he had met the Prince’s own private vessel on her wa^, 
■thither, gliding over the waves, a mere ghostly bunch of whifi^ 
sails in the glimmering moon. He had concluded that it was 
under orders to embark* the Prince for home agaih in the 
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morning; and yet, though this was A perfectly natural and 

V , probable surmise, he had been unable tp rid himself altogether 

V of a doubtful presentiment, to which he could give no name. 
“ By degrees, he fell into an uneasy slumber, in which he had 
“ many uncompleted dreams, — one of which was that h^. found 

himself all alone on the wide ocean which stretched for 
thousands of miles beyond Th^ Islands, — alone in a small 
boat, endeavouring to row it towards the grea" Southern 
Continent that lay afar off in the invisible distance, — where 
few but the n}ost adventjirous travellers ever cared to warxier. 
And as he palled with weak, inefijectual oars against the 
mighty weight of the rolling billows, he thought hei heard 
the words of an old Irish song winch he remembered having 
listened to, when as quite a yrtung man Jrc had paid his first 
and last visit to tlie misty and romantic shores of Britain. 


“ Come o’er the sea, 

CusMti ituT chreeJ — 

Mine through sunshine, storm and snows !— 
Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul, 

Burns the same ^herevei it goes ; • 

Let fate frown on, so we love and part not, 

Tis life where thou art, >tis death where thou art not 1 
m Then come oer the sea, 

Cuskla nim chree ! 

Mine wherever th^ wild wind blows ! ” 


Then waking with a violent start, he wondered wfiat set of 
, brain-cells had been stirred to reproduce rhymes that he had 

fo«-gotten. And still musing, he 
almost mechanically went on with the wild ditty. * 


'‘W,^ not the sea 
Made for the free, • 

Land for Courts and chains alone 1- - 
Here we are slaves, 

But on the waves, 

Love and liberty are our* own I” 
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“'this will never do t” he exclaimed, leaping from his bed ; 

“ I am becoming a mere driveller with advancing age ! 

He went to the window and looked out. It was about six 
o’clock in the morning, — the sun was shining brightly into 
his roo^. Before him lay the sea, calm as a lake, and clear- ' 
sparkling as a diamond; — ^not a boat was in sight; — not 
single white sail on the distant horizon. And in the freshness 1 
and stillness of the breaking day, the w'orld loolied but just 
newly created. 

“How we fret and fume in oui^ little span of life!” he 
murmuied. “ A few yeafs hence, and for us all the troubles 
which we make for ourselves will be ended 1 But the sun and 
the sea will shine on just flie same — and Love, the supremest 
power on earth, will still go\em mankind, when thrones and 
kings and empires aie no more ! ” • 

His thoughts were destined to bear quick fruition. The 
morning deepened into noon — apd at that hour a sealed * 
dispatch brought by a sailor, who gave no name and who 
departed as soon as he had delivered his packet, was handed 
to the King. It wras from the Crown Prince, and ran briefly 
thus : — • < 

“At your command, Sir, and by my own desire, I have 
left the country over w^hich you hold your sovereigiPdominion, 
Whither I travel, and how, is my bwn affair. I shall return 
no morttjill the •Nation demands my service^ — whereof I shall 
doubtles^ hear should such a contingency ever arise. I leave 
you to deal with the situation as seems best to your good 
pleasure and that of the Government, — but the life God has ; 
given me can only be lived once, and to Him alone am I • 
responsible for it. I am resdlvcd therefore to live it to my ^ 
own liking, — in honesty, faith and freeddm. In accordance 
with this determination, Gloria, my wife, as in her sworn 
marriage-duty bound, goes with me.” 

• 

For one moment the King stood transfixed and astouiified j ’ 
a cloud of anger darkened his brows. Crumpling up the ^ 
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document in his hand, he was about to fling it from* him 
in a fury. What ! This mere boy and girl had baffled the 
authority of a king ! Anon, his anger cooled — his countenance 
V cleared. Smoothing the paper out he read its contents again, 
; — then smiled. ; 

“Well ! Humphry has something of me in him after all !” 
he said. “ He is not entirely his^mother ! He has a heart, — 
a will, and a conscience, — all three generally lacking to sons 
of kings ! Let me be honest with myself I If he had given 
' way to mej* I should hav^ despised him ! — but for Love’s .^ike 
he has opposed me ; and by my soul ! — I respect him ! ” 



chapt;er XXIII 


THE KINg\ defender 

• • 

R umour, wc are told, has a million tongues, and they 
•were soon all at \^ork, wagging out the news of the 
Crown Prince’s mysterious ,de^)arture. Each tongue told a 
different story, and none of the stories tallied. No informa- 
tion was *to be obtained at Court. There nothing was said, 
but that the Prince, disliking the formal ceremony of a public 
departure, had privately set sail in ^is own yacht for his pro- 
jected tour round the world. Nobody believed this ; and the 
general impression soon gained ground that the young man 
had fallen into disgrace with his Royal parents, and had been 
sent away for a time till he should recognise the enormitj^ of 
his youthful indiscretions. 

“ Sent away you understand ! ” said the Socie^ gossips ; 

“ To a\oid further scandal * ” ^ 

The Prince’s younger brothers Rupert and Cyprian, were often 
plied with questions by their intimates, but knowing nothing, 
and truly earing less, they could give no explanation. Neither 
King nor (Jueen spoke a word on the subject ; and Sir Roger 
de Launay, astonished and perplexed beyond measure as he 
was at this turn in affairs, darct^not put any questions even to 
his friend Professor von Glauben who, as soon as the news of 
the Prince’s departure was known, rcsofutely declined to speak, 
so he said, * on whit did not concern him.’ Gradually, how- 
ever, this excitement partially subsided to give place to other 
forms of social ^commotion, which beginning in trifles, swiftly 
expanded to larger and n^ore serious development. The first 
of these the sudden rise of a newspaper which had for 
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f t^y gr^t# difficult ^ opposition 

the, ih^y ‘ jotir^S' governed by David Jost ,^t happened 
this m^ner/ ,' Several leading articles written in favour 
''{b{''a Jesuit settlement in the country, had appeared in 
; Jost^s largest and most widely circulated newspaper, and the 
’last of these ‘leaders,* had concluded with the assertion that 
iij.though his Majesty, the King, had at first refused the portion 
^of Crown lands needed by the Society for building, he had now 
‘graciously* re-considcred the situation, and had been pleased 
to revoke his previous' decision. Whereat, the very fiext 
morning the rival ‘ daily * had leaped into prominence by 
merely two headlines : ^ 


THE JESUIT SETTLEMENT 
STATEMENT BY HIS MAJESTY THE KING. 


And there, plainly set forrti, was the Royal and authoritative 
refusal to grant the lands required, ‘Because of the earnest 
petition of our loving subjects against the said grant,* — and till 
L* our loving subjects* * objections were removed, the lands would 
fce Withheld. This public announcement signed by the King 
pn person, created the most extraordinary sensation throughout 
the whol^country. It was the one topic at every social meet- 
ing; it was the one si^ject of every sermon. Preachers 
stormed and harangued in every pulpit, and Monsignor Del 
Fortis, lifting up his harsh raucous voice in the -Cathedral 
itself, addressed an enormous congregation one Sunday morn- 
ing on the matter, and denounced the King, the *Qtieen, and 
the mysteriously-departed Crown Prince in the most orthodox 
Christian manner, commending them to the flames of hell, and 
the mercy of a lovjng God at one and the same moment. 

Meanwhile, the newspaper that had been permitted to pub- 
lish the King’s statement got its circulation up by tens of 
thousands, the more so as certain brilliant and fiery articles on 
the political situation began to appear thereiR signed by one 
Pasiquin Leroy, u stranger to the reading public, but in whom 
spirit of a modern ‘Junius* appeared to ha;ve.entered for 
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the purpose of warning,, threatening and commanding. A 
scathing and audacious attack upon Carl Pdrousse, Secretary 
of State, in which the small darts of satire flew further than 
the sharpest arrows of assertion, was among the first of these, 
and P^ousse himself, maddened like a bull at die first prick 
of the toreador, by the stinging truths the water uttered, or 
rather suggested, lost no timt in summoning General Bernhoff 
to a second interview. 

“ Did I not tell you,” he said, pointing to the ^gnaturc at 
the end of the offending article, “to^‘ shadow* that man, and 
arrest him as a common s[jy ? ’* 

Beriilioff bowed siifll}. • 

“You did! But it is ckfficmlt to arrest one who is not 
capable pf being arrested. 1 niu>t be provided first with proofs 
of his guilt ; i^nd 1 must also obtain the King’s order.” / 

“Proofs should be easy enough for you to obtain,” said 
Pdrousse fiercely ; “And the Kinifwill sign any warrant he is 
told. At least, you can suiely find this rascal out? — wherb he 
lives, and wiiat are his means of subsistence?” j 

“If he wejre here, I could,” responded Bernhoff calmly; 
“ I have made all the necessary preliminary enquiriea The 
man is a gentleman of considerable wealth. He writes for his 
own amusement and— fiom a distance. I advise — ” and 

here the General held up an obslyiate -looking fin^T of warn- 
ing; “I ad\ise you, I say, to let him alone! I can find no 
proof w fiat ever that he is a spy.” 

“ProtJfj I can give you enough — ” began Peroussc hotly, 
then paused in confusion. For what could he truly say ? If 
he toid the Chief of Police that this Pasquin Leroy was 
believed to have counterfeited the Prime Minister’s signet, in 
order to obtain an interview with D.ivid^ Jo^t, why then the 
Chief of Police would be informed once and for all that the 
Prime Minister was in confidential communication with the 
Jew-proprietoj of a stock-jobbing newspaper ! And that would 
never do! It would, at the least, be impolitic. Inwardly 
chafing with annoyanc^ he assumed an outward air of con^ 
scientiouB gravity. 
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tc You will regret it, General, I think, if you do not follow 
,/^wt my suggestions respecting this man,” he said coldly; 
: is writing for the Press in a strain which is plainly 

directed against the Government Of course we ‘statesmen 
J pay little or no heed to modern journalism, but King, 
having taken the unusual, and as I consider it,* unwise step 
of proclaiming certain of his intentions in a newspaper which 
was, until his patronage, obscure and unsuccessful, the public 
attention ^as been suddenly turned towards this particular 
journal; and what is wfitten therein may possibly influence 
the masses as it would not have done a few weeks ago.” 

I quite believe that ! ” said Bernhoff tersely ; “ But I 
' cannot arrest a man for writing claver things. Literary talent 
vis no proof of dishonesty.” ^ 

^ P^rousse looked at him sharply. But there was no satire in 
^ B^nhoffs fixed and glassy eye, and no expression whatever in 
his woodenly-composed coutitenance. 

“We entertain different opinions on the matter, it is 
evideijit ! ” he said ; “You will at least grant that if he cannot 
be arrested, he can be carefully watched ? ” 

“Ha is carefully watched !” replied Bernhoff; “That is to 
say, as ftr as / can watch him ! ” 

“ GooAr^ and Perousse smiled, somewhat relieved. “ Then 

on the firslT suspicion of a tjeasonable act ” 

“I shalji arrest him — in the King^s name, ^ when the King 
signs the wjqrrant,” said BernhofiT ; “ But he is one of Sergius 
Thord’s followi^s, and at the present juncture it^lhight be 
unwise to touch any member of that particularly inflammable 
.body.” 

Perousse frowned. • 

“ Sergius Thord ought to have been hanged or shot years 
ago ” • 

“Then whj/ did not you hang or shoot him?” enquired 
, Bernhoff. I 

“ I was n®t in office.” 

, , “Why dd you not hang or shoot him now?” 


^ ^ Because 
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“Becau|e,” interrupted Bernhoff, again lifting his grim 
warning finger ; “ If you did, the city would be in a tumult 
and more than half the soldiery would be on the side of the 
mob ! By way of warning, M. P^rousse, I may as well tell - 
you frankly, on the authority of my position as Head of the r 
Police, that the Government are on the edge of a dangerous 
situation ! ” # " 

Pdrousse looked contemptuous. 

“Every Government in the world is on the edge of a 
dSngerous situation nowadays ! ” Ite retorted ; — ^ “ But any 
Government that yields to the mob proves itself a mere 
ministry of cowardice.” ^ 

“Yet the mob often win^, — not only by excess of numbers, 
but by sheer force of — honesty** ” — said Bernhoff sententiously ; 
“It has been known to sweep away, anfl rc-make political 
constitutions* before now.” 

“It has,” — agreed P^rousse,* drawing pens and paper^ 
towards him, and feigning to be busily occupied in the 
commencement of a letter — “ But it will not indulge itself in 
such amusements during ;;/y time ! ” 

“ Ah ! I wonder how long your time wdll last I ” muttered 
Bernhoff to himself as he withdrew — “ Six months or six days ? 

' I would not bet on the longer period ! ” 

In good truth there was considerable reason for itie General's ! . 
dubious outlook on affairs. A political storm was brewing- f 
A hea'\^ tidal wave of discontent*was sweeping the masses of* 
the pedgle stormily against the rocks of existing authority,/ 
and loud and bitter and incessant were the complaints on ^1 j 
sides against the increased taxation levied upon every rate-;,: 
payer. Fiercest of all was Jhe clamour made by the poor a^ 
the increasing price of bread, the chief necessity of life; for^;^ 
the imposition of a heavy duty updn wlieat and other cereals 1 
had made the colnmon loaf of the peasant's daily fare almost | 
an article of luxury. Stormy meetings were held in every 
quarter of tfie city, — protests were drawm up and signed by/, 
thousands, — endless netitions were handed to the King, — ; 
but , no, practical result came from these. His Majesty wajS,- 
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‘graciously pleased* to seem blind, deaf and, wholly in- 
different to the agitated condition of lus subjects. Now and 
then a Government orator would mount the political rostrum 
^^ and talk * patriotism ’ for an hour or so, to a moire or less 
I sullen audience, informing them with much higlf- flown ; 
^eloquence that, by responding to the Governmental demands 
iand supporting the Governmental measures, they were 
[^Strengthening the resources of the country and completing 
;.the efficiency of both Army and Navy; but somehow, his 
::hydraulic efforts at rousmg the popular enthusiasm faileefof 
effect. Whereas, whenever Sergius I'hord spoke, thousands 
of throats roared acclamation, — an(J the very sight of Lotys 
passing quietly down the poorer thoroughfares of the city was 
sufficient to bring out groups ' of men and women to their 
doors, waving thefr hands to her, sending her wild kisses, — 
and almost kneeling before her in an ecstasy of trust and 
''adoration. Thord himself •perceived that the situation was 
rapidly reaching a climax, and quietly prepared himself to 
meet and cope with it. Two of the monthly business meet- 
ings of the Revolutionary Committee had been held since that 
on which Pasquin Leroy and his two friends had been 
enrolled as members of the Brotherhood, and at the last of 
these, Thord took Leroy into his full confidence, and gave 
him all th^ secret clues of the Revolutionary organisation 
which honeycombed the metropolis from enji to end. He 
had trusted the man in mkny ways and found him 'nonest. 
One trifling proof of this was perhaps the main i;ffason of 
^ Thord*s further reliance upon him ; he had fulfilled his half- 
suggested promise to bring the sunshine of prosperity into the 
, hard-working, and more or less sqfdid life of the little dancing- 
girl, Pequita. She had been sent for one morning by the 
manager of the RoyaPOpdfa, who having seen the ease, grace, 
and dexterity of her performance, forthwith* engaged her for 
the entire season at a salary which when named to the amazed 
t^ild, seemed like a veritable shower of gold tumbling by rare 
. chance out of the lap of Dame Fortuny, The manager was a 
■ .curt, cold business man, and she was afraid a^k any 
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4 uestions, for when the words — “I am sure a kind friend has 
spoken to you of me — ” came timidly from her lips, he had 
shut up her confidence at once by the brief answer — 

“No. You are mistaken. We accept no personal recom 7 j‘| 
mendations. We only employ proved talent 1 ” ’ ^ 

All the same Pequita felt sure that she owed the suddc;-\ 
lifting of her own and her^father’s daily burden of life, to:^ 
the unforgetting care and intercession of Leroy. Lotys was ; 
equally convinced of the same, and both she aijd Sergius.. 
ThSrd highly appreciated their new associate's unobtrusive way^ 
of doing good, as it were, by stealth. Pequita^s exquisite grace 
and agriity had made her sQ: once the fashion ; the Opera was 
crowded nightly to see ihq ‘ wonderful child-dancer ’ ; and 
valuable gifts and costly jewels were showered upon her, all of 
which she brought to Lotys, who advised heir how to dispose 
of them best, and put by the money for the comfort and care 
of her father in the event of sickntss, or the advance of age. 
Flattered and petted by the great world as she now was, 
Pequita never lost her head in the whirl of gay splendour, 
but remained the same child-like, loving little creature, — her 
one idol her father, — her only confidante, Lotys, whose gentle , 
admonitions and constant watchfulness saved her from many a 
dangerous pitfall. As yet, she had not attained the wish she ^ 
had expressed, to dance before the^ King, — but she was told 
that at any time Jiis Majesty might visit the Opera, and that 
steps woflld be taken to induce him to do so for the special 
purpose (5^ witnessing her performance. So with this half- , 
promise she was fain to be content, and to bear with the 
laughing taunts of her ‘Revolutionary' friends, who constantly ' 
teased her and called her ‘li4le traitor' because she sought' 
the Royal favour. ^ 

Another event, which was correttTy or incorrectly traced^; 
to Leroy's silently working influence, was the sudden meteoric 
blaze of Paul Zouche into fame. How it happened, no one. 
knew; — and why it happened was still more of a mystery, 
because by all its own ^nets and traditions the social world ^ 
ought to bave set itself dead against the ‘Psalm of Reyolu*^ 
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tion/ — the title of the book of poems- which created such 
an amazing stir. But somehow, it got whispered about that 
the King had attempted to 'patronise' the poet, and that 
Jthe poet had very indignantly resented the offered Royal 
^condescension. Whereat, by degrees, there arose im Society 
circles a murmur of wonder at the poet's 'pluck,' wonder 
that deepened into admiration^ with incessant demand for 
his book, — and admiration soon expanded, with the aid of 
;the book^ into a complete ‘craze.’ Zouche’s name was on 
^ffevery lip; invitations to great houses reached him Aery 
week;— -his poems began to sell by thousands; yet with all » 
this, the obstinacy of his erratif nature asserted itself as 
usual, undiminished, and Zouch^ withdrew from the shower 
of praise like a snail into its shell, — answered none of the 
flattering requests for ‘the pleasure of his company,' and 
handed whatever money he made by his poems over to the 
funds of the Revolulionftry Committee, only accepting as 
much out of it as would pay for his clothes, food, lodging, 
and — drink ! But the more he turned his back on Fame, 
the more hotly it pursued him; — his very churlishness was 
talked about as something remarkable and admirable, — and 
when it was suggested that he was fonder of strong liquor 
than was altogether seemly, people smiled and nodded at 
-each other pleasantly, tapped their foreheads meaningly and 
murmured : ‘ Genius ! Genius ! ' as though that were a quality 
allied of divine necessity to alcoholism. • 

These two things, — the advent of a new dancer at the 
Opera, and the fame of Paul Zouche, were the chief topics 
of ‘ Society ' outside its owm tawdry personal concerns ; but 
under all the light froth and^pume of the pleasure-seeking, 
pleasure-loving whirl of fashion, a fierce tempest was rising, and 
the first whistlings of th% wind of revolt were already beginning 
to pierce through the keyholes and craflnies of the stately 
building allotted to the business of Government ; — so much so 
indeed that one terrible night, all unexpectedTy, a huge mob, 
some twenty thousand strong, surrounded it, armed with every 
conceivable weapon from muskets to pickaxes, a^ shouted 
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iMth horrid din for ‘Bread and Justice these being con- 
sidered co-equal in the bewildered mind of the excited 
multitude. Likewise did they scream with protrusive energy , 

* Give us back our lost Trades ! ^ being fully aware, despite^ 
their delirium, that these said ‘lost Trades’ were being soliS 
off into ‘Trusts,* wherein Ministers themselves held con- 
siderable shares. A two-sid^d clamour was also made for .^ 

* The King ! The King ! * one side appealing, the other 

menacing, — the latter under the belief that his Majesty * 
equSly had ‘shares* in the bartered *Trades, — the former in 
the hope that the country’s Honour might still be saved with 
the help of their visible He^d. * 

Much difficulty was experienced in clearing this surging ' 
throng of indignant humanity, Tor though the soldiery were ' 
called ouf to effect the work, they were more Than half-hearted 
in their business, having considerable grievances of their own 
to avenge, — and when ordered to •fire on the people, flatly 
refused to do so. Two persons however succeeded at last in 
calming and quelling the tumult. One w^as Sergius Thord, — 
the other Lotys. Carl P^Tousse, seized with an access of ‘ nerves* ^ 
within the cusTiioned luxury of his own private room in the 
recesses of the Government buildings, from which he had 
watched the demonstration, peered from one of the windows, 
and saw one half of the huge mob melt swiftly a\fay under 
the command of a tall, majestic-looking creature, whose massive 
form and leonine head appeared A^ax-like above the throng; 
and he watched the other half turn round in brisk order, like ' 
a well-drilled army, and march off, singing loudly and lustily, 
headed by a woman carried shoulder-high before them, whose : 
white robes gleamed like a flgg of truce in the glare of the.,- 
torches blazing around her; — and to his utter amazement^.J 
fear and disgust, he heard the ve^ soldiers shouting hei [ 
name : “ Lotys ! Eotys ! ” with ever-increasing and thunderous, 
plaudits of admiration and homage. Often and often had 
he heard that* name, — often and often had he dismissed itil 
from his thoughts with light masculine contempt. Often, top, , , 
had it ccjpe to the eSiM of his colleague the Premier, wh<\ .? 
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: as has been shown, even in intimate converse with his own 
private secretary, feigned complete ignorance of it. But 
,it is well understood that politicians generally, and diplom- 
atists always, assume to have no knowledge whatever con- 
cerning those persons, of whom they are most afraid. Yet 
^ just now it was unpleasantly possible that ‘ the stone which 
the builders rejected’ might « indirectly be the means of 
I crushing the Ministry, and reorganising the affairs of the 
- country. His meditations on this occasion were interrupted 
nby a touch on the sheulder from behind, and, lookings up, 
he saw the Marquis de Lutcra. » 

“Almost a riot!” he said, forcing a pale smile,- — “But 
not quite ! ” 

“ Say, rather, almost a revolution ! ” retorted the Marquis 
brusquely; — “Jesting is out of place. We are on the 
; brink of a very serious disaster ! The people are roused. 

\ To-night they threatened *to burn down these buildings over 
our heads, — to sack and destroy the King’s palace. I’he 
Socialist leader, Thord, alone saved the situation.” 

“With the aid of his mistress?” suggested P^rousse with 
{ a sneer. 

You mean the woman they call Lotys ? lam not aware 
J that she is his mistress. I should rather doubt it. The 
' people \fbuld not make such a saint of her if she were. 
At any rate, whatever else she may be, she is certainly 
dangerous; — and in a cdhntry less free than ours would be 
: placed under arrest. I must confess I never believed in her 
vogue' with the masses, until to-night.” * 

P^rousse was silent. The great square in front of the 
Government buildings was now deserted, — save for the 
police and soldiery on guar3; but away in the distance 
. could still be heard itint echoes of singing and cheering 
' from the broken-up sections of the crowd that had lately 

E ^'sturbed the peace. 

“Have you seen the King lately?” erftjuired Lutera 
esently 
t "No.” 
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“By his absolute ‘veto’ against our propositions at the 
last Cabinet Council, the impending war which would have 
been so useful to us, has been quashed in embryo,” went on 
the Premier with a frown ; — “7’his of course you know ! And 
he has tfae right to exercise his veto if lie likes. But I scarcely 
expected you, after all you said, to take the matter so easily I” \ 

Perousse smiled, and shrugged his shoulders deprecatingly. 

“However,” continued the Marquis witlr latent contempt * 
in his tone , — “ I now quite understand your complacent atti- 
tude I You have simply turned yoiy: ‘Aimy Supplies Con- 
tract’ into a ‘Trust’ ( ombine with other nations, — so you 
will not lose, but rather g«nn by the tiansactiOn ! ” 

“I never intended to lose'” said Peioiisse calmly; “I am 
not troubled with scruples.* ^ne form of trade is as good 
as another. The prime objcel of life nowadays is to make 
money ! ” 

Lutcra looked at him, but said nothing. . 

“To amalgamate all the sUel industries into one inter- 
national Union, and get as many shares myself in the com- 
bine is not at all an unwise pioject,” went on Perousse, — 

“ For if our Country is not to light, other countries will ; — 
and they will require guns and sw^ords and all such accoutre- 
ments of wai. Why should we not satisfy the demand and 
pocket the cash?” • 

Still the Marquis looked at him ‘fteadily. 

“Are«you aware,”— he asked al last, “that Jost, *to save 
his ‘ Prcib ’ prestige, has turn^'d informer against you?” 

Pdrous^e sprang up, white with fury. 

“ By Heavt n, if he has dared ! ” 

“There is no ‘if’ in the case” — said Lutcra very coldly— 
“He has, as he himself sayst‘done his duty.’ You must be ; 
pretty well cognisant of what a Jcmi’s notions of ‘duty ’are! H 
They can be summed up in one scnten(*e : — ‘ to save his own • 
pocket.* Jost is diiven to fury and dcsjieration by the sudden 
success of tlift rival newspaper, which has been so prominently 
favoured by the King. The shares in his own journalistic 

concerns are going d0wn rapidly, and he is determined — • 

» ♦ 
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naturally enough — to take care of himself before anyone else. 
He has sold out of every company with which you have been, 
are associated--4nd has — so I understand, — sent a complete 
list of your proposed financial Meals/ investments* and other 

* stock ’ to ^ I • 

. He paused. 

“Well ! ” exclaimed P^rousse ijrascibly — “To whom ? ” 

; “To those whom it may concern,” — replied Lutera 
evasively — “I really can give you no exact information. I 
have said •enough by way of w^arning ! ” ''' 

P^rousse looked at him heedfully, and what he saw in that 
dark brooding face was not of a quieting or satisfactory 
nature. 

“You are as deeply involved as I am ” he began. 

“ Pardon ! ” and the Marquis drew himself up with some 
dignity — “ I was invoh ed ; — I am not now. I have also taken 
care of myself ! I may haye been misled, but I shall let no 
one suffer for my errors. I have sent in my resignation.” 

“ Fool ! ” ejaculated P^roussc, forgetting all courtesy in the 
sudden access of rage that took possession of him at these 
words ; — “ Fool, I say ! At the very moment when you ought 
*to stick to the ship, you desert it ! ” 

“ Are you not ready to run to the helm ? ” enquired Lutera 
with a satWe smile \ “ Surely you can have no doubt but that 
his Majesty will command you to lake office ! ” 

With this, he turned on «his heel, and left his colleague to a 
space of very disagreeable meditation. For the first time in 
his bold and unscrupulous career, Perousse found himself in 
an awkward position. If it were indeed true that Jost and 
Lutera had thrown up the game, especially Jost, then he, 
Perousse, was lost. He had made of Jost, not only a tool, 
but a confidant. He had used him, and his great leading 


newspaper for his owm political and financial purposes. He 
had entrusted him with State secrets, in order to speculate 
thereon in all the money-markets of the wai^^d. He had 
induced him to approach the Premier with crafty promises of 
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san^c dishonourable financial ‘ deal’ So that if this one man, 

— this fat, unscrupulous turncoat of a Jew, — chose to speak 
out, he, Carl Perousse, Secretary of State, would be the most , 
disgraced and ruined Minister t^t ever attempted to ‘defraud 
a nation! His brows grew moist \«th fever-heat, and his 
tongue parched, with the dry thirst or fear, as the gravity of / ' 
the situation was gradually borne in upon him. He began ; 
to calculate contingencies and possibilities of escape from * 
the toilf that seemed closing around him, — and much to his ‘ 
irritation and embarrassment, he found that most of the ways 
leading out of difficulty pointed first of all to,- -the King. 

The King! The very personage whom he had called a 
Dummy, only bound to dd as he was told ! And now, if he 
could only persuade the KiilJ^ Utal he, — the poor Secretary of 
State, — was a deeply-injured luan, whose lifcis effort had been 
solely directed towards ‘the good of the country,’ yet who 
nevertheless was cruelly wronged^ and calumniated by lus-<» 
enemies, all might yet be well. 

“Were he only like other monarchs whom I know,” he 
reflected. “ I could have easily involved him in the Trades 
deal ! Then the Press could have been silenced, and the 
public fooled. With five or six hundred thousand shares in 
the biggest concerns, he would have bee n comj)elled to work 
under me for the amalgamation of our Trades %with the 
financial forces of other countries, •regardless of the rubbish 
talked ‘ patriots ’ on the loss of ^}ur i)osition and prestige. 
But he i^ not fond of money, — he is not fond of money! 
Would that he were ! — for so / should be virtually king of the 
King!” 

Cogitating various problems on his return to his own house 
that evening, he remembered ^hat despite numerous protests ' 
and petitions, the King had, up tg the present, paid no'’ 
attention to the appeals of his people against the increasing^* 
inroads of taxation. The only two measures he had carried 
with a high agd imperative hand, were first,— the ‘vetoing’ of 
an intended declaration of war,— and the refusal of extensive.. ’ 
lands to the Jesuits. TJpe first was the more important action, 
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as, while it had won the gratitude and friendship ot a 
previously hostile State, it had lost several ‘ noble ' gamblers 
'in the griefs of nations, some millions of money. The check 
^to the Jesuits was comparatively trivial, yet it had already 
[produced f^r-reaching pects, and had offended the powers at 
' the Vatican. But, beyond this, things remained apparently as 
'they were; true, the Socialists were growing stronger; — but 
!there was no evidence that tlie Government was growing 
;weaker. 

; “ After dll,” thought Pdrousse, as a result of his meditatio^is ; 

5 "there is no immediate cause for anxiety. If Lutera has 
sent in his resignation, it may not be accepted. That rests — 
like other things — with the King.” And a vague surprise 
affected him at this fact. "Curious!” he muttered, — “Very 
curious that he, who was a Nothing, should now be* a Some- 
thing 1 The change has taken place very rapidly, — and very 
At^-angely I I wonder what — or who — is moving him ? ” 

, But to this inward query he received no satisfactory reply. 
The mysterious upshot of the whole position was the same, — 
namely, that somehow, in the most unaccountable, inexplicable 
manner, the wind and weather of affairs had so veered round, 
that the security of Ministers and the stability of Government 
'jrested, not with themselves or the nature of their quarrels and 
discussions, but solely on one whom they were accustomed to 
consider as a mere ornamental figure-head, — the King. 

, Some few days after the unexpected tuibulent rising of 
the mob, it was judged advisable to give the people something 
‘ in the way of a ‘ gala,' or spectacle, in order to distract their 
attention from their own grievances, and to draw them away 
from their Socialistic clubs and conventions, to the contempla- 
tion of a parade of Royal state and splendour. The careful 
student of History, canpot fail to note that whenever the 
rottenness and inadequacy of a Government; are most apparent, 
great ‘ shows ' and Royal ceremonials are always resorted to, 

; in order to divert the minds of the people from^he bitter con- 
^sideration of a defiicient Exchequer and a diminishing National ‘ 
;\ponour. The authorities who org^^nisc these . State mas- 
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querades are wise in their generation. They know that ths 
working-classes very seldom have the leisure to think for 
themselves, and that they often lack the intelligent ability to 
foresee the diiBculties and dangers menacing their country's^ 
welfare j — but that they are always rlady, with the strangc"^^ 
fatuity, patience, and good-nature, to take their wives and;;J 
families to see any new variation of a world^s ‘Punch andJ^,^ 
Judy’ play, particularly if there is a savour of Royalty about v 
it, accompanied by a brass band, well-equipped soldiers, and | 
gilded coaches. Though they take ^no part in thfe pageant, 
beyond consenting to be hustled and rudely driven back by 
the police like intrusive sheep, out of the sacred way of a 
Royal progress, they nevcrflieless have an instinctive (and very 
correct) idea that soineliow ftr «ther it is all ptgrt of the- ‘fun* 
for which they have paid their money. There is no more ' 
actual reverence or respect for the positive Person of Royalty 
in such a parade, than there is for the Wonderful Performui^j- 
Pig that takes part in a circus-procession through a country 
town. The public impression is simple, — That having to pay, 
for the up-keep of a Throne, its splendours should be occasion- 
ally ‘ trotted gut ’ to see whether they are worth the nation’s 
annual expenditure. 

Moved entirely by this plain and practical sentiment, the, 
popular breast was thrilled with some amount "of iiUercst and ’ 
animation when it was announced <hat his Majesty the King 
would, on a certain afternoon, go in^state to lay the foundation- 
stone o^ the Grand National Theatre, which was the very ,, 
latest pet •project of various cogitating Jews and cautious 
millionaires. I'he Grand National Theatre was intended to 
‘ supply,’ according to a stock newspaper phrase, ‘ a long-felt ' 
want.’ It was to be a ‘ philsftithropic ’ scheme, by which the/* 
‘ Philanthropists ’ woul<^ receive ex<^llent interest for their * 
money. Ostensibly, it W'^as to provide the ‘masses’ with;! 
the highest form of dramatic entertainment at the lowest'^ 
cost; — ^but thfre were many intricate wheels within wheels;, 
in the elaborate piece of stock-jobbing mechanism, by which.^ 


the public 
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speculators therein rendered trium]>hant Sufficient funds 
were at hand to start the building of the necessary edifice, and 
the King’s ‘ gracious ’ consent to lay the first stone, with full 
state and ceremony, was hailed by the promoters of the plan 
as of the happiest augu]|^^ For with such approval anc^support 
openly given, all the ^ Snob-world would follow the Royal 
Mead’ — quite as infallibly as it did in the case of another 
monarch who, persuaded to drinK of a certain mineral spring, 
'and likewise to ‘take shares’ in its bottled waters, turned the 
! said spring into a ‘paying concern’ at once, thereby causing 
much rejoicing among the Semites. The ‘ mob ’ might 
certainly decline to imitate the Snob-world, — but, considering 
the recent riotous outbreak, it migiit be as well that the over- 
bold and unwashen populace ^'?hoald be awed by the panoply 
and glory of earthly Majesty passing by in earthly s^jlendour. 

Alas, poor Snob- world 1 How often has it thought the same 
thing ! How often has it fancied that with show and glitter 
and brazen ostentation of mere purse-power, it can quell the 
rage for Justice, which, like a spark of God’s own eternal 
Being, burns forever in the soul of a People ! Ah, that rage 
I for Justice ! — that divine fury and fever which with strong 
sweating and delirium shakes the body politic and cleanses 
it from accumulated sickly humours and pestilence ! What 
would th^ nations be without its periodical and merciful visita- 
tions ! Tearing down old hypocrisies, — rooting up weedy 
abuses, — rending asunder^ rotten conventions, — what wonder 
if thrones and sceptres, and even the heads of kings get some- 
times mixed into the general swift clearance of long-accumulated 
dirt and disorder ! And vainly at such times does the Snob- 
world anxiously proffer golden pieces for the price of its life ! 
There shall not then be millions enough in all the earth, to 
purchase the safety pf one proved Liar who has wilfully robbed 
^ his neighbour I 

No hint of the underworkings of the people’s thought, or 
^ the movement of the times was, however, ajjparent in the 
.^aspect of the gay multitudes that poured along the principal 
'-thoroughfares of the metropolis on t(|e day appointed for the 
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ceivmt)ny in whicJi the King had consented to take the leading 
;)art. Poor and rich together, vied with one another to secure 
ihe various best points of view from which the Royal pageant 
could be seen, winding down in glittering length from the 
Palace and Citadel, past the Cathedral and so on to the great ; 
open square, where, surrounded by fluttfring flags and streamers,.| 
a huge block of stone hung suspended by ropes from a cian^, 
ready to be lowered at the Royal touch, and fixed in its place ^ 
by the Royal trowel, as the visible and solid beginning of the 
stately fabric, which, according to pictorial models yas to rise 
froSi this, its first foundation, into a fbmple of art and archi- 
tecture, devoted to Melpomene and Thalia. 

It was a glorious day, — tfee sun shone with vigorous heat and 
lustre from a cloudless sky,*— the sea was calm as an inland 
pool — and people wore their lightest, brightest and most festive 
attire, if air * society * dames, clad in the last capricious mode 
of ever-changing Fashion, and shading their delicate, and not 
always natural, complexions with ai^ parasols, filmy and finel^ 
coloured as the petals of flowers, queened it over the flocking 
crowds of pedestrians, as they were driven past in their softly- 
cushioned carriages drawm by high-stepping horses ; — all the 
boudoirs and 'drawing-rooms of the most exclusive houses 
seemed to have emptied their luxury-loving occupants into the 
streets, — and the whole towm was, for a few hours at any rate, 
appai entl)' given over to holiday, the long line ol* soldiery 
preceding the Kipg’s carriage, wound down from the Citadel, 
groups of people cheered, and waved hats and handkerchiefs, 
—then, when his Majesty’s own escort came into view, the 
cheering w^as redoubled, — and at last when the cumbrous, 
over-gilded, over-painted ‘ Cinderella ’ State-coach appeared, , 
and the familiar, but somewhat sternly-composed features of' 
the King himself were perceived through the glass windows, a 
roar of acclamation, like the thunderlTig of a long wave on an . 
extensive stretch oTf rock-bound coast, echoed far and near, , 
and again and again was repeated with increased and ever-, 
increasing clamour. Who,— hearing such an enthusiastic 
greeting — ^would or could have imagined for one moment that 
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the King, who was the object and centre of these tremehckJus 
plaudits, was at the same time judged as an enemy and an 
'/ obstruction to justice by more than one half of the population ! 

Yet it was so, — and so has often been. The populace will 
V’/ shout itself hoarse for [ ny cause; whether it be a ‘king going 
. to be crowned, or a going to be executed, i\\9 stiflnulus is 
. ’ the same, and the enthusiasm as passionate. It is merely the 
contagious hysteria of a moment that tickles their lungs to 
expansion in noise ; hut the real sentiment of admiration for 
i/] a fine character which might perhaps have moved the subjects 
V, of Richard Cceur de Lion to cries of exultation, is generally 
non-existent. And why? For no cause truly! — save that 
Lion-Hearts in kings no more pulsate through nations.' 

By the time the Royal procession reached its destination 
the crowd had largely increasecl, and the press of people round 
, the scene of the forthcoming function was great enough to 
be seriously embarrassing to both the soldiery and the police. 
;Jc^owly the gorgeous Statc-toach lumbered up to the entrance 
. .V. of the ground railed off for the ceremony, — and between a line 
, of armed guards, the King alighted. Vociferous cheering again 
' broke out on all sides, which his Majesty acknowledged in the 
usual formal manner by a monotonous military salute performed 
c/at regular intervals. Received with obsequious deference by 
all the persons concerned in the Grand National Theatre 
i- project, hT conversed with one or two, shook hands with others, 
;,,and was just on the point of addressing a, few of his usual 
) suave compliments to some pretty women who iTtid been 
invited to adorn tlie scene, when David Jost advanced smilingly, 
; evidently sure of a friendly recognition. For had not the 
; King, when Crowm Prince and Heir-Apparent, hunted game in 
his preserves ? — yea, had he nof even dined wnth him ? — and 
; had not he, Jost, written whole columns of vapid twaddle 
about the ‘Royal smifb' and the ‘Royal favour’ till the 


^ outside public had sickened at every otroke'of his flunkey pen? 
wHow came it, then, that his Majesty seemed on this occasion 
■to have no recollection of him, and looked o^er and beyond 
phim in the airiest way, as though ^ were a far-off Jew in 
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Jerusalem, instead of being the assumptive-Orthodox proprietor 
of several European newspapers published for the general mis 
information and plunder of gullible Christians ? Dismayed at > - 
the Royal coldness of eye, Jost steppcll back with an uncom- 
fortably crimson face ; and one of the lldies present, personally 
knowing him, and seeing his discomfiture, ventured to call the 
King’s attention to his pre^nce and to make way for his J 
approach, by mui muring gently, “Mr. Jost, Sir!” ;; 

‘JyAh, indeed ! ” said the monarch, wnth calm grey eyes still ' 
fixed on vacancy, “I do not know anyone of that name I 
Permit me to admire that exquisite arrangement of flowers !” , 
and, smiling affably on thc« astonished and embarrassed lady, 
he led her aside, altogether aft^M^from Josl’s vicinity. 

Stricken to the very dust of abasement by this direct ‘cut* 
so publicly administered, the crestfallen editor and proprietor . . 
of many journals stood aghast for a moment, — then as vnrinjjg — 
unbidden thoughts began to chase one another through his 
bewildered head, he was seized with a violent trembling. He 
remembered every foolish, imprudent and disloyal remark he 
had made to tl;e stranger named Pas(]uin Leroy who had called 

upon him bearing the Premier’s signet, and reflecting that "'J 

this very Pasquin Leroy was now, by some odd chance, a con- 
tributor of political leaders and other articles to the y val daily , 
newsiiaper which had published the# King’s official refusal of a ; 
grant of land to the Jesuits, be wutljpd inwardly with impotent 
fury. For might not this unknown man, Leroy, — if he were, 

— as he possibly was, — a friend of the King’s — go to the full J; ’ 
length of declaring all he knew and all he had learned from ^ 
Jost’s own lips, concerning certain ‘ financial secrets,’ which if ’ 
fully disclosed, would utterly dismember the Government and 
put the nation itself in peril ? Might he not already even have 
informed the King? With his little, swine-like eyes retreating/! 
under the crinkling fat of his lowering brows, Jost, hot 
cold by turns, jeandcred confusedly out of the ‘ exclusive * set ! 
of persons connected with the ‘Grand National Theatre 
scheme, who were now gathered round the suspended founda- 
tion-stone«to which the King was approaching. He pretend^??^ 
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' not to see the curious eyes that stared at him, or the sneering 
V mouths that smiled at the open slight he had received. Push- 
i ing his way through the crowd, he jostled against the thin 
black-garmented figure nf a priest,— no other than Monsignor 
Del Fortis, who, within affable word of recogiiition, drew 
. aside to allow him passage. Affecting his usual ‘company- 
manner’ of tolerant good-nature* he forced himself to speak 
to this ‘holy’ man, who, at any rate, had paid him good 
' money in^ round sums for so-called ‘articles’ or rather puff- 
advertisements in his paper concerning Church matters. 

“ Good-day, Monsignor 1 ” he said — " You are not often seen 
at a Royal pageant ! How comes •it that you, of all persons in 
the world have brought yourself to witness the laying of the 
foundation-stone, of a Theatre? Does not your calling forbid 
any patronage of the mimic Art ? ” 

;,„^The priest’s thin lips parted, showing a glimmer of wolfish 
teeth behind the pale stretched line of flesh. 

‘‘ Not by any means ! ” he replied suavely — " In the present 
levelling and amalgamation of social interests, the Church and 
Stage are drawing very closely together.” , 

"True !” said Jost, with a grin — One might very well be 
taken for the other ! ” 

Del Fgrtis looked at him meditatively. 

"This,” he said, waving. his lean hand towards the centre of 
the brilliant crowd where pow the King stoc?d, "is a kind of 
drama in its way. And you, Mr. Jost, have just pTayed one 
little scene in it ! ” T 

Jost reddened, and bit his lip. 

" I am also another actor on the boards,” continued Del 
Fortis smiling darkly ; — " if only as a spectator in the ‘ super ’ 
crowd. And othei comedians and tragedians are doubtless 
present, of whom we may hear anon ! ” 

" The King has nasty humours sometimes,” said Jost shortly, 
looking down at the flower in his buttonhol^, and absently 
picking off one of its petals with his fat forefinger — " He oi^ght 
to be made to pay for them ! ” ^ 

Ha, ha ! Very good 1 Certainly ! ” D^ .fofftis j^ve a 
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piously-deprecating nod — “ rfe ought to be made to pay ! 
Especially when he hurts the feelings of his old friends ! Arc 
you going, Mr, Jost ? Yes? What a pity ! But you no doubt 
have your, reporters present ? ” ' | 

“01^ there are plenty of them'aboij,” — said Jost carelessly, 
“But I shall condense all the account of these proceedings 
into a few lines.” 

“ Ha, — ha 1 ” laughed Del f’ortis, — “ I understand ! Revenge 
— revenge ! But — in certain cases— the briefest description is Vi 
sometimes the most graphic — and stiytling ! Good^ay ! ” 

Jost returned the salute curtly, and went, — not to leave the 
scene altogether, but merely to take up a position of vantage ; , 
immediately above and bfihind the surging crowd, where from 
a distance he could w^alch ill lhat w^as going on. He saw the . ' 
King lift his hand towa/ds the ropes and pulleys of the crane*' \ 
above him,— ^and as it was touched by the Royal finger, the ’ 
foundation-stone w^as slow'ly lowered into the deep socket 
pared for it, where gold and silver coins of the year’s currency 
had already been strewn. Then, with the aid of a silver 
trowel set in a handle of gold,' and obsecjuiously presented 
by the managing director of the scheme, his Majesty dabbed . 
in a little mortar, and declared in a loud voice that the stone ' ■ 
was ‘well and truly laid.’ A burst of cheering greeted the* 
announcement, and the band struck up the country's National ^ 
Hymn, this being the usual sign Iphat the ceremony was at an , 
end. ’\J'^hereupt)n the King, shading hands again cordially ... 
with the ^various parties concerned, and again shedding the ^ ^ 
lustre of ^lis smile upon the various ladies wnth whom he had i?; 
been conversing, made his way very leisurely to his State- y- 
equipage, which, with its six magnificently caparisoned horses,’;’ 
stood prepared for his departure, the door being already held 
open for him by one of the atteq^ant. powdered and gold-i;|? 
laced flunkeys. .Sir Roger de Launay walked immediately !^ 
behind his Sovereign, and Professor von Glauben was close;! 
at hand, con^anioned by two of the gentlemen of the Royal /f 
Household. All at once a young man pushed himself outfi 
of the crowd nearest^ to the enclosure, — paused a moment 



37^ “TEMPORAL POWER” 

f 

, * / 
irresolute, and then, with a single determined bound reached 

the King’s side. 

“ Thief of the People’s money ! Take that ! ” he shouted, 
wildly, — and, brandishing aloft a glittering stiletto, , he aimed 
it straight at the monardi’s heart ! ^ 

■ ' But the blow never reached its destination, for a woman, 

> closely veiled in black, suddenly threw herself swiftly and 
adroitly between the King’s body and the descending blade, 

; shielding his breast with both her outstretched arms. The 
..dagger struck her violently, piercing her flesh through the 
: upper part of her right shoulder, and under the sheer force 
jof the blow, she fell senseless. 

The whole incident took place in* less lime than it could be 
, breathlessly told, — and even at she who had risked her life 
'*to save the King^s, sank bleeding to tlie ground, the police 
seized the assassin red-handed in his mad and* criminal act, 
- ^^and wrenched the murderous weapon from his hand. He 
was a me:e lad of eighteen or twenty, and seemed dazed, 
submitting to be bound and handcuffed without a word. 
The King, perfectly tranquil and unhurt, bared his head to 
; the wild cries and hysterical cheering of the excited spectators 
to whom his narrow escape from death appeared a kind of 
miracle, moving them to frantic paroxysms of passionate 
enthusiasrjj, and then bent anxiously down over the prostrate 
form of his rescuer, endeavouring himself to raise her from 
the ground, A hundred hripds at once proffertjd assist^ce ; — 
„ Sir Roger de Launay, pale to the lips with the shojk of sick 
Tiorror he had experienced at what might so easily have been 
a national catastrophe, assisted the police in forming a strong 
'cordon round the person of his beloved Royal master, in order 
to guard him against any further j^ssible attack, — and Professor 
von Glauben, obeying tl^e King’s signal, knelt down by the 
unconscious woman’s side to examine the extent of her injury. 
' Gently he turned back the close folds of her enveloping veil, — » 
. then gave a little start and cry : ^ 

“ Gott in HImmcl ! ” And he hastily drew down the veil 
“agmn as the King approached wdth the question — 
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“ Is she dangerously hurt?” 

** No, Sir ! — I think not — I hope not but ! ” 

And the Professor’s eyes looked volumes of suggestion, , 
Catching his expression, the King drfw still nearer. , J 

“ Uncover her face, — give her air ! ” commanded. 

With a perplexed side-glance at Sir Roger de Launay, the V '4 
Professor obeyed, — and the ^unshine fell full on the white 
calm features and closed eyelids of 'the woman known as '1 
Lotys.* Her black dress was darkly stained and soaked with { 
oo^g blood — and the deep dull gold •of her hair was touched . ) 
here and there with the snme crimson hue -but there was 
a smile. on her lips, and her face was as fair and placid as ' > 
though it had been smootTied out of all pain and trouble by f 
the restful touch of Death. .Silently, and with a perfectly 
inscrutable demeanour, the King surveyed lR*r for a moment. , V 
Then, raising his plumed hat with grave gratae and courtesy, ■ 
he looked on all those who stood ^bout him, soldiery, potar^ 
and spectators. i 

“ Does anyone here present know this lady ? ” he demanded. , 
A^crowd of eager heads were pushed forward, and then a 
low murmur began, which deepened into a steady roar of , 
delighted acclamation. 

“ Lotys ! Lotys ! ” 

The name was caught up quickly and repeated frc*n mouth , c 
to mouth — till away on the extreme outskirts of the crowd . ^ 
ii was toised baclc again with shouts — “ Lotys ! Lotys ! ” , v 

Swiftly ^e news ran like an electric current through the 
whole body of the populace, that it was Lot}s, their own IvOtys, iV 
their friend, their fellow-worker, the idol of the poorer classes, that 
had saved the life of the King ! Half-incredulous, half-admiring, ^ 
the irob listened to the growing rumour and the general, 
excitement increased in intensity am«>ng them. David Jost, 
from his point of observation, caught the infection, and pi 
realising at once the value of the dramatic ‘copy* for hiskifl 
paper, to be f>btained out of such a situation, jumped 
the nearest vehicle and was driven straight to his offices, thefojj,; 
to send electric message! of the news to every quarter 
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world, and to endeavour by printed loyal outbursts of ‘gush’ 
to turn the current of the King’s displeasure against him into 
.‘? a more favourable direction. Meanwhile the King himself 
; gave orders that his \A^unded rescuer should be- conveyed 
in one of' the Royal caif-iages straight to the Palace, awd there 
. attended by his own physician. Professor von Glauben was 
entrusted with the carrying-out ^of this command, — and the 
monarch, then entering his own State-equipage, started on 
V his homeward progress. 

; Thundering cheers new greeted him at every step; — fof an 
' hour at least the populace went mad with rapture, shouting, 
singing and calling alternately for “^The King ! ” and “ Lotys ! ” 
with no respect of persons, or congideration as to their differing 
motives and opposite stations life. Two facts only were clear 
to them, — first ah attempt had been made to assassinate the 
^ . King, — secondly, that Lotys had frustrated the attempt, and 
^jribked her own life to savd that of the monarch. These were 
enough to set fire to the passionate sentiments of a warm- 
‘ blooded, restless Southern people, and they gave full sway to 
their feelings accordingly. So, amid deafening plaudits, the 
. Royal procession wended its way back to the Citadel, the State- 
coach moving at a snail’s pace in order to allov; the people to 
see the King for themselves, and make sure he was uninjured, 
as they ^cheered, and followed it in surging throngs to the 
, very gates of the Palace, — while in another and reverse direc- 
tion the wretched youth Whose miserable effort to commit a 
® dastard crime had so fortunately failed, was marched off, 
; under the guard of a strong body of police to the State- 
Prison, there to await his trial and condemnation. A small 
crowd, hooting and cursing the criminal, pursued him as he 
went, and one personage, austere and dignified, also followed, 
at a distance, as thbuglf curious to see the last of the would- 
be murderer ere he was shut out from liberty, — and this was 
Monsignor DeJ Fortis, 



CHAPTER XXIV 

A woman’s rfason 

W HEN Lotys recovered from her death-like swoon, she ‘ ; 

’ found herself cgi a sofa among heaped-up soft ; 
cushions, in a small semi -darkened room hung with draperies 
of rose gatin, which were he»-e and there drawn aside to show f / 
exquisite groupings of Saxe china and rire miniatures on ; 
ivory; — the ceiling above her was a painted mirror, where ^ 
Venus in her car of flowers, drawn by doves, was pict«ftiSl^ 
floating across a crystal sea, — the floor was strewn with white , 
bearskins, — the corners were filled with palms and flowers, 

As she regarded these unaccustomed surroundings wonderingly,' ^ 
a firm hand was laid on her wrist, and a brusque voice said in , ^ 
her ear : — ‘ 

“ Lie still, if you please ! You have been seriously hurt ! 
You must rest.” • , 

• v‘'t' 

She turned ieebly towards the speaker, and saw a big 
iJuriy man with a bald head, seated at her side, who held’ 
a watch Jin one hand, and felt her pulse with the others 
She could not discern his features plainly, for his back was 
set to the already shaded light, and her own eyes were weak • 
and dim. ^ ^ 

“You are very kind!” she murmured “I do not quite ii;;. 

remember — Ah, yes ! ” and a quick •flash of animation passed 
over her face — I know now ! The King 1 Is — ^is all 
well?” ' 

“ All is well, thanks to you ! ” replied the gruff voice — “ You 
have saved his life.” , . ; " 

“tThank God!” — amd she closed her eyes again wearilyirr 
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while two slow tears trickled from under the shut white lids — 
« Thank God J” 

, ' V Professor von Glauben, placed in charge of her by the 
King’s command, gently^ relinquished the small white hand he 
held, and stepping noiselessly to a table near at harid, poured 
; 'out from one of the various little flasks set thereon, a cordial 
the properties of which were alone- known to himself, and held 
, the glass to her lips. ^ 

i “ Drink this off at once ! ” he said authoritatively, yet kindly, 
> ' She obeyed. He theif, turning aside wnth the empty glass, 
sat down and watched her from a little distance. Soon a faint 
flush tinged her dead-white skin, a^id presently, with a deep 
' sigh, she opened her eyes again. -Then she became aware of 
stiffness and smart in her right shoulder, and saw that it was 
! tightly bandaged, and that the bodice of her dress w^as cut 
/away from it. Lying perfectly still, she gradually brought her 
{.strong spirit c^f self-control to bear on the situation, and tried 
. to collect her scattered thoughts. Very few minutes sufficed 
; her to recollect all that had happened, and as she realised 
/ more and more vividly that she was in some strange and 
luxurious abode where she had no business or desire to be, 

' ' she gathered all the forces of her mind to her aid, and with 
but a slight effort, Svit upright Professor von Glauben came 
towards her with an cxclamqtion of warnings — but she motioned 
^ him back with a very decided gesture. 

“Please do not trouble?” she said — “I am quite*" able lib 
„ ^ove — to stand — see !” And she rose to her feet, trembling 
:[ a little, and steadying herself by resting one hand on the edge 
of the sofa. “Ido not know who you are, but I am sure you 
. have been most kind to me ! Aj;»d if you would do me a still 
greater kindness, you will let me go away from here at once ! ” 
“Impossible, Madame^!” declared the Professor, firmly — 

“ His Majesty, the K ing ” • 

/‘What of his Majesty, the King?” demanded Lotys with 

P ^n hauteur ~“ Am I not mistress of my own^actions ? ” 
he Professor made an elaborate bow. 

Most unquestionably you are, Madame 1.!’ Bttt 
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you arc also for the moment, a guest in the King’s palace ; and 
having saved his life, you will surely not withhold from him the 
courteous acceptance of his hospitality ? ” 

‘‘The King’s palace!” she echoerj, and a little disdainful, ' 
smile crossed her lips — “I, — Lotys,--!!! the King\ palace!” 
She mclved a few steps, and drew herself proudly erect. “ You, 
sir, are a servant of the King’s?” 

“ I am his Majesty’s resident physician, at your service ! ” he 
said, with another bow — “ I have had the honour of attending ’'-i 
to the wound you so heroically received in his defence, — and f 
though it is not a dangerous, w^oifnd, it is an exceedingly ,, 
unpleasant one I assure you, — and will give you a good deal \ 
of pain and trouble. Let*me advise you very ear^iestly to stay 
where you are, and rest — do not think of leaving the Palace 
to-nightj’ 

She sighed^ restlessly. “ I must not think of slaying in it !” 
she replied. “ But I do not w'ish to seem churlish — or ungratg;, 
ful for your care and kindness -will you tell the King^” ! 
Here she broke off abruptly, and fixed her eyes searchingly on / 
his face. “Strange !” she umrixiured— “ I seem to have seen :? 
you before, — or someone very like you ! ” 

The I’rofcssor was troubled with a sudden fit of coughing 
which made him very red in the face, and obliged him to turn ; 
away for a moment in order to recover himself. Still struggling 
with that obstinate catch in his tlirgat he said : ,!r*' 

“ You were saying, Madame, that you wished nfe to tell the 
King seftnething ? ” * ' [)}' 

“ Yes ! said Lotys eagerly- - “ if you will be so good I Tell*-'| 
him that I thank him for his courtesy; — but that I must go:?! 
away from this Palace, — that I cannot — may not — stop in it an -p 
hour longer ! He does not l^ow wlio it is that saved his life, 

— if he did, he would not wish me to renjain a moment under 
his roof I He would be as anxious afid willing for me to leave’'\ | 
as I am to go 1 Will you tell him this ? ” 

“ Madame, I will tell him,” replied the Professor deferentially, S 
yet with a slight smile — “ But — if it will satisfy your scrupleSjs^^C 
or ease your mind at all, — 1 may as well inform you that hisf / . 

. . • --r 
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Majesty does know who you are ! The populace itself declared 
your name to him, with shouts of acclamation,” 

, , She flushed a vivid red, then grew very pale. 

“If that be so, then he must also be aware that I am his 
/ sworn enemy 1 ” she said, — “ And, that in accordance with the 
principles I hold, I cannot possibly remain under hiS roof! 

. Therefore I trust, sir, you will have the kindness to provide 
^ me with a way of quick exit 1 before my presence here 
; \)ecomcs too publicly reported.” 

The Professor was slightly nonplussed. He considered for a 
' moment ; then rapidly made up his mind. 

“ Madame, I will do so ! ” he said — “ That is, if you will 
permit me first of all to aiinounce^your intention of leaving 
the Palace, to the King. Pardon me for suggesting that his 
Majesty can hardly regard as an enemy a lady who has saved 
his life at the risk of her own.” 

' “I did not save it because he is the King,” she said curtly, 
you are at liberty to tell him so. Please make haste to 
inform him at once of my desire to leave the Palace, — and say 
also, that if he considers he owes me any gratitude, he will 
show it by not detaining me.” 

The Professor bowed and retired. Lotys, left alone, sat 
down for a moment in one of the luxuriously cushioned chairs, 
and pressed her left hand hard over her eyes to try and still 
their thr6*bbing ache. Her right arm was bound up and 
useless, — and the pain from the wound in her shoulder caused 
her acute agony, — but she' had a will of iron, and she had 
•trained her mental forces to control, if not entirely xo master, 
her physical weaknesses. She thought, not of her own suffer- 
ing, but of the exciting incident in which mere impulse had led 
her to take so marked a share. It was by pure accident that 
she had joined the crowd assembled to see the King lay the 
foundation-stone of tTie pVoposed new Theatre. She had been 
as it were, entangled in the press of the people, and had got 
pushed towards the centre of the scene almost against her own 
: ' volition. And while she had stood, — a passive^and unwilling 
' ^ spectator of the pageant, — her attention had been singularly 
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attracted towards the uneasy and restless movements of the 
youth who had afterwards attempted the assassination of the 
monarch. She had watched him narrowly ; though she could 
not have explained why she did so, e^n to herself. He was ’ 
a complet'e stranger to her, and yet, with her quick intuition, 
she had discerned a curious expression of anxiety and fear in, 1 , 
his face, as though of the impending horror of a crime, — a look 'v^ 
which, because it was so strained and unnatural, had aroused her 
suspicion. When she had sprung forward to shield the King, - 
on^ one idea had inspired her, — ^and that idea she»would not 
now fully own even to herself, heeJuse it was so entirely, 
weakly feminine. Nevertheles**, from woman’s weakness has ^ 
often sprung a hero’s strength — and so it had proved in this f 
case. She did not, however, a]low herself to dwell on the in- 
stinctive ^impulse which had thrown her on ^he King’s breast, 
ready to receiye her own death-blow rather than that he should 
die ; she preferred to elude that question, and to consider h^r, , 
action solely from the standpoint of those Socialistic theories > 
with which she was indissolubly associated. 

“ Had I not frustrated the attempt, the crime would have been 
set down to us and our Brotherhood,” she said to herself, 
“Sirgius — or Paul Zouche — or 1 myself — or even Pasquin — . 
yes, even he ! — might, and doubtless would, have been accused ; 
of instigating it. As it is, I think I have saved the fjjtuation.” 
She rose and walked slowly up and down the room, “ I wonder \ 
wno is behind tke wretched boy concerned in this business? V 
He is tod young to have determined on such a deed himself, — 
unless he ^ mad ; — he must be a tool in the hands of others.” 

Here spying her long black clOak hanging across a chair, '4’ 
she took it up and threw it round her, — her face was re- ^ 
fleeted back upon her from a mirror set in the wall, round a 
which a cluster of ivory cupifis clamberedi — and she looked ’'2 
critically at her white drawn features, and the disordered 
masses of her hair. Loo^bning these abundant locks, 
shook them down and gathered them into her one uncrippled-? 
hand, preparatory to twisting them into the usual knot at^ 
the back of her head, the while she looked at the little,;^ 
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sculptured aviorini set round the mirror, with a compassionate 

- smile. ^ 

“ Such a number of mimic Loves where there is no rpal 
‘ love!^^ she said half ^iloud, — when the opening of a door, 
and the swaying movement of a curtain pushed^ aside, startled 
, her ; and still holding her rich hair up in her hand/ she turned 
/ quickly, — to find herself face to face with, — the King." 

There was an mstant’s dead Silence. Dropping the silken 
gold weight of her tresses to fall as they would, regardless 

- of conventional appearances, she stood erect, making^ all 
unconsciously to herself, a picture of statuesque and beau- 

/ Icous tragedy. Her plain black garments, — the long cloak 
enveloping her slight form, and the glorious tangle of' her un- 
.. bound hair rippling loosely about her pale face, in which her 
/eyes shone like ^lue flowers, made, luminous by thq sunlight 
of the inspired . soul behind them, all gave tier an almost 
,*^_§upernatural air, — and made her seem as wholly unlike any 
other woman a.s a strange’ leaf from an unexplored country is 
unlike the foliage common to one’s native land. The King 
looked steadfastly upon her ; she, meeting his gaze with equal 
steadfastness, felt her heart beating violently, though, as she 
well knew, it was not with fear. She had no thought of Court 
etiquette, — nor had slie any reason to consider it, his Majesty 
. having l^imself deliberately trespassed upon its rules by visiting 
her thus alone and unattended. She offered no reverence, — 
. no salutation; — she simjfly stood before H-m, quite silent, 
awaiting his pleasure, — though in her eyes there “shone a 
dangerous brilliancy that was almost feverish, apd nervous 
tremors shook her from head to foot. The strange dumb spell 
' between them relaxed at last. With a kind "bf eflbrt which 
expressed itself in the extra rigidity and pallor of his fine 
features, the King gpc'. ^ 

“ Madame, I have come to thank you ! Your noble act of 
heroism this afternoon has saved* my life. I do not say it is 
■ worth saving ! — but the Nation appears to think it is,-*— and in 
the name of the Nation, w'hose servant I am, f offer you my 
i^itsonal gratitude — and service I ” 
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He bowed low as he said these words, jpravely and 
courteously. Her eyes still Varched his face wistfully, with 
the eager plaintive expression of a child looking for some 
precious treasure it has lost. She stro^ to calm her throbbing 
pulses, —to quiet the hurrying blood in her veins, — to brace ^ 
herself up to her usual impervious height of composure and 
self-control. 

“ I need no thanks ! ” she^ answered briefly — “ I have only 
done my duty ! ” 

“ Nay, Madame, is it quite consistent with your duly to shield 
from death one so hated by your discij)les and followers?” 
he asked, with a tinge of melancholy in his accents — “ You^ ^ 
as the famous Lotys — should have helped to kill, not to save 1 ” 

She regarded him fearlessly. ^ 

“You* mistake ! she. said — “As King, you should learn 
to know youj subjects better! We are ftot murderers. We 
do not seek^your life, — we seek to make you understand the 
need there is of honesty and justict. We I'ivc.our lives among 
the poor; and we see those poor crushed down into the dust 
by the rich, without hope and without help, — and we endeavour 
to rouse them^to a sense of this Wrong, so that they may, by 
persistence, obtain Right. We do not want the death of any 
man! Even to a traitor w^e give warning and time, ere we 
punish his treachery. The unhappy wretch who attempted 
your life to-day was not of our pi^rty, or our teaching, thank, 
God!” ^ 

“ 1 am sure of that ! ” he said very gently, his face brightening 
, with a kinJi smile, — then, seeing her swerve, as though about' 
to fall, he caught her on one arm — “ You are faint ! You must 
not stand tod long. I fear you are suffering from the pain of. 
that cruel wound inflicted on you for my sake ! ” ' V 

“A little — ” she managedflto say, w'itlj white lips — “But it 
is nothing — it will soon pass ” * J 

She sank helplessly* intef the chair he placed for her, and' 
mutely watched him as he walked to the window and threw it 
bpen, admitting the sweet, fresh, sea-scented air, and a flopd 
of crimson radiance from the setting §un. 
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** I am informed tliat you wish to quit the Palace at once, 
he said, averting his gaze from hers for a moment ; “ Need 

: I say how much I regret this decision of yours ? Both I and 
the Queen had hoped )^u would have remai led with us, under 
the care of our own physician, till you weie quite recovered. 
But 1 owe you loo great a debt already to make any further 
claim upon you— and T will not command you to stay, if you 
desire to go.” • 

She lifted her head the faint colour was returning to 
her cheek*. , 

“ I thank you ! ” she s*aid simply ; — “ I do indeed desire to 
go. Every moment spent here is a moment wasted ! ” 

“You think so?” — and, turning* from the window Where he 
stood, he confronted her agaiij ; May I venture to suggest 
that you hardly ^o justice to me, or to the situaticyi? You 
have placed me under very great obligations^ — surely you 
^should endure my company long enough to tell me at least 
how I can in some measilVe show^ my personal recognition of 
your brave and self sacrificing action ’ 

She looked at him in musing silence. A strange glow came 
i. into her eyes, — a deeper crimson flushed her cheek. 

I “ You can do nothing for me ! ” she said, after a long pause, 
“You are a King — I, a poor commoner. I would not be 
indebted^ to you for all the world ! I am prouder of my 
‘ common * estate than yqji are of your royalty 1 What are 
‘Royal* rewards? Jewels^ money, place, tit W! All valueless 
to me ! If you would serve anyone, serve the Peo'J)le ; — do 
* someth ihg to deserve their trust! If you would sl^w me any 
personal recognition, as you say, for saving your life, make 
that life more noble ! ” 

He heard her without oftenge, holding himself mute and 
motionless. She ro§e from her Seat, and approached him more 
closely. * 

“ Perhaps, after all, it is well thsft I was,— unconsciously and 
against my own volition, — brought here,” she said; “Perhaps 
it is God’s ,Till that I should speak with you ! * For, as a rule 
none of your unknown subjects can, or may speak with you I — 
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you are so much hemmed in and ringed round with slaves and 
parasites ! In so far as this goes> you are to be pitied ; though . ' 
it rests with you to shake yourself free from the toils of vulgar: > 
adulation. Your flatterers tell you nofcing. They are careful J ; 
to keef^you shut out of your own kingdom — to hide from you:"4i 
things that are true, — things that you ought to know; they;^ 
fool you with false assurances of national tranquillity and ; 
content, — they persuade ydu to play, like an over -grown ; 
child, with the toys of luxury, — they lead you, a mere puppet^ 
rornd and round in the clockwork routine of a foolish and , 
licentious society, — when you might be a Man I — up and doing 
man*s work that should help you to regenerate and revivify the 
whole country ! I speak boldly— yes !-- because I do not fear/< 
you ! —because I have no fa^oiys to gain from you, — because ■ 
to me,-~iLotys, — you, —the King — are nothii-^g ! ** 

Her voice,, perfectly tranquil, even, and coldly sweet, had 
not a single vibration of uncertainly or hesitation in it — and 
her words seemed to cut through tfie stillness of the room*with 
clean incisiveness like the sweep of a sword-blade. Outside, 
the sea murmured and the leaves rustled, — the sun had sunk, . 
leaving behind it a bright, pearly twilight sky, flecked with 
pink clouds like scattered rose-petals. 

He looked straight at her, — his clear dark grey eyes were' 
filled with the glowing fire of strongly supi)ress^ feeling. 
Some hasty ejaculation sprang ta his lips, but he checked 


it, and facing (>tice or twice up and down, suddenly wheeled ^ 
round, and again confronted hi r. 

“ If, as a king, I fall so far short of kingliness, and am noth jpg to ; 
you,” — he said deliberately ; “ Why did you shield me from the't^ 
assassin*s dagger a while ago? Why not have let me perish 
She shook back her gold •hair, and regarded him almos^ i 


defiantly. , • 

“I did not save you because you are the King!” shot 
replied — “ Be assured of th!it ! ” 

He Was vaguely astonished. 

** Merely a humane sentiment then?” he said— “ Just 'aS' 


you would have saved ^ dog from drowning ! ” 

a'*'. 'v ‘ , 
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A little smile crept reluctantly round the comers of her 
mouth. 

“1'here was another reason,” she began in a low tone,— 
then paused—'* But— (Hily a woman’s reason ! ” 

Something in her changing colour, — some del^cate^ndcfin- 
able touch of tenderness and pathos, which softened her 
features and made them almost ethereal, sent a curious 
thrill through his blood. * 

“ A woman’s reason ! ” he echoed ; “ May I not hear it ? ” 
Again she hesitated, — then, as if despising herself for^her 
own irresolution she spoke out bravely. 

“You may!” she said — “There is nothing to conceal — 
nothing of which I am ashamed^l Besides, it is the true 
motive of the action which ypu tire pleased to call ‘heroic.’ 
I saved your simjily because — because you resemble in 
form and feature, in look and manner, the only man I love ! ” 
A curious silence followed her words. The faint far 
whispering of the leaves on the trees outside seemed almost 
intrusively loud in such a stillness, — the placid murmur of 
the sea against the cliff below the Palace became well-nigh 
suggestive of storm. liOlys \ras suddenly cqnscious of an 
odd strained sense of terror, — she had spoken as freely and 
, frankly as she wcmld have spoken to any one of her own 
associate^, — and yet she felt that somehow she had been 
over-impulsive, and that in a thoughtless moment she had 
f , let slip some secret which^ placed her, w^eakf' and helpless, in 
iV' the King’s power. The King himself stood immovable as a 
‘ figure of bronze, — his t‘yes rt..sting upon her wkh a deep 
insistence of purpose, as though he sought to wrest some 
'further confession from her soul. The tension between them 
was painful, — almost intolerabk, — and though it lasted but 
a minute, that minuie seemed weighted with the potentialities 
of years. Forcing herself to break the dumb spell, Lotys 
went on hurriedly and half-despefately : — 

“You may smile at this,” she said — ‘'Men aljvays jest with 
I a woman’s heart, — a woman’s folly ! But fol^y or no, I will 
fnot have you draw' any false conclusions concerning me, — • 
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or flatter yourself that it was loyalty to you, or honour for 
your position that made me your living shield to-day. No ! — 
for if you were not the exact counterpart of )iim who is 
dearer to me than all the world beside^ I think I should have 
^it you die ! I think so-~l do not know I Because, after all, 
you are not like him in mind or heart ; it is only your outward 
bearing, your physical features that resemble hi'. ! But, even 
so, I could not have looked idly on, and seen his merest 
Resemblance slain ! Now you understand ! It is not for 
yoif, as King, that I havt* turned aside^a murdiTCT^s weapon, — 

• but solely because you have llu' lace, the cyt'S, the smile of 
one whms a thousand times gnaki and nobler than you, — 
who, though poor and uncrowned, is a tiue king in the grace 
and thought and goodness of h»^ a< lions, -who, all unlike you, 
personally attends to the wants of the poor, irtstcad of neglect- 
ing them, — an'd who n cognises, and does liis best to remedy, 
the many w'rongs i^hich afflict tlie p 4 ioi)le of this land ! ” ^ 

Her sweet voice thiillcdwath passion, - her cheeks glowed, 
— unconsciously she stretched out her uninjured hand with an 
eloquent gesture of pride and conviction. The King's figure, 
till now rigid and motionless, stirred advancing a step, he 
took that hand before she could withhold it, and raised it to 
his lips. 

“ MaJaiiic, 1 am twice honoured ’ ” he said, in accents that 
shook ever so ^lightly - “'lo resemble a good man even 
outwardly is something I — to wear ir? any degree the lineaments 
of one whotn a brave and true woman honours by lier love 
is still more ! Vou have made me very niiK h your debtor” — 
here he gently ri^iinquished the hand he had kissed— “but 
believe me, I shall endeavour most faithfully to meet the 
claim you have upon my gratitude!” Heie he paused, and 
drawing back, bowed courteously. • “Tlie way for your 
departure is cleat,” he gontinued “ 1 have ordered a 
carriage^ to be in waiting at one of the private entrances to 
Ibe Palace. Professor von Glauben, my physician, who has 
just attended you, will escort you to it. You will pass out 
quite unnoticed,—- and ibe, — as you desire it — ^agab at full 
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liberty. Let the memory of the King whose life you saved 
trouble you no more, — except when you look upon his better 
counterpart !— as then, ^perchance, you may think more kindly 
of him! For he has to suffer!— not so much for his own 
faults, as for the faults of a system formulated •by his 
ancestors.” 

Her intense eyes glowed witl^ a fire of enthusiasm as she 
lifted them to his Luv. 

“Kingship would be a grand system,” she said, “if kings 
were true*! And Autociacy would be the best and nollfbst 
form of g()^'crnmcnt in the world, if autocrats could be found 
wlio wtre intellectual and honest at one and the same time I ” 

He look« d at her observantly. 

“ You think they aie neithci*?” 

“/think? * I* ^ am nothing,- my opinions count ‘tor noth- » 
ing 1 But Ilistoiy gives evidence, and supplies proof of their 
incy'inpelem'y. A g»‘eat kvig, -good as wc^d as great, — would 
be the salv’ation of this present time of the world ! ” 

Still he kept his eyes ujion her. 

“do on!”- lie said— “Tlwre is something in your mind 
whnh you would fain express to me more* openly. You 
have eloquent features, Madame! — and your looks are the 
candid mirror of your thoughts. Speak, I beg of you 1 ” 

Tlic light of a dyeing inward hope flashed in her face and 
inspired her vciy attitude,* as she stood before him, entirely 
regardless of heiself. • # 

c “ Then, — since you give me leave,— I will speak I ” she 
said; “For perhaps I shall never see you again— *>ievcr have , 
the chance to ask you, as a Man whom the mere accident of 
birth has made a king, to have more thought, more pity, 
more love for your subjects 1* Suiely yon should be their 
guardian — their father— «lheir protector? Surely you should 
not leave them to become the prqy nf unscrupulous financiers 
or intriguing Churchmen? Some say you are yourself in- 
volved in the cruel schemes whuh are slowlf but steadily 
lobbing this countiy^’s people of thur Trades, the lawful means 
of their subsistence ; and that you approve, in the nnamj of 
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the private contracts which place our chief manufactures and 
lines of traffic in the hands of foreign rivals. But I do not 
believe this. Wc — and by we, I mean the Revolutionary 
party — try hard not to believe thisf I admit to you, as 
faithfully as if 1 stood on my trial before you, that much of 
the woik to which v.e, as. a party have pledged ourselves, * 
consists in moving the destruction of the Monarchy, and 
the formation of a Republic. But why? Only because the • 
Monaichy has proved itself indilTeient to the needs of the 
p«Rple, and deaf to their piotestalicMis against? injustice ! 
Thus ve have conctntd it likely that a Republic might help 
to mend matters,- - if it were in power for at least some twenty 
or thirty years,- but at tltc same liiii ‘ vt* know well enough 
that if a King ruled over Vis *vho \\as indeed a King, — who 
would rtifuse to be the tool of paily spe«ulalois, and who 
could not be-moved this wuy or that by the tyrants of finance, 
the people would have far more chance of tiiualily andjight 
than under a Republic even ’ Only we cannot find that king ! — 
no country can 1 You, for instance, are no hero ! You will 
not think for yourself, though you might ; you only interest 
yourself in affairs that may redound to your personal and 
private cicdit; or in those which affect ‘society,’ the most 
dissolute portion of the community - and you have shown so 
little ind’vidualily in yourself or your actions, that, your un- 
e'^pected refusal to grant Ct-owiv lands to the Jesuits was 
scarrelx bclicwed in 01 accepted, Qtherwise than as a caprice, 
till your fiwn ‘official’ announcement. Even now w’c can 
scarcely fee brought to look upon it except as an impulse 
inspired by fear ! Herein, we do you, no doubt, a grave in- 
justice ; I, for one, honestly believe that you have refu.sed 
these lands to the Priest-Pc^iticians, out of earnest consider- 
ation for the future peace and welfa^ of your subjects.” 

‘‘Nay, wffiy beljeve even thus much of me?” he interrupted - 
with a grave smile ; “ May* you not be misled by that Resem- 
blance 1 bear^to one who is, in >our eyes, so much my superior?” 

A faint expression of offence darkened her face, and her ^ 
brows contracted. ^ 

(• * 
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“You are pleased to jest’” she said coldly; “As I said 
before*, il is man^s only way of turning aside, or concluding all 
argument with a woman I I am mistaken perhaps in the 
instinct which has led rfe to speak to you as openly, as I have 
ijone, — and yet, — I know in my heart I can do you po harm 
by telling you tlu* truth, as others would never tell it to you ! 
Many times w'ithin the last two months the people have sent 
in petitions to you against the Heavy taxes with which your 
Government is afTlicting them, and they can get no answer to 
their desjieralc* appeals. Is it kingly —is it worthy of your 
post as Head of this leafni, to turn a deaf ear to the cries of 
those wliose hard earned money let ]is you on the Throne, 
housed in luxury, gmirdcd from everj possible evil, and happily 
ignorant of the pangs of want and 'hunger? How can you, if 
you have a heart, permit siuh an iniquitous act on theTpart of 
your Government as the sitting of a tax on bread? — the all in 
all of life to the vc ry poor ’ I lave }oii evei seen young children 
cryin'J for breae’ ? Iliave! Have you ever seen strong men 
rcduc(*(l to the shaim* of stealing bread, to feed their wives and 
infants ? I have ! I think of it as 1 stand here, surrounded 
by the luxury which is your d.nly lot,— and kne^wing what I 
know’, I would stiip these satin draped walls, and sell every- 
thing of value around me if 1 possessed it, rather than know 
that one woman or ihild '•larved within the city’s precincts! 
Your Ministers tell you tlicr« is a deficiency in the Exchequer, 
—-but you do not ask why, qr how the deficiency arose k You 
do not ask w’hether Ministers themselves have cot been 
frafficking and speculating wulh the country’s money f For if 
deficiency there be, it has aiisen out of the Government’s 
mismanagement ! The ( loveinment have had the people’s 
money,— and have tin own it recklessly away. Therefore, they 
have no rigiit to ask foi more, to sujiply what they themselves 
have wilfully w’astcd. No right, I sa^ right to rob them 
of another coin ! If I were a man, and a king like you, I 
would voluntarily resign more than half my animal kingly 
■income to hcl[> that deficit in the National Exchequer till it 
^d been leplaced; — 1 would live poor^ — and be content to 
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know that by my act I had won far more than many millions—- 
a deathless, and beloved name of honour with my people ! ” 

She paused. He said not a word.^ Suddenly shS became 
conscious. that her hair was unbound and falling loosely about 
her ; sUe had almost forgotten this till now. A wavt; of colouf 
swept over her face, — but she mastered her embarnissinenl, and 
gathering the long tresses together in her left hand, twisted 
them up slowly, and with an evident painful effort. 'The King 
watched her, a little smile hovering about his mouth. 

If I might help you ! ’’ he said softly — “ but- - thfit is a task 
for my Resemblance ! ” 

She appeared not to hear him. A suddtui determination 
moved her, and she uttered her thoiiglit boldly and at all 
hazards. * • 

** If yftu do not, as the public report, apjytove of the finan- 
cial schemes out of which your Ministers make their fortunes, 
to the utter ruin of the people in^ general,” she said slctf^ly; 

** Dismiss (-arl r<*rousse from office ! So may you jierchance 
avert a great national disaster ! ” 

He permitted himself to smile indulgently. 

“Madame, you may ask much!— and Iiowever great your 
demands, I will do my utmost to meet and comply with them ; 
— but like all your charming sex, you forget that a king can 
seldom oi never interfere with a political situation I It^ould be 
ve’^' unwise policy on my pan to dfemiss M. Terousse, seeing 
tliat he ig already^ nominated as the *iexL Premier.” 

“The ne^t Premier !” Lotys echoctl the words with a pas- • 
sionate scefrn ; “If that is so, 1 give you an honest warning I 
The people will revolt, — no force can hold them back or keep 
them in check ! And if you should command your soldiery to 
fire on the populace, there muSl be bloodshed and crime 1 — on 
your head be the result ! Oh, are 5 g>u iisot, can you not be 
something higher than even a king? -an honest man? Will 
you not open the eyes of your mind to see the wickedness, 
falsehoo*d and^ treachery of this vile Minister, who ministers 
only to his own ends ? — who feigns incorruptibility in order to 
more easily corrupt others? — who assumes the defence of out- 
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lying states, merely to hide the depredations he is making on 
home power? Nay, if you will not, you are not worth a 
- beggar*s ‘^blessing ! — and I shall wonder to myself why God 
made of you so exact a copy of one whom I know to be a good 
%ian ! ” * • 

Her breath came and went quickly, — her cheeks were 
flushed, and great tears stood in her eyes. But he seemed 
altogether unmoved. 

“r faith, I shall wonder too!” he said very tranquilly; 
/ Good m(5n are scarce l—and to be the copy of one is excellent, 
though it may in some cases be misleading 1 Madame, I have 
heard you with patience, and — if you will permit me to say so — 
admiration ! I honour your courage — your frankness — and — 
still more — your absolute independence. You speak of wrongs 
to the People. If such wrongs indeed exist ” 

“ If 1 ” interrupted Lotys with a whole world of meaning in 
. the expression. 

“I say, if they indeed exist, I will, as far as I may,— en- 
deavour to remedy them. 1, personally, have no hesitation 
in declaring to you that I an) not involved in the financial 
schemes to wHich you allude — tl'.ough I know two or three of 
my fellow-sovereigns who are ! But I do not care sufficiently 
, for money to indulge in speculation. Nevertheless, let me 
tell you,<vspeculation is good, and even necessary in matters 

affecting national finance, «and I am confident ” here he 

smiled enigmatically, “tha^ the country’s hoitbur is s^e in the 
I hands of M. Perousse 1 ” 

At this she lifted her head proudly and looked a^ him, with 
i eyes that expressed so magnificent a disdain, that had he been 
aiiy other than the man he was, he might have quailed beneath 
the lightning flash of such utter Contempt. 

“You are confident tljat the country’s honoyr is safe !” she 
, >)^pcated bitterly; “I am confident that if is betrayed and 
' ''^haPiied! And History will set a*curse against the King who 
helped in its downfall i ” ^ * 

, He regarded her with a vague, lingering gentleness, 
y “ You are harsh, Madame 1 ” he said^softly ; '* But you could 
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not offend me if you tiied ! I quarrel with none of your sex ! 
And you will, I hope, thuik better of me some diy, — and not 
be sorry — as perhaps you are now — f(jr ha\ing saved a life so 
worthless !. Farewell ! ” 

She offered no response. The silken i>ortiuc rustled and ^ 
swayed, — the door opened and shut again (jinetly — he was 
gone. Left alone, Lotys dtopped wcaiily on the sofa, and 
burying her head in the soft cushions, gave way to an oulbuist 
of tears and sobbed like a tired »’iid exhausted child. In 
thfe condition Professor von Glau^en, entering •presently, 
found her. But his sympathy, if he feit any, was outwardly 
very clpll and foimal. Another dose of his ‘cordial,* — a 
careful examination and lestiajiping of the woundt'd shoulder, 

— these summed up the vTlioV of his consolation ; and his 
precise Cold manner did much to lestoi ' lii?r to her self-pos- 
session. Shef thanked him in a few words lor his piofessional 
attention, without raising her e)qp to his faie, and qiyetly 
followed him dowm a long nairow jiassage winch terminated 
in a small private door giving egress to the Royal pleasure- 
grounds,— and here a hired close carriage was waiting. Putting 
her carefully kito this vehicle, tlie Professor tht*n delivered 
himself of his last instructions. 

“The driver has no orders beyond the Citadel, Madame,** he 
explained. “His Majesty begged me to say that li4e has no 
d-sire to seem incjuisitive as to yoifl: place of residence. You 
will therefore please^ inform the •coachman yourself as to 
where you* wish to be druen. And take care of that so-^ 
much-wouhded shoulder*** he added, relapsing into a kinder 
and less formal tone; — “It will pain you, — but there will be . 
no inflammation, not now I have treated it *— and it will heal 
quickly, that I will guarantee — I, who have had first care 
of it ! ’* • • • V i 

She thanked him again^ in a low vok e, — there was M 
uncomfortable lump in her throat, and tears still trembled OIX 

iier lashes. • . ' 

“ Remember well,** said tlie Professoi cheerily; “how very 
grateful we are to youi What we shall do for you some day, 
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we do not yet know ! A monument in the public square, or a 
bust in the Cathedral ? Ha, ha ! Good-bye ! You have the 
blessing of the nation with you 1 ” 

She shook her head deprecatingly, — she tried to .smile, but 
she could not trust herself to speak. The carriage rolled 
swiftly down the broad avenue and soon disappeared, and the 
Professor, having watched the last flash of its wheels vanish 
between the arching trees, executed a slow and somewhat 
solemn pas-seul on the doorstep where it had left him. 

' “ Ach so ! ” he exclaimed, almost audibly ; “ The Kirig’s 

Comedy progresses ! But it had nearly taken the form of 
Tragedy to-day — and now Tragedy itself has melted into senti- 
ment, and tears, and passion ! And w'ith this very difficult 
kind of human mixture, the worst may happen ! ” 

^ He re-entered flhe Palace and returned with some haste to 
' the apartments of the King, whither he had been* bidden. 

But on arriving there hf was met by an attendant in the 
ante-room who informed him that his Majesty had retired to 
‘ his private library and desired to be left alone. 
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M S \\ I OMl ’ ♦ 

T IIL Slitc I*nson v is i ^ i onn 1 niu ss I uilt on a wedge 
of Kuk ihu jult <1 fii ( ut into ih m in It stood 
fullfronUd to the north, •ind hid opj <1 its missive walls 
ind hui^L bittlcn cuts to \<^y ^ it ( f storm i )i m in} ( < nturics 
It was a Tflu of midi \ \l ’ns wh n tortiin no kss than 
dtath, w IS the diil> jiiaaici ol tlu 1 iw and wh n jitrsons 
were punished is ci util) tor 1 ^ht olhntis as f >r tht gnattst 
crimes It w is (ompkt 1> hoiu} oinbul with dungeons and 
subtnrancin jiissi^fcs, whicli lid to the si i md in om of 
the dirkest snd dupcst of th s( iin h rgiound <l11s, the 
wretched yout^i who hid itl mjited tlu Iih of the King, was 
jlaod under tlu chi i,( of tw > urn d w irdi rs, who marched 
up and down outside tlu lu ivih hut d door, kuping close 
watr h and ^u^td Neitlui ih ynoran)oiu (1st h id e^eliangcd 
a word with th< prisoner ince 1 is arit i He hid give n them 
no ti oil We lie had b(C i eartfull) st irclud, hut nothing of 

in incriminating natuie hid bteii found ujion him, nothing 
to point tt any possible instigator of his distard trime He 
had entered the dungeon illottedto him with dmosta ehterful 
air, — he had muttered half inaudibk th ink for the bread and 
water which had been passed hi i throu^.!! tlu grating , and 
he had seated Jumse If upon the r M^bfi>h, hewn out of the 
stone wall, with a j ign ition that n ^ht h iv( e isily passed for 
pk asurc As the time wor? on, 1 owi vtr ind the reality of his 
position began to press more conseioiisl) ujion his senses, the 
warders heard him sigh dcepl), ind move rcstl ssly, and once 

he give a cry like that of a wound* d animal, exclaiming — * 

• 3wr 
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*‘For Thy sake, Lord Christ ! For Thy sake I strove— for 
l^Thy sake, and iti.Thy service ! Thou wilt not leave me here 
l^to perish I” - , / ^ 

He had been brought to the prison imm^’diately after his 
i V murderous attack, and the time had then been about foijr in the 
C afternoon. It was now night ; and all over the city the joy-bells 
' were clashing out music from the Cathedral to vers, to express 
! • the popular thanksgiving for the miraculous escape and safety 
I' of the King. The echo of the chimes winch had been ringing 
ever sincb sunset, was ^caught by the sea and thrown back 
again upon the air, so that it pariially drowned the melancholy 
clarjg of the prison bell, whirli in its turn, tolled forth the 
dreary passing of the time for tnose to whom liberty had 
become the merest shadow of a dre ini. As it struck nine, a 
priest presentc.d himself to the Se])erintendent of the prison, 
bearing a ‘permit’ from General Bernhofif, *ITead of the 
, Police, to visit and ‘conf^'ss’ the prisoner. He was led to 
the cell and admitted at once. At the noise of a stranger’s 
entrance, the criminal raised himself from the sunken attitude 
into which he had fallen on his stone bench, and watched, by 
the light of the dim lamp set in the wall, the c^nproach of his 
j tall, gaunt, black-garmented visitor with evident horror and 
fear. When,—' with the removal of the shovel hat and thick 
muffler which had helped to disguise that visitor s personality, 
— the features of Monsigiior Del Fortis were disclosed, he 
'.sprang forward and threw himself on his knees. 

^ “ Mercy ! — Mercy ! ” he moaned — “ Have pity on me, in the 

name of God ! ” ^ 

Del Fortis looked down upon him with contempt, as though 
he were some loathsome reptile writhing at his feet. 

“Silence!” he said, in a ha.sh whisper — “Remember, we 
, are watched here 1 • Ge|^ up ! — w'hy do you kneel to me? I 
have nothing to do with you, beyond fuch office as the 
Church enjoins ! ” And a cold smile darkened, rather than 
Jj! lightened hii features. “ I am sent to adraiijister ‘ Spiritual 
k consolation ’ to you ! ” 

Slowly the prisoner struggled up^^to a standing posture, 
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and pressing both hands to his head, he stared wildly before 
him. 

“‘Spiritual consolation M ” he mustered — “‘Spiritual’?’* - 
A faint dull vacuous smile flickered over his face, and 
shuddoFcd. “ I understand ! You come to [wepare my soul ; 
for Heaven I *’ r 

Del Fortis gave him a sinister look. 

“That depends on yourself!” he replied curtly — “The 
Church can speed you either way, — to Heaven, or — Hell I ” 

•The prisoner’s hands clenched involuntarily with* a gesture 
of despair. 

“I know that!” he said sullenly Tlie Church can save 
or kill ! AVhat of it ? I .‘fm now beyond even the power of 
the Church ! ” * • 

Del Fortis seated himself on the stone ben^h. 

“ Come here ! ” he said — “ Sit down beside me ! ” 

The prisoner obeyed. ^ , 

“ Look at this 1” — and ho drc>v an ebony and silver crucifix 
from his breast — “ Fix your eyes upon it, and try, my son,” — 
here he raised his voice a little — “ tr>' to conquer your thoughts 
of things temporal, and lift them to the things which are 
eternal 1 For things temporal do qui< kly vanish and disperse, 
but things eternal shall endure forever ! Humble your soul 
before God, and besc<.‘ch Him w'ith me, to njercifulljj cleanse 
the dark stain of sin upon your*souP” Here he began, 
mumblirig a prayer, and while.engaged in this, he caught 
the prisoner's hind in a close grip. “ Act — act with me ! ” he 
said firmly.* “ Fool ! — Play a part, as I do ! Pend your head ^ 
close to mine — assume shame and sorrow even if you cannot ’ 
feel it ! And listen to me well 1 You have failed 

“ I know it ! ” • \ t 

The reply catpe thick and low'. ^ ? 

“ Why did you ijiake the attempt at all ? Who persuaded 
you ? ” * 

^ The Wretche^ youth lifted his head, and showed a wild white . 
face, in which. the piteous eyes, sUirting from their sockets,^ 
looked blind with terror.^ 
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“ Who persuaded me ? ” he replied mechanically— “ No one ! 
\r No single one,— but many ! ” 

Del Fortis gripped li^m firmly by the wrist. 

; “You lie!” he simled — “How dare ycu utWr such a 
^ calumny I Who were you ? What were you ? A njiserable 
' starveling — picked up from the streets and saved from penury, — 
housed arid sheltered in our College, — taught and trained and 
/ given paid employment by us,— what have you to say of 
.Cf' * persuasion ? — you, w^ho owe your very life to us, and to 
: v’ our charily ! ’ ^ • 

' Roused by this attack, the prisoner, wrenching his hand 
; away from the priest’s cruel grasp, sprang upright, 
i}, “Wait — wait!” he said breathfesly — “You do not under- 

standi You forget! All my life I have been under One 
great influence--*all my life I have been taught to dream One 
' ^ great Dream 1 When I talk of * persuasion,’ I only mean the 
perj^uasion of that force wliich has surrounded me as closely 
; as the air I breathe ! — that spirit which is bound to enter into 
all who work for you, or with you I Oh no ! — neither you nor 
any member of your Order ever seek openly to ‘ persuade * any 
man to any act, w^hether good or evil — your. Rule is much 
wiser than that! — much more subtle! You issue no actual 
coiS^mands — your power comes chiefly by suggestion ! And 
7£M y(j*i, — working for you — I have thought day and night, 
night and day, of the glory of Rome ! — the dominion of 
Rome ! — the triumph of JRome ! I have learned, ujider you, 
to wish for it, to pray for it, to desire it more than my own 
life ! — do you, can you blame me for that ? Y ou dare not call 
it a sin ; — for your Order represents it as a virtue that condones 
all sin!” 

Del Fortis was silent, watching him with a kind of curious 
contempt. • ^ 

“ It grew to be part of me, this Dream J ” went on the lad, 
' his eyes now shining with a feverish brilliancy — “ And I began 
to see wonderful visions, and to hear voices c|lling me in thip 
. , daytime, — voices that no one else heard ! Once in the College 
chapel I saw the Blessed Virgin’s picture smile 1 I was copying 
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documents for the Vatican then, — and I thought of the Holy 
Father, — ^liow he was imprisoned ‘in Rome, when he should be 
Emperor of all the Emperors, — Kin^ of all the Kings f I 
remembered how it was that he had no temporal power, — 
thougl^all the powers of the earth should be subservient tO' , 
him ! — and my heart beat almost to bursting, and my brain , 
seemed on fire I — but the Blessed Virgin's picture still smiled ; ; 
— and I knelt down befor? it and swore tliat I, — even I, 
would help to give the whole world back to Rome, even if 
I^iied for it ! ^ • 

He caught hi^ breath With a kind of sob, and looked ' 
appealingly at Del Fortis, who, fingering tiie crucifix he held, 
sat immovable. • 

“And then — and then ’*• hu wtmt on, “I heard enough, — , 
while afrwoik in the monasu ry with you and the brethren, — 
to strengthen and fire my resolution. I learned that all kings 
are, in the-^e days, the enemies of the Chinch, I learned that 
they were all united in one resolve ; and that, — to deprive the 
Holy Father of temporal pow'cr ! Then I set myself to study 
kings. Each, and all of those who sit on thrones to-day 
passed before; my view ; — all sclfislj, money-seeking, sensual 
men I — not one good, true soul among them ! Demons they 
seemed to me,-— bent on depriving Clod’s KvangelLst in Rome ^ 
of his Sacred and Supreme Sovereignty ! It made rrjp mad ! — , . 
and I would have killed aU kingSf could 1 have done so with 
a singlp thought ! Then came ^a day when you preached 
openly in the Cathedral agaii st this one King, who should by / 
right hav« gone to his account this very afternoon ! — you told^ 
the people ho^ he had refused lands to the Churc h, — and X 
how by this wicked act he had stoj>pcd the progress of - ^ 
religious education, and hack put hiinsclf, as it were, in 
way of Christ^who said: ‘Suffer little children to come unfa"; 
Me!' And my .dreams of the glory t;f Rome again took;') 
shape — I saw in my minfl all the cliildren, — the poor little 
children of tjje world, gathered to the knee of the Holy Father, - 
*and brought up to obey him and him only! — I remembered^ 
my oath before the Messed Virgin's picture, and all my soul 
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cried out: ‘Death to the crowned Tyrant! Death I’ For 
you said — and I believed it — that all who opposed the Holy 
Father’s will, were opposed to the will of God ! — and over and 
over again I said in heart : ‘ Death to the tyrant ! Death 1 ’ 
And the words went with me like the response of a lifany, — 
till — till — I saw him before me to-day — a pampered fool, 
surrounded by women ! — a blazoned liar ! — and then — ” He 
paused, smiling foolishly ; and shaking his head with a slow 
,, movement to and fro, he added — “The dagger should have 
struck home ! — it was aimed surely — aimed strongly ! — lut 
that woman came between — why did she come ? They said 
she was Lotys ! — ha ha ! — Lotys, the Revolutionary sybil ! — 
Lotys, the Socialist ! — but that ccTuld not be, — Lotys is as 
great an enemy of kings as I am 1 

“ And an eneipy of the Church as well ! said D<>1 Fortis 
harshly — “Between the Church and Socialism,* all Thrones 
stand on a cracking earth, devoured by fire ! But make no 
mistake about it 1 — the woman was Lotys I Socialist and 
. Revolutionary as she may be, she has saved the life of the 
King. This is so far fortunate — for you ! And it is much to 
be hoped that she herself is net slain by your dagger-thrust ; — 
death is far too easy and light a punishment for her and her 
associates ! We trust it may please a merciful God to visit her 
with more lingering calamity 1 ” 

As he said this, he piously kissed the crucifix he held, 
keeping his shallow dark eyes fixed on the prisoner ]j’ith the 
expression of a cat watching a mouse. The half-cr^ed youth, 
^absorbed in the ideas of his own dementia, still : smiled to 
, himself vaguely, and nervously plucked at his fingers, till Del 
Fortis, growing impatient and forgetting for moment that 
' they stood in 9 prison cell, the imerior of which might possibly 
. be seen and watched/rom^many points of observation unknown 
' to them, went up to him and shook hJm roughly by the arm. 

“Attention!” he said angrily— Rouse yourself and hear 
L me ! You tdk like a fool or a madman, — yet ygu are fteither 
; — neither, you understand? — neither idiot-born nor suddenly 
xrazed; — so, when on your trial dc not feign to be what you 
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are not I Such ideas as you have expressed, though they may 
have their foundation in a desire for good, are evil in their 
results — yet even out of evil good may come ! The power of 
Rome — the glory of Rome — the dominion of Romo ! Rome, 

^ supreme Mistress of the world ! Would you J\elp the Church 
to win this great victory ? I’hcn now is your chanc'e I God 
has given you — you, His yoor instrument, -the means to \ 
effectually aid His conque^t,-~lo Him ho all the praise and 
thanksgiving T It rests with )oa to accept His message and 
pi^form His work ! ” ^ • 

The high-flown, melodramatic intensity with which ho pro- 
nounced these words, liad the desired effect on the stunned 
and bewildered, weak inind*of the unfortunate lad so addressed. 
His eyes sparkled — his eiiouKS Pushed, — and he looked eagerly 
up into fhc face of his priestly hypnotiser. • 

“Yes — yes'!” he said quickly in a breathless whisper — “Rut 
how? — tell me how! I will work oh, I will work --for 
Roipe, for God, for the Rlcs:»ed Viigin ! -I will do all that I 
can! — but how — how? Will the Holy Father send an angel 
to take me out of this prison, so that 1 may be free to help 
God?” 

Del Fortis surveyed him with a kind of grim derision. A 
slight noise like the slipping-back or slip{)ing-io of a grating, 
startled him, and he looked about him on all sides, rgoved by 
r, sudden nervous apprehension. l>ul tlu*, massive walls of the 
cell, oo4ng wilFi damp and slime, Jiad apparently no aperture ' 
or outlet a^iywhcre, not even a slit in the masonry for the 
admission •of dayjight. Satisfied with his hasty examination, 
he took his credulous victim by the arm, and led him back 
to the rough stone bench where they had first b<;gun to 
converse. • 

“ Kneel dowe here before me ! hy said — “ Kneel, as if you 
were repeating all the sins of yemr life to rnc' in your last con- 
fession I Kneel, I say 1 ” * 

^ Feebly, an^with trembling limbs, ilu- lad obeyed. 

“ Now,” continued Del Fortis, holding up the crucifix before 
him — “TryHo tollow ijy woras and understand them! To- 
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, morrow, or the next day, you will be taken before judge 
; and tried for your attempted crime. Do you realise that ? ” 

“I do ! ” The answer came hesitatingly, and with a faint 
moan. 

“ Have you thought what you intend to say when you are 
, asked your reasons for attacking the King ? Do you mean to 
tell judge and jury the story of what you call your * persuasion * 
to dream of the dominion of Rome ? ” 

“ Yes — yes ! ” replied the lad, looking up with an eager light 
on his face — “Yes, I will tell them all, — just as 1 have leld 
you ! I'hcn they will know, — they w’ill see that it was a good 
thought of mine — it would have been a good sin ! I will speak 
• to them of the wicked wrongs done to you and your Holy 
Order, — of the cruelly w'hi( h the Christian Apostle in Rome 
has to suffer at the hands of kings —and they will ackiiowledge 
me to be right and just ; — they wall know I am as a man 
insp^ed by God to work for the Church, the bride of Christ, 
and to make her Queen of all the world ! " 

He stopped suddenly, intimidated by the cruel glare of the 
wolfish eyes above him, 

“ You will say nothing of all this ! ’’ and De’ Forlis shook 
the crucifix in his face as though it w^ere a threatening weapon ; 
“You will say only what I choose, — only what I command! 
And if you do not swear to speak as I tell you, I will kill you ! 
— here and now — with my own hands ! ” 

Uttering a half-srnothered cry, the wTetched” youth recoiled 
in terror. 

“ You will kill me ? You — yoii ? he gasped — “ No — no ! — 
you could not do that ! you could not, — you are a holy man ! 
I — I am not afraid that you will hurt me I I have done 
. nothing to offend you, — I have 'alw^ays been obedient to you, 
. — I have been your*slavj — your dog to fetch and carry I — and 
you should remember, — yes I — you should remember that my 
, mother w^as rich, — and that because she too felt the call of God, 
she gave all her money to the Church, and left me ‘thrown 
upon the streets to starve ! But the Church rescued me — the 
Ch^ch did not forget 1 And I am re|dy to serve the Church 
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in all and every possible >vay, — I have done my best, even 
now ! ” 

He spoke with all the passionate selj-persiiasion of a fanatic, 
and Del Ifortis judged it wiser to control his own fierce inward 
impatience and deal with him more restrainedly. 

“That is true enough he said in milder accents ; You 
are ready to serve the Church, — I do not doubt it but you 
do not serve it in tlie right w^ay. No eartiily good is gained to 
us by the killing of kings ! 'Fheir conversion and obedience are 
w^at we seek. This king you wroul^ have slain isfa baptised 
son of the Church ; but bcyoiul attending mass regularly in his 
private^chapcl, which he does for the itjctc sake of api)earances, 
he is an atheist, condemnAl to the firrs of Hell. Nevertheless, 
no advantage to us could *j»OHKibly be ol)tained by his death. 
Much cJln be done for us bv you — yes, v(?2/»'--and much will 
depend on the answers to the tjuestions asked you at your trial. 
Give those answers as I .sliall bid you, and you will win a 
triumph for the cause of Rome!* * 

The prisoners eyes glittered feverishly,— full of the delirium 
of bigotry, he caught the lean, cold hand that lield the crucifix, 
and kissed it ft-Tvenlly, 

“Command me !” he muttered— -“Command I— and in the 
name of the Blessed Virgin, I will obey !*! 

“Hear then, and attend closely to my words,” wept on Del ■ 
Fortis, enunciating his sentences* in a low' distinct voice — ' 

“ Wherpyou are brought before the judge, you w'ill Vx* accused 
of an atteippt to assassinate the King. Make no denial of it, ' 
— admit it at once, and express contrition. You will then be* ■ ; 
asked if any person or persons instigated you to commit the 
crime. To this say ‘ yes M ” . : 

“Say ‘yesM” repeated tfie lad— “Bui that will not be’^'; 
true!” • ^ 

“Fool, does it matter!” ejaculated Del Fortis, almost 
savagely — “Have you not*sworn to speak as I command you? , 

^ What 'is it tc^you whether it is true or false ? ” 

A slight shiver passed through the prisoner’s limbs — but 
was silent 



4o6 


"TEMPORAL POWER” 


“Say,” — went on his pitiless instructor — “that you were 
enticed and persuaded to commit the wicked deed by the 
teachings of the Socialist, Sergius Thord, and his followers. 
Say that the woman Lotys knew of your intention, — and saved 
the life of the King at the last moment, through fe»r, lest 
her own seditious schemes should be discovered and herself 
punished. Say, — that because you were young and weak and 
impressionable, she diosc you out^o attempt the assassination. 
Do you hear ? ” 

“ 1 beam! ” 7'lie replj came thickly and almost inaudible* 
“But must 1 tell these lies? I have never spoken to Sergius 
I hard iti rnv lih' !-^ nor to the woman TyOt)^s ; — I know nothing 
of or their followers, except t)y the public talk ; — why 
sl)Ould I harm the innocent? .La me tell the truth, I pray 
of you !~-lcf me .<^peal< as my heart dictates !— let me plead 
for the Holy Fatlier-— for yc^u — for your Order~for the 
Church 1 ” 

He broke off as Del korfis caught him by both hands in an 
angry grip. 


“ Do not dare to speak one word of the Church ! ” he said— 
“Or of us,- or oi our Order! Lei not a single syllable 
escape vour lips concerning youi connection with us and our 
^ ociety . or we shall find means to make you regret it » 
Beware betray ing yourself! When you are once before the 

^""our Work, 

•hiri^cino youth’rocked 

of nervous J^'^.hands,in a kind 

n,vse'f ^ T ^ be answerable for 

faS fo ^ 'vhen I am brought 

uct to face with my aceffsers ?— when I spp nlftKo ^ Jr i 

eyes of the people turned upon n»e? How can 1 denv 
knowledge of those who brought me un ^ ! 

educated me? If ihp„ nd, r P’ ^ nurtured and 

you?.-under vou not with- 

your suft, ranee and charity? If they seek to 
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know my means of subsistence, is it not through you that I 
receive the copying-work for which I am paid ? You would 
not have me repudiate all this, would you? I should be 
worse than a dog in sheer ingratitude it I did not bear open 
testimqpy to all the Church has done for me ! ” 

“ Be, not worse than a dog, but faithful as a dog in obedi- ; \ 
ence ! responded Del Fortis impressively — “ And, for once, - 
speak of the Church with tlfe indifference of an atheist, — or * 
with such marked coldness as a wise man speaks of the woman , 
h% secretly adores ! Hold the Church and Us too sacred for 
any mention in a Court of criminal law ! But serve the 
Church by involving the Socialist and Revolutionary party ! 
Think of the magnificent •results which will spring from this ^ 
act, — and nerve yourself to tqjl ? lie in order to support a 
truth!”. 

Rising unsteadily from his knees, the prisoner stood upright. 

By the flicker of the dim lamp, he looked deadly pale, and his ' 
limbs tottered as though shaken by*an ague lit. • 

** What good will come of it ? ” he queried dully — “ What 
good can come of it ? ” 

“ Great and lasting good will come of it I ” — replied Del 
Fortis — “ Ancfit will come quickly too ; — in this way, — for by 
fastening the accusation of undue influence on Sergius Thord 
and his companions, you will obtain Government restriction, 
if not total suppression of the Socialist party. Thi? is what 
we need ! Th^ Socialists are growing too strong — too powerful 
in every country, — and we are on the brink of trouble through 
their accyrsed and atheistical demonstrationi There will#* 
soon be serious disturbances in the political arena — ^possibly .', 
an overthrow of the Government, and a general election — and • - 
if Sergius Thord has the cl^nce of advancing himself as a > 
deputy, he will be elected above all others by an overpowering^ 
majority of tl?e lower classes. ¥00 can prevent this! — you;" 
can prevent it by*a single falsehood, which in this case will be ^ 
more pleasing to God than a thousand mischievous veracities I ' i 
•Will you do ft ? Yes or No ? ” - 

The miserable lad looked helplessly around him, his weak/ ^ 



“TEMPORAL POWER" 


408 

I 

frame ticmiiling as with palsy, and his uncertain fingers pluck- 
ing at each other with that involuntary movement of the 
muscles which indicates a disordered brain. 

“Will you, or will you not?” reiterated Del Fords in a 
whisper that hissed through the close precincts of the fell like 
the warning of a snake about to sting — “ Answer me 1 ” 

“ Suppose I say I will not ! ” — stammered the poor wretch, 
with trembling lips and appcalin^eycs — “Suppose I say I vnll 
not ffilsoly accuse the innocent, even for the sake of tne 
Church--r-? ” ^ 

“Then,' said Del Fords slowly, rising and moving towards 
him ; — “ You had best accept the only alternative — this ! ” 

And he took from his breast p(ff‘ket a small phial', full of 
clear, colourless fluid, and sho^cd^it to him— “Take it !-— and 
so make a quick |ind (juict end I Per, if you betray your con- 
nection with Us by so much as a look,— a sign,. or a syllable, 
— yo^ur mode of exit from this world may be slower, less 
decent, and more painful f” 

The miserable boy wTung his hands in agony, and such a 
cry of despair broke from his lips as might have moved anyone 
less cruelly made of spiritual adamant than the determined 
servaiH of the miellest 'religious' Order knowm. The dull 
harsh clang of the prison bell struck ten. The ‘priest’ had 
been anjmur at the work of ‘confessing' his penitent,— and 
patience was well-nigh cixhausted. 

1 “Swear you will attribute your intended ass&sinatio'n of the 
|King, to the influence of the Socialists!” he said with fierce 

yout'rdifficulties 

to-mght ! It IS a gentle qmetus!-and you ought to thank 

TwiirV-^* IS better than solitary imprisonment for life! 

I will give you absolution for trking it — provided I see vmt 

■ ’'™ “-"-'a,/,:: 

that I left you shrived of^ your sins, and dean ! Half an hour 

after I leave you, you will sleep«!-and vrake-in Heaven ' 
Make your choice I ” J^taven ! 
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Dazzled by the strong and sudden glare, Del Fortis lecoiled, 
and still holding the phial of poison in his hand, stumbled 
back against the half-fainting form of tj^e poor crazed creature . 
he had b.een texrorising,^ as a dozen armed men silently 
entered* the dungeon and ranged themselves in order, six on , 
one side and six on the other, while, in their midst one man 3 
advanced, throwing back his dark military cloak as he came, : 
and displaying a mass Of jewelled orders and insignia on his" ; 
brilliant uniform. Del Fortis uttered a fierce oath. 

^‘The King!” he muttered, under his breath — “The 
King 1 ” * 

“ Ay,^ the King ! ” and a glance of supreme scorn swept , 
over him from head to fo 6 t, as the monarch's clear dark grey 
eyes flashed with the glitter* of tcold steel in the luminance of 
the tordies which were carried by attendants behind him; ^ 
“ Monsignor 'Del Fortis 1 You stand convicted of the offence 
of unlawfully tampering with th.c conscience of a prisoner of ' 
State ! We have heard your every word — and have obtlined 
a bird's-eye view of your policy 1 — so that,— if necessary, — we 
will Ourselves bear witness against you ! For the present, — 
you will be ^detained in this fortress until our further 
pleasure ! '' 

For one moment Del Fortis appeared to be literally coh-; : 
torted in every muscle by his excess of rage. His features - :' 
grev/ livid, — fis eyes became almost blood-red, and his teeth! ; 
met on^is arawn-in under-lip in a smile of intense malignity* /. 
Baffled aggin ! — and by this ‘ king,* — the crowned Dummy, — | . 
who had* ca.'^t aside all former precedent, and instead dP/' 
amusing himself^ with card-playing and sensual intrigue, after, 
the accepted fashion of most modern sovereigns, had pre^ .!;! 
sumed to interfere, not onl)» with the Church, but with the/:'^ 
Government, gnd now, as it seemed, haji acted as a spy on,?? 
the very secrets, of a so-called pnson ‘ confession ' ! The 'y: 
utter impossibility of escaping from the net into which hisV/j! 
own ^ords ^jad betrayed him, stood plainly before his 
and half-choked, hirn with impotent fury, — till — all suddenly ^ 
a thought crossed his^ brain like a flash of fire,, and wit^ a ' 
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strong effort, he recovered his self-possession. Crossing his 
arms meekly on his breast, he bowed with a silent and 
profound affectation of^humility, as one who is bent under the 
Royal displeasure, yet resigned to the Royal command, — then 
with a rapid movement he lifted the poison-phial he hgd held 
concealed, to his lij)s. His action was at once perceived. 
Tw^o or three of the armed guards threw themselves upon him 
and, after a biicf struggle, wrenAed the flask from his hand, 
but not till he liad succeeded in swallowing its contents. 
BrealhingK|ulckly, yet smiling imperturbably, he stood upright 
and calm. 

“God’s will and mine— not your Majesty’s — be done!” he 
said. “ In half an hour— or less-^Mother Church may add 
to her list of martyrs the nam^^ Andrea Del Fortis !— who 
died rather sacrifice the dignity of his calling to the 
tyranny of a king ! ” 


A^slight convulsion passed over his features,— he staggered 
backw'ard. 1 he King, horror-stricken, signed to the prison 
warders standing by, to support him. Hfi muttered a word 
of thanks, as they caught him by both arms. 

“Take me where I ran die quietly!" he said to them, 
“ It will soon be over ! I shall give you little ffoiible ! ” 

A cold, weak, trembling hand clasped his. It was the hand 
of iho Kjng’s wi etched assassin, 

“Let me with you !”,he cried— “Let me die with you ! 
You have been cruel to me I— but you could flot have meant 
It !- -you were once kind ! ” - • 


* Del Fortis thrust him aside. • 

“Curse you ! " he said thickly-- You are fhe caule-you- 
vou are the cause of this damned mischief! You !— God t- 
-0 think ot It ! — you devil’s spawji ! — you cur ' ” 

His voice tailed .him, and he reeled heavily against the 
sturdy form of one of Ihe warders who held*him-S I n! 
were flecked with blood and foam. Shaded and appallJd' 

^ 

"C.™ not 0 faiott-mortal, mtapp, fa fafae 
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passage towards the final judgment!” he said in grave 
accents — “ The blessing of this poor misguided creature may 
help thee more than even a king^s free ^rdon 1 ” 

And he extended his hand ; — but with all the force of his 
now struggling and convulsed body, Del Fortis beat it back, , 
and raised himself by an almost superhuman effort. 

“ Pardon 1 Who talks of pardon 1 ” he cried, with a strong 
voice — “ I do not need it — I* do not seek it ! I have worked 
for the Church — I die for the Church I For every one that 
sa]^ ‘ The King I ' — I say, ‘ Rome ’ 1 ” ^ • 

He drew himself stiffly upright ; his dark eyes glittered ; 
his face, though deadly pale, scarcely looked like the face of 
a dying man. * ! 

“ I say, ‘ Rome ’ 1 ” he rep&tcd, in a harsh whisper ; — “ Over , 
all the v^rld 1 — over all the .kingdoms of the world, and in 
defiance of all kings — *RomeM” 

He fell back, — not dead, — but^ insensible, in the stupor 
whiqh precedes death ; — and was quickly borne out of the 
cell and carried to the prison infirmary, there to receive 
medical aid, though that could only now avail to soothe the 
approaching ag^jnies of dissolution. 

The King ctood mute and motionless, lost in thought, a 
heavy darkness brooding on his features How strange the, 
impulse that had led him to be the mover and witne^ip of this^f^ 
scene I By merest chance he had teamed that Del Fortis had 
applied jpr permission to ‘confess' the would-be destroyer of ; 
his life, — tlje life which Lotys had saved, — and acting — as ' 
he had lately accustomed himself to do — on a sudden first * 
idea or instinct, he had summoned General Bernhoff to ": 
escort him to the prison, and make the way easy for him to. ', 
watch and overhear the inte^ew between priest and peni-^IJi 
tent, — himself unobserved. And frtjm s© slight an incident:^ 

had sprung -a tragedy, — which might have results as yet 
dreamed-of! And while he yet mused upon this, General;^; 
Bemho'ff venljired respectfully to approach him, and ask if itVr 
was now his pleasure to return to the Palace? He roused ^ 
himself, — and with a Ijpavy sigh looked round on the danSj^/ ^ , 



4T2 


"TEMPORAL POWER” 


and dismal cell in which he stood, and at the crouching, 
fear-stricken form of the. semi-crazcd and now violently 
weeping lad who had i^ttemptcd his life. 

" Take that poor wretch away from here J ” he said in 
hushed tones — “ Give him light, and warmth, and food I His 
evil desires spring from an unsound brain; — I would have him 
dealt with mercifully ! Guard him with all necessary and fi/m 
restraint, - but do not brutalise *his body more tlian Rome 
has brulabscd his soul I ” 

With tjiat he turnejl away, — and his armed guard rftd 
attendants followed him. 


That self-same midnight a requiem mass was sung in a 
certain chapel before a silent gatliering of black-robed stern- 
featured men, who prayed “•For the repose of the soul of 
our dear brotbai, Andrea Del.Fortis, servant of God, and 
martyr to the cause of truth and justice,-^ who departed 
thisjife suddenly, in the j^erfomiance of his sacred duties/^ 
In the newspapers next day, the death of this same martyr 
and shining liglu of the Church was recorded with much 
paid-for regret and press-eulogy as ‘due to heart-failure'; 
and hif; body being claimed by the Jesuit brqtherhood, it was 
buried with great pomp and solemn circumstance, several of 
the CaJliohc societies and congregations following it to the 
grave. .One week after the funeral,— for no other ostensible 
cmise whatever, save the* offence of openly publishing his 
officia refusal of a grant of Crown lands to llie Jesuits, Ithe 

and Infallible Apostfc enthroned 
St. Pe ers Chair, launched against the Kjpg whOhad dared -i 

JW futile *.an of excommunication ; and the Royal son of 
the Church who had honestly* considered the goL of his 
Fop e more than the ^vancement of priestoraf^ stood out- 
>de the sacred pale, -barred by a so<alled.‘ Chris -an ’ «red 
from the mercy of God and the ho*pe of Heaven 



CHAPTER XXVI 


ONE WAY^ ONE WOMAN ! ” 

f OR several days after the foregoing events, the editors 
and proprietors of newspapers had more than enough . 
‘ copy ’ to keep them bus)|^ The narrow escape of the King . 
from assassination, follow'ed.by his excommunication from the 
Church, jvorkcd a curious effect on the minds of the populace, ^ 
who were somewhat bewildered and uncertain *as to the possible 
undercurrent of political meaning flowing beneath the con- 
junction of these two events ; and tlteir feelings were inten»ified 
by the announcement that the youth who had attempted the 
monarch’s life, — being proved as suffering from hereditary 
brain disease, — had received a free pardon, and was placed 
in a suitable I>ome for the treatment of such cases, under 
careful restraint and medical supervision. The tide of popular 
opinion was now divided into two ways, — for, and against, 
their Sovereign- ruler. By far the larger half were a^inst ; — v 
but the ban pronounced upon him by the Pope had the I 
effect of making even this disaffected portion inclined to, ^ 
consider hfln more favourably, — seeing that the Church’s i 
punishment had fallen upon him, apparently because he had ^ 
done his duty, as a king, by granting the earnest petitions of; 
thousands of his subjects. David Jost, who had always made}!^ 
a point of flattering Royalty in all its forms, now let his pen,| 
go with a confplete passion of toaciyism* such as disgraced 
certain writers irf Great Britain during the reigns of the^i 
pernicipus and vicious Georges, — and, seeing the continued'^'! 
success of th8 rival journal which the King had personally;,^ 
favoured he trimmed his sails to the Court breeze, and? 
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dropped the Church party as though it had burned his fingers. 
But he found various channels on which he had previously 
relied for informational rigorously closed to him. He had 
written many times to the Marquis de Lutera to ask if the 
report of his liaving sent in his resignation was correqt, — Out 
he had received no answer. He had called over and over 
again on Carl Perousse, hoping to obtain a few minutes’ 
conversation with hnn, but hadf been denied an interview. 


Cogitating upon these clianges, — which imported much, — 
and wishiifg over and over again that he had been born mi 
Englisliman, so that by the insidious flattery of Royalty he 
might obtain a peerage, — as a certain Jew associate of his 
concerned in the same business London, had recently 
succeeded in doing, — he deckled" that the wisest course to 


follow was to coiatinuc to ‘buttej-’ the King;— henc» he laid 
it on with a thick brush, wherever the grease -of hypocrisy 
could show off best. But work as he would, the ‘ shares ’ 

in his journalistic concerns* were steadily going down, none 

of his numerous magazines or 'half-penny rags,’ paid so well 
as tlicy had hitherto done; while the one paper which had 
lately been so prominently used by the Kinji continued to 
prosper, the public having now learned to accept with avidity 
and eagemess the brilliant articles which bore the signature 
of Pasq^in Leroy, as though they were somewhat of a new 
poiitical gospel. The chawn of mystery intensified this new 
writers reputation. He was never seen in ‘fashionable’ 
^soaety,--no ‘fashionable’ person appeared to know him,— 

‘ and the general impression was that he resided ajtogether out 
of Jie country. Only the members of the Rcvolutio^ry Com- 
r It te were .ware that he was one of them, and recognised hi^ 
work as i^rt of the carrying oufof his sworn bond. He had 
^own to be almost t!ic right hand of Sergius Ttjord; wherever 
Thmd sought supporters, helped to obtaiq them,- -wherevS 
the sick and needy, the desolate afid distressed, required aid 
he somehow managed to secure it,-and next to Uor^ 
of course Lotys,-he was the idol of the Socialist cS ^J 
never spoke m publi,-he seldom app^red at 
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but his influence was dlways felt ; and he made himself and 
his work almost a necessity to the Cause. The action of . 
Lotys in saving the life of the King, “ha<i created considerable 
discussion .among the Revolutionists, not unmixed with anger.! , 
When she first appeared among them after the incident, with ^ 
her arm in a sling, she was greeted with mingled cheers and : 
groans, to neither of which she paid the slightest attention. ; 
She took her seat at the h%ad of the Committee table as 
usual, with her customary indifference and grace, and appeared 
d^f to the conflicting murmurs arqund her, — tiC, as they ' 
grew louder and more complaining and insistent, she raised 
her head and sent the lightning flash of her blue eyes down 
the double line of men wifh a sweeping scorn that instantly 
silenced them. * • 

Whaf do you seek from she demanded ; — “Why do 

you clamour like babes for something you cannot get, — ^-my 
obedience ? ” ^ ^ 

They looked shamefacedly at one another, — then at Sergius 
Thord and Pasquin Leroy, who sat side by side at the lower 
end of the table. Max Graub and Axel Regor, Leroy's two 
comrades, were^for once absent; but they had sent suitable 
and satisfactory excuses. Thord's brows were heavy and 
lowering, — his eyes were wild and unrestful, and his attitude 
and expression were such as caused Leroy to w^atch turn with 
a little more than his usual close afttention. Seeing that his^ 
companions expected him to answer Lotys before them all, he . 
spoke with eyident effort. 

“You make a difficult demand upon us, Lotys,” he said: 
slowly, “ if you wish us to explain the stormy nature of our 
greeting to you this evening. You might surely have under-' 
stood it without a question ! For we are compelled to blame , 
you ; — you whojiave never till now c^serv^d blame, — for the j 
folly of your action, in exposing your own life to save that of ; 
the King ! The one is valuable to us — the other is nothing.^; 
to us ! 'Besidqj, you have trespassed against the Seventh Rule ' 
o? our Order — which solemnly pledges us to ‘destroy the\' 
present mormchy ' 1 ” ^ ^ v ^ ) 
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“ Ah ! ” said Lotys, “ And is it paf t of the oath that the 
monarchy should bo destroyed by murder without warning? 
You know it is not ! ^You know that there is nothing more 
dastardly, more covirardly, more utterly loathsome and con- 
temptible than to kill a man defenceless and unarmq^ I Wei 
speak of a Monarchy, m)t a King; — not one single individual, 
— for if he wore killed, he has three sons to come after Hm, 
You have called me the Soul of*an Ideal ; — good ! But I am 
not, and will not be the Soul of a Murder-Committee ! ” 

“ UeliSjpoken P* sai(J Johan Zegota, looking up from soine 
papers which he, as secretary to the Society, had been docket- 
ing for the convenience of Thord’s perusal; “But do not 
forget, brave Lotys, that the very^iext meeting we hold is the 
anniial one, in which we dr»;v Ibts for the ‘ happy dispatch * 
of traitors and fclse rulers ; and .that this year the n^fme of the 
King is among them ! ” 

l^otys grew a shade imler, but she replied at once and 
dauntlessly. 

I do not forget it ! But if lots arc cast jmd traitors 
doomed, it is part of our procedure to give any such doomed 
man six months’ steady and repealed warnmg, that he may 
have time to repent of Ins mistakes and remedy them, so that 
haply he may still be sjiared ;— and also that he may take heed 
to arnv himself, that he do not die defenceless. Had I not 
sa\^ed the King, his death would iiave been set down to us, 
md our work ! Any one of you might have'been accused of 
influencing the crazy boy who attempted the deed,— and it is 
quite possible our meetings would have been suj^pressed, and 

all ourwork fatally hindered, -if notentirei;stopped. Foolish 

me!— but you" 

^e bhnd children all, and camnot even see where you have' 
been faithfully served your faithfullest friend ! ” 

of all present-a light that wasVeflected in their eacer and 

rr /rf- ’Chord’s broodiS w 

smoothed itselt gradually away. • ® 

^^•■Was that indeed your thought. ^Loiys,” he asked gently, 



"ONE WAY,— ONE WOMAN!” 


N 


417 


almost tenderly — "Was it for our sakes and for us alone, that 
you saved the King ? ” 

At that instant Pasquin Leroy turj^ed his eyes, which till 
now had been intent on watching Thord, to the^other end of 
the ta|jle where the fine, compact woman’s head, framed in its 
autumn-gold hair, was silhouetted against the dark background 
of the wall behind her like a cameo. His gaze met hers, — 
and a vague look of fear ar^i pain flashed over her face, as a 
faint touch of colour reddened her cheeks. 

♦ "lam not accustomed to repeat my words, Sergii^s Thord ! ” 
she answered coldly ; " I have said m\ say ! ” 

Looks were exchanged," and there was a silence. 

" If We doubt Lotys, w^ doubt the very spirit of ourselves ! ” 
said Pasquin Leroy, his Mch^ voice thrilling with unwonted 
emotior^; "Sergius — and. comrades all! If you will hear me, 
and believe ^mc, — you may fake my word for it, she has run 
the risk of death for Us! — and has saved Us from false 
accusation, and Government intefference ! To wrong Lotys 
by *so much as a thought, is to wrong the truest woman God 
ever made ! ” 

A wild shout answered him, — ^and moved by one impulse, 
the whole hodf of men rose to their feet and drank ‘ to the 
health and honour of Lotys ! ’ with acclamation, many of them 
afterwards coming rcund to where she sat, and kneeling to kiss 
her hand and ask her pardon for tbeir mongientary doubt of her, 
in the excitcAcnt and enthusiasm of their souls. But Lotys 
herself^at very silent, — almost as silent as Sergius Thord, who, 
though hg^rank the toast, remained moody and abstracted. « 

When the corfpany dispersed that nigbt, each man present, 
was carefully reminded by the secretary, Johan Zegota, that 
unless the most serious illne^ or misfortune intervened, every 
one must attend the next meeting, as it^was the yearly ‘Day 
of Fate.' Pasquin Leroy was told that his two friends, Max 
Graub and Axef Regor must be with him, and he willingly 
made, himself surety for their attendance. V 

• "But,” safd he, as'he gave the promise, "what is the Day 
of Fate?”" ■ - 
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Johan Zcgota pointed a thin finger delicately at his 
heart. 

" "J'iie Day of Fatc,”|he said, “ is the day of punishment, — 
or Decision of Deaths* 7'he names of several persons who 
have bedn found guilty of treachery, — or who other^dse do ’ 
injury to the people by the manner of their life and condtet, 
are written down on slips of paper, which are folded up and 
put in one receptacle, togctlicr^vsn’th two or three hundred 
blanks. They must be all men’s names, — we never make 
war on women Against some of these names, — a Red Cro»s 
is placed. IVhosoovcr (Saws a name, and finds the red cross 
against it, is bound to kill, within six months after due 
warning, the man therein mentioneef. If he fortunately draws 
a blank then he is free for a^year at least,— in spite of the 
fatal sign,— from^the unplcasant^duty of despatching»a fellow 
mortal to the next world” — and here Zegota .smiled quite 
cheerfully; "But if he draws a Name,— and at the same 
time* secs the red cross against it, then he is bound by his 
oath to us to do his duty ! ” 


0.1 lac 


Leroy nodded, and appeared in no wise dismayed 
ominoi's suggestion implied. 

“ How if our friend Zoucho were to draw*the fatal sign,” 
he said ; “ Would he perform his allotted task, think you ? ” 

“ Mos^t thoroughly !” replied Zegota, still smiling. 

And with that, they sej)atated. 

Meanwhile, during the c'uistant change and* interchange of 
conflicting rumours, some of which appeared to have* founda- 
tion in fact, and others which rapidly dispersed' Jhemselves 
as fiction, there could be no doubt whatever of the growine 
u- .popularity of the Government in power. Little by little^ 
drop by drop, there oozed oul^the secrets of the ‘Pdrousse 
Policy which was .merely another name for^drousse Self- 
a^randisement. Little V little, certain facts were at first 
whispered and then moie loudly talked about, as to the 

and it was soon^ipenly 
stated that m the formation of some of the larger comnanies* 
gAich were beginning to be run on the Gargantuan iLs of 
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the ‘American Trust’ idea, he had enormous shares, — 
though these ‘Trusts* had been frequently denounced as 
a means of enslaving the country, and ruining certain trade- 
interests .which he was in office to protect. Accusations^ 
begantto be guardedly thrown out against him in the Senate, 
which he parried off with the cool and audacious skill of an 
expert fencer, knowing that for the immediate moment at . 
least, he had a ‘ majority * •under his thumb. This majority \ 
was composed of persons who had unfortunately become 
ftivolved in his toils, and were, thejefore, naturally afraid of 
him ; — yet it was evident, even to a superficial student of 
events, that if once the innuendoes against his probity as a 
statesman could be veraclously proved, this sense of intimida- / 
tion among his supporter? w#uld be lemovcd, and like the 
props ^t against a decfiyiijg house, their •withdrawal would ^ 
result in the ruin of the building. It was pretty well known 
that the Marquis de Lutera had ^sent in his resignation, but 
it was not at all certain whether the King was of a mind to 
accept it. 

Things were in abeyance, — political and social matters 
whirled giddily towards chaos and confusion ; and the 
numerous hurried Cabinet Councils that were convened, 
boded some perturbation among the governing heads of the ' 
State. From each and all of these meetings MinisHprs came , 
away more gioomy and despondertt in manner, — some shook 
their heads sorrowfully and spoke of ‘the King’s folly/ 
— others with considerable indignation flung out sudden in- . 
vectives against^ ‘the King’s insolence!’ — and between the ;, 
two appellations, it was not easy to measure exactly the * 
nature of the conduct which had deserved them. For the ,., 
King himself made no altaration whatever in the outward'^ 
character of Ijis daily routine ; he transacted business in the.^] 
morning, lunchec^ sometimes with his family, sometimes with;; 
friends ; drove in the afteAoon, and showed himself punctili:’'|: 
ously -at different theatres once or twice in the evenings p|; > 
*the week. The only change more observant persons bepn ' 
to notice in his conduct was, that he had drawn the line oi!.; 
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demarcation very strongly between those persons who by rank 
nnd worth, and nobility of life, merited his attention, and 
those who mere Bush and Pocket, sought to win his 
favour by that servile flattery and obsequiousness jvhich are 
the trademarks of the plebeian and vulgarian. Quieily but 
firmly, he dropped the acquaintance of Jew sharks, lying in 
wait among the dirty pools of speculation; with ease and 
absoluteness he *lct go’ one by cfie, certain ladies of particu- 
larly clastic virtue, w^ho fondly dreamed that they ‘‘managed’ 
him ; and fxmong those, to her infinite rage and despair, weft 
Melanie Vanline, wife of Vanline the wine-grower, a yellow- 
haimd, sensual ^fcmclle d'homme^ whose extravagance in 
clothes, and reckless indecency in conversation, combined 
with the King’s amused notice, •and the super -excellence 
of her husband’s wines, had Ay ^ period nfhde her 

‘the rage’ among a certain set of exceedingly dissolute 
individuals. 

In* place of this kiiid of riff-raff of nouveaux riches^ and 
plutocrats, he began by degrees to form around himself a 
totally different — though he w^as careful lo make 

his various changes slowly, so lliat tliey should not be too 
freely noticed and commented upon. Great nobles, whether 
posst^ '-ed of v.ist wealth and esi.ih s, or altogether landless, 
were sur^moned to take their rightful positions at the Court, 
where Vanline llie wune-gmwer, and Jost the Jew, no mofe 
obtained admittance; — men of science, letters and learning, 
were sought out and honoured in various ways, their wives 
*and daughters receiving special marks of the Royal attention 
and favour ; and round the icy and statuesque beauty of the 
Queen soon gathered a brilliant bevy of the real world of 
women, not the half-world of» the ^ femme galantc ’ which 
having long held* sw^y over the Crown, Prince while 
Heir - Apparent lo the Throne, judged , itself almost as 
a necessary, and even becoming appendage to his larger 
resi)onsibilily and state as King. These exc^lent changes. 
iH'ue'icial and elevating to the social atmosphere gexierally; 
could not of course be effected with()|it considerable trouble 
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and heart-burning, in the directions where certain persons 
had received their dismissal from such favour as they had 
previously held at Court The dUmksed ones thirsted ^th ; 
.a desire for vengeance, and took every opportunity to inflame 
the psfesions of their own particular set against the King^J;^ 
some of them openly declaring their readiness to side with 
the Revolutionary party, and help it to power. But over ' 
the seething volcano of discontent, the tide of fashion moved 
as usual, to all outward appearances tranquil, and absorbed /; 
iR trivialities of the latest description; and th(fugh many 
talked, few dreamed that the mind of the country, growing 
more fompressed in thought, and inflammable in nature , 
every day, was rapidly fiecoming like a huge magazine of /, 
gunpowder or dynamite, Vhich at a spark would explode 
into that periodically rectirr^ig fire-of-cleanskig called Revolu- , 
tion. 

Weighted with many thoughts. Sir Roger de Launay, whose 
taciturn and easy temperament disinclined him for argument 
and kept him aloof from discussion whenever he could avoid 
it, sat alone one evening in his own room which adjoined the 
King’s library,^ writing a few special letters for his Majesty 
which were of too friendly a nature to be dealt with in the 
curt official manner of the private secretary. Once or twice ^ 
he had risen and drawn aside the dividing curtaiij between • 
himself and tl^e King’s apartments to see if his Royal master, 
jtiad entered; but the room remained empty, though it was 
long past ejeven at night. He looked every now and again at ' 
a small cteck wtych ticked with a quick intrusive cheerfulness ' 
on his desk, — then with a slight sigh resumed his work./' 
Letter after letter was written and sealed, and he was getting , 
to the end of his correspoftdence, when a tap at the door /, 
disturbed him, and his sister Tejpsa, •the Queen’s lady-in- /; 
waiting, entered.# 

“Is the King within?* she asked softly, moving almost;; 
, on tif)toe as#he came. 

Sir Roger shook his head. , . / 

“He, has been absent for some time,” he replied,— then,. 
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after a pause— “But what are you here for, Teresa? This is 
not your department!’’ and he took her hand kindly, notic- 
ing with some concern that there were tears in her large dark 

' eyes “ Is anything wrong ? ” 

“ Nothing 1 That is,— nothing that I have any right to 

imagine — or to guess. But ” and here she seemed a 

little confused— “ I am commanded by the Queen to summon 
you to her presence if, — if the Kin^ has not returned I 
He rose at once, looking perplexed. Teresa watched him 
anxiously, tind the expression of his face did not tend t^ 
reassure her, 

“Roger,” she began timidly — “ Will you not tell me,— 
may I not know something of thil mystery? May I not 
be trusted ? ” • * 

His languid eytgi flashed with sudden tenderness, is from 
his great and stately height he looked down upon her pretty 
shrinking figure. 

“ Poor little Teresa ! ” he murmured playfully ; “ What^ is 
the matter ? What mystery are you talking about ? ” 

know— you must know!” answered Teresa, clasping 
her hands with a gesture of entreaty; “There is something 
wrong, 1 am sure! Why is the King so often absent when 
all the household suppose him to be with the Queen ? — or in 
his private library there?” and she pointed to the curtained- 
off Royal sanctum beyond • “ Why docs the (^(ueen herself 
give it out that he is with her, when he is not ? Why does he 
enter the Queen’s corridor sometimes quite late at night by^ 
the private battlement-stair ? Does it not seem very#strango ? 
iiid since he was so nearly assassinated, his absences have 
been more frequent than ever ! ” 

Sir Roger pulled his long ftiir moustache meditatively 
between his fingers. ' ^ ^ 

“When you were a little girl, Teresa, you, must have been 
told the story of Blue-beard;” ife said; “Now take my 
advice !— and do not try to open forbidden doors with- your 
tiny gulden key of curiosity ! ” ' * 

Teresa’s cheeks flushed a pretty rose ^ink. 
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“I am not curious;” she said, with an air of hauteur; 
“And indeed I am far too loyal to say anything to anyone 

but to you, of what seems so new an<i strange. Besides 

the Queen has forbidden me only it is just because of the 

Quee» ” here she stopped hesitatingly. 

“ Because of the Queen ? ” echoed Sir Roger ; “ Why ? ” 

“ She is unhappy ! ” said Teresa. 

A smile, — somewhat bittef, — crossed De Launay’s face. 

“ Unhappy ! ” he repeated ; “ She ! You mistake her, 
Httle girl I She does not know what it is to b^ unhappy ; 
nothing so weak and slight as poor humanity affects the 
shining iceberg of her soul ! For it is an iceberg, Teresa 1 
The sun shines on it all day, fierce and hot, and never moves 
or melts one glittering partPclel” 

He £lt)oke with a concentrated passion o^ melancholy, and 
Teresa trembled a little. She knew, as no one else did, the 
intense and despairing love that had corroded her brother's 
life ever since the Queen had *becn brought home to the 
kingdom in all her exquisite maiden beauty, as bride of the 
Heir-Apparent. Such love terrified her; she did not under- 
stand it. She knew it was hopeless, — she felt it was disloyal, 
— and yet — it* was love ! — and her brother was one of the 
truest and noblest of gentlemen, devoted to the King^s service, 
and incapable of a mean or a treacherous act. The position 
was quite incomprehensible to her, for she was not Jhoughtful 
enough Lo analyse it, — and she had no experience of the 
^tender passion herself, to aid her in s} mpathetically consider- 
ing its many moods, sorrows, and inexplicable martyrdoms of 
mind-torture. She contented herself now vrith repeating her 
former assertion. 

“ She is unhappy, — I an^ sure she is ! You may call her- 
an iceberg, you like, Roger 1 — men have such odd nanx^' 
for the women Uiey are unable tc? understand ! But I have" 
seen the iceberg shed teaft very often lately ! ” 

He looked at her, surprised. ^ ; 

* “You have? Then we may expect the Pallas Athene to 
weep in marble? Weill What did you say, Teresa? That 
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her Majesty commanded my presence if the King had not 

returned?” • j . 

Teresa nodded assent. She was a little worried her 

brother’s face looked worn and pale, and he seemed moved 
beyond himself. She watched him nervously as he pushed 
aside the dividing curtain, and looked into the adjoinirg 
room. It was still vacant. The window stood open, and tl: e 
line of the ‘sea, glittering in the *1110011, shone far off like a 
string of jewels,— -while the perfume of heliotrope and lilies 
came floating in deliciously on the cool night-breeze. Satisfied 
that thcTe was as yet no sign of his Royal master, he turned 
back again,-- -and stooping his tall head, kissed the charming 
girl, whose anxious and timid locJks betrayed her inward 
anxiety. • • 

“ I am ready, Teresa 1 ” he said cheerfully ; “ Lead thS way 1 ” 

She glided quickly on before him, along an inner passage 
leading to the Queen’s apartments. Arriving at one particular 
door,l 5 he opened it noiselcs*sly, and with a warning finger laid 
on her lips, went in softly, — Sir Roger following. The light of 
rose-shaded waxen tapers which was reflected a dozen times 
in the silver-framed mirrors that rose up to the ceiling from 
banks of flowers below, shed a fairy-like radiance on the figure 
of the Queen, wlio, seated at a reading-table, with one hand 
buried in^the loosened waves of her hair, seemed absorbed in 
the close study of a book.* A straight white jobe of thick 
creamy satin flowed round her perfect form, — it w^as jlightly 
open at the throat, and softened with a drifting snjiw of lacc, 
m which one or two great jewels sparkled. As Sir Roger 
approached her with his usual formal salute,— she turned 
s\riftly round with an air of scarcely-concealed impatience. 

“Where is the King?” she den»nded. 

^ Startled at the suddtm oeremptory manner pf her ques- 
tion, Sir Roger hesitated;— for the momept taken quite 
aback. • 

Did t not tell you,” L'he went on, in the saipp imperious 
tone- '‘that I made you responsible for his safety? Yet— 
t iough you were by his side at the time— you could net 
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shield him from attempted assassination ! That was left, — ^to 
a woman ! ” 

Her breast heaved — her eyes flashed glorious lightning, — 
she looked altogether transformed. • 

Hadta thunder-bolt fallen through the painted ceiling at 
Sir Roger^s feet, he could scarcely have been more astounded. 

“ Madam ! ” he stammered, — and then as the light of her 
eyes swept over him, with •a' concentration of *scorn and 
passion such as he had never seen in them, he grew deadly . 
prte. ^ 

“ Who, and what is this woman ? ” she went on ; “ Why was 
it given to her to save the King’s life, while you stood by ? 
Why was she brought to tffe Palace to be attended like some 
princess, — and then taken S.way secretly before I could see 
her ? Ldtys is her name— •! kpow it by heart k” 

Like twinkling stars, the jewels in her lace scintillated with 
the quick panting of her breath. 

“The King is absent,” — she continued — “as usual; — but 
why are you not with him, also as usual ? Answer me ! ” 
“Madam,” said De Launay, slowly; “For some few days 
past his Majesty has absolutely forbidden me to attend him. 
To C'dixry ovX your commands I should be forced to disobey 
AA/” 

She looked at him in a suppressed passion of enquir)^ 

“ Then — is he alone ? ” she asked? 

“ Madam, I regret to say — he is c|uite alone 1 ” 

She rose,^ and paced once up and down the room, a 
superb figure of mingled rage and pride, and humiliation. 
Her eyes lighted on Teresa, who had timorously withdrawn ' 
to a corner of the apartment where she stood apparently 
busied in arranging some blossoms that had fallen too far 
out of the crystjJ vase in which they w^re set. 

“ Teresa, you esp leave us ! ” she said suddenly ; “ I will 
speak to Sir Roger alone.” * ; 

With -a nervgus glance at her brother, who stood mute, his\, 
head slightly bent, himself immovable as a figure of stone, .; 
Teresa curtsied and withdrew. 
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The Queen stood haughtily erect,— her white robes trailing 
around her,— her exquisite face transfigured into a far grander 
beauty than had even been seen upon it, by some pent-up 
emotion which to Sir Roger was well-nigh inexplicable, /iis 
heart beat thickly ; he could almost hear its heavy pulsations, 
and he kept his eyt;s lowered, lest she should read too clezL-ly 
in them the adoration of a lifetime. 

“Sir Roger, speak plainly,” sh^ said, “and speak the truth ! 
Some little time ago you said it was wrong for me to shut out 
from my ftght, my heart, my soul, the ugly side of Nature. •! 
have remedied that fault ! I am looking at the ugly side of 
Nature now, — in myself ! The rebellious side — the passionate, 
fierce, betrayed side ! I trusted with the safety of the 
King!” . • 

“Madam, he*w safe!” said^Sb Roger quietly I can 
guarantee upon my life that he is with those who will defend 
him far more thoroughly than I could ever do 1 It is better to 
have a hundred proteciors*than one 1 ” 

“Oh, I know what you would imply!” she answered, 
impatiently; “I understand, thus far, from what he himself 

has told me. But— there is something else, something else 1 

Something that portends far closer aiid more* intimate danger 
to him ” 

She paused, apparently uncertain how to go on, and moving 
back to her chair, sat do\v», 

“If you are the man I have imagined you to be,” she 
continued, in deliberate accents; “You perfectly know — you 
perfectly understand what I mean ! ” * ^ 

Sir Roger raised his head and looked Iier bravely in the 
eyes. 


You would imply, Madamjithat one, who like myseif has 
been conscious of* great passion for many ^ears, should be 
able to recognise the signs cf it in others! Your Majesty is 
nght ! Onre you expressed to ml a wonder as to what it was 
like to feel. If that “xperience has come to you. now, I 
rannut but rejoice, -even while I grieve to think that yo*u 
must endure pain at the discovery. Yet it ui only from the 
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pierced earth that the flowers can bloom, — and it may be 
you will have more mercy for others, when you yourself are 
wounded ! ” 

She was silent. ; 

He dr%w a step nearer. '.y[{ 

“You wish me to speak plainly?” he continued in a lower v,.' 
tone. “You give me leave to express the lurking thought 
which is in your own heart ? ” • ^ 

She gave a slight inclination of her head, and he went on. 

‘•You assume danger for the King,— but not danger from 
the knife of the assassin — or from the schemes of revolutionists ! 
You judge him — as I do— to be in the grasp of the greatest , 
Force which exists in the ufiiverse 1 The force against which 
there is, and can be no oppo^tio^i ! — a force, which if it once 
binds evcft a king — makes •of him a life-prisoper, and turns 
mere ‘temporal power’ to nothingness; upsetting thrones, 
destroying kingdoms, and beating down the very Church 
itself in the way of its desires — andf that force is — Love T’ 

She started violently, — then controlled herself. 

“ You waste your eloquence I ” she said coldly ; “ What you 
speak of, I do not understand. I dc^not believe in Love ! ” 

“Or jealousy?’^ 

The words sprang from his lips almost unconsciously, and 
like a magnificent animal who has been suddenly stung, she 
sprang upright. ^ • 

“ How daiC you ‘ ” she said in low, vibrating accents — “ How 
dare you ! ” ^ 

Sir Rogej’s breath came quick and fast, — but he was a > 
strong m^ wnth a strong will, and he maintained his attitude ' 
of quiet risolution. 

“Madam! — My Queen! — fcygive me!” he said; “But as x 
your humblest fjiend — your faithful servant,! — let me have my x'. 
say with you now— and then — if you will — condemn me 
perpetual silence ! You dhspise Love, you say ! Yes — 

because*you h|ve only seen its poor imitations ! The King’s Y' 
light gallantries, — his sins of body, which in many cases are /r 
not sins of mind, have disgusted you with its very name ! The 
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King has loved — or can love — so you think, many, or any, 
women 1 Ah ! No- no ! -Pardon me, dearest Majesty ! A 
man’s desire may le»d him through devious ways both vile 
and vicious, — but a man s love leads only one way to one^ 
woman ! Believe it ! For even so, I have loved on« woman 
these many years ! — and even so — I greatly ffiar the King 
loves one woman now 1 ” 

Rigid a figure of marble, •she looked at him. He met 
her eyes calmly. 

“ Your Majesty asked me for the truth ; ” he said ; “ I h9ve 
spoken it ! ” 

IJer lips parted 4n a cold, strained little smile. 

•Vind— you— think,” she said •slowly; “that I 1 am 

what you call 'jealous’ of thki ‘bne woman ’? Had jealousy 
been in my nature, it would have^been provoked Efficiently 
often since my marriage ! ” 

“ Madam,” responded Sir Roger humbly ; “ Jf I may dare to 
say*so 10 your Majesi}, it*is not possible to a noble woman to 
be jealous of a man’s nuTe humours of desire ! But of Love — 
Love, the crown, the glory and supremacy of life, — who, with 
a human heart and human blood, would not be jealous ? Who 
would not give kingdoms, thrones, ay, Heaven itself, if it were 
not in itself Heaven, for its rapturous oblivion of sorrow, and 
its full mtasure of joy ! ” 

A dead silence fell between them, only disturbed by a small 
silver chime in the distance, striking midnight. 

The Queen again seated herself, and drew her boolc towards 
• her. Then raising her lovely unfathomable eyes, .she looked 
at the tall stalely figure of the man before her with a slight 
touch of pity and pathos. * 

“Possibly you may be righ4” she said slowly, “Possibly 
wrong 1 But I do no^ doubt that you yoi^rself personally 
Teel ’ all that you expicss,— and— that you are faithful ! ” 

lieie she extended her hand, fiir Roger bowed low over it, 
and kissed its delicate .moothness with careful coldness. As 

ingtone^^^'^ ^ dreamy, half-question- 
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“ The woman's name is Lotys ? ” 

Silently Sir Roger bent his head in assent. 

“ A man's love leads only one way— to one woman ! And 
in this particular case that woman is — Lotys !” she said, with ^ 
a little musing scorn, as of herself, — “ Strange I ” 3 

She laid hfer hand on the bell which at a touch would 
summon back her lady-in-waiting. “You have served me \ 

well. Sir Roger, albeit somewhat roughly " 

He gave a low exclamation of regret. 

Roughly, Madam ? " ^ • 

A smile, sudden and sweet, which transfigured her usually 
passionless features into an almost angelic loveliness, lit up her : 
mouth and eyes. • 

“ Yes — roughly ! But no* mitter ! I pardon you freely I 
Good-nigtit 1 ” ♦ ^ * 

“ Good-night to your Majesty ! ” And as he stepped back- 
ward from her presence, she rang for Teresa, who at once, 
entered. * 

“ Our excommunication from the Church sits lightly upon 
us. Sir Roger, does it not?" said the Queen then, almost 
playfully; “You must know that \;^say our prayers as of old, . 
and we still believe God hears us ! " 

“ Surely, Madam," he replied, “ God must hear all prayers 
when they are pure and honest ! " ^ 

“Truly, I think so," she responded, laying one hand 
tenderly on Teresa's hair, as the girl caressingly knelt beside' 
her. “And— so, despite lack of priestcraft, — we shall con-< 
tinue to pray, — in these uncertain and dangerous times, — that ’ 
all may be well for the country, — the people, and — ^the King ! 
Good-night I " 

Again Sir Roger bowed, and this time altogether withdrew,/'; 
He was strung ^ip to a pitch of intense excitement; the brief ^ 
interview had been a mo§t trying one for him, — though thefej, 
was a warm glow at his heaft, assuring him that he had don^' 
well. *His suspicion that the King had admired, and ba^" 
sought out Lotys since the day she saved him from assassini^ 
tion, had a very strong foundation in fact;— much stronge?., 
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indeed than was at present requisite to admit or to declare. 
But ll'.e whole matter was a source of the greatest anxiety to 
Dc Launay, who, in his strong love for his Royal master, found 
it often difficult to conceal his apprehension, — and who was in 
a large measure relieved to feel that the Queen hach guessed 
something of it, and shared in his sentiments.* He now re- 
entered his room, and on doing so at once perceived that the 
King ha^ 'returned. But his Majesty was busy writing, and 
did not raise his head from his papers, even when Sir Roger 
noiselessly entered an^ laid some letters on the table. fTis 
complete abstraction in his work was a sign that he did not . 
wish to be disturbed or spoken to and Sir Roger, taking the * 
hint, retired again in silence. * 



CHAPTER XXVII 

THE SONG OF FREEDOM 

• • 

R evolution ! The flame-wirf^ed Fury that swoops 
down on a people like a sudden visitation of God, with 
the raovfemeRt of a storm, end the devastation of a plague in 
one ! Who shall say how, ior where, the seed is sown that 
springs ao swiftly to sucji thick harvest ! Who can trace 
its beginnings — and who caif predict its end 1 Tragic and 
terrible as its work has always seemed to the miserable and 
muddle-headed human units, whose faults and follies, whose 
dissoluteness and neglect of the highest interests of the people, 
are chiefly to blame for the birth of this Monster, it is 
nevertheless Divine Law, that, w’^hen any part of God's 
Universe-House •is deliberately mafle foul by the dwellers in 
it, then must it be cleansed, — and Revolution is the burning 
of the rubbish, — the huge bonfire in which old abuses blazon 
their destruction to an amazed jnd terror-strickeif world. 
Yet there havelbeen moments, or periods, in history, when the 
threatenftig conflagration could have been stayed and turned 
back from^its course, — when the useless shedding of blood ^ 
might have been foregone — when the fierce passions of the \ 
people might have been soothed and pacified, and when 
Justice might have been noblj done and catastrophe averted, 
if there had been but one brave man, — one only !— and that\- 
man a King ! But in nearly all tfie convulsive throes of % 
nations, kings have proved themselves the weakest, tamest, 
most c^owardly and ineffectual of all the heads of the time— 
fleady and willtng enough to sacrifice the lives of thousands of \ 
brave and devoted men to their own cause, but never prepared 
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to sacrifice themselves. Hence the cause of the triumph of 
Democracy over effete Autocracy. Kings may not be more ^ 
" t^an men, — but, ceites, they should never be less. They 
sliould not practise vices of which the very day-labourer whom 
they employ, would be ashamed ; nor should they flaunt their 
love of sensuality and intrig^’ in the faces of •their subjects 
as a ‘Royal example’ and distinctive ‘lead’ to vulgar 
licenliousjitess. The loftier the position, the greater the 
responsibility;— and a monarch who voluntarily lowers the 
social standard in his realm loses more adherents than cotld 
possibly be slain in his*defence on the field of honour. 

The King who plays his part as the hero of this narrative, 
was now fully aware in his own fhind and conscience of the 
thousands of opportunities h?id missed and wasted on his 
way to the Thfone when Heir-Apparent. Since tlfe day of 
his ‘real coronation,’ when as he had expressed it to his 
thoughts, he had ‘ crowned himself whth his own resolve,’ he 
had studied men, manners, persons and events, to deep and 
serious purpose. He had learned much, and discovered more. 
He had been, in a moral sense, conquered by his son. Prince 
Humphry, who had proved a male!/ for him in his determined 
and honourable marriage Tor love, and love oflly, — though born 
heir lo all the ronventions and hypocrisies of a Throne. He, 
—in his day,— had lacked the courage and truth that this boy 
had shown. And now, .by certain means known best to 
himself, he had fathomed an intricate network of deception 
and infamy among the governing heads of the State.* He had 
• convinced himself in many ways of the unblushing dishonesty - 
and fraudulent self-service of Carl Perousse! And— yet— with 
all this iniormation stored carefully up in his brain he, to all 
appearances, took no advanj^ge of it, and did nothing 
remarkable, save, the one act which had ^been so much 
talked about the refusal of land in his^ possession to the 
Jesuits for a ‘religious’ (and •political)* settlement. This 
; independent course of orocedure had resulted in his^excom- 

^ ruiuvcation from the Church. Of his ‘veto’ against an 
intended war, scarcely anything was known. Only the 
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Government were aware of the part he had taken in that matter, 

— the Government and— the Mopey-market 1 But the time was 
now ripe for further movement; tod in the deep and althost ’ ^ 
passionate interest he had recently learned to take in the afimrs 
of the jictiial People, he was in no humour for hesitation. 

He had mapped out in his^brain a certain plan of action, 
and he was determined to go through with it. The more so, ' ■ ; 
as now a new and close interest had incorporatg^ itself with ' 
his life, — an e.motion so deep and tender and overwhelm- 
ing, that he scarcely dared to own it to himself^ — scarcely 
ventured to believe that he, depriveii of true love so long, 
should now be truly loved for himself, at last ! But on this 
he seldom allowed his igind to dwell, — except when quite ^ 
alone, — in the deep silences of night ; — when he gave his soul 
up to tbe secret sweetngss vrliich had begun to purify and 
ennoble his innermost nature, — when he sa^ visioned before 
him a face, — warm with the passion of a love so grand and 
unselfish that it drew near to a likciiesi^ of the Divine ; — a love 
that asked nothing, and gave everything, with the beneficent 
glory of the sunlight bestowing splendour onjjie earth. His 
lonely moments, which were few, wereaj]^rtl^ime he devoted 
to this brooding luxury of medilSHduTand though his heart 
beat like a boy’s, and his eyes grew dim with tenderness, as in 
fancy he dreamed of joy that might be, and that yet still more , ' 
surely might never be his,— his determined mind, bificed and . 
bent to actiorl^ never faltered for a second in the new concep- 
tions he had formed of his duty to his people, who, as he now ‘ 
considered, •had been too long and too cruelly deceived. 

Hence, ^something like an earthquake shock sent its tremor 
through the country, when two things were suddenly announced ;; 
without warning, as the apparent results of the various Cabinet 
Councils held latterly so often, and in such haste. The first:*:; 
was, that not*only had his Majesty accepted the resignationV 
of the Marquis dft Lutera ^ Premier, but that he had decided 
— provided the selection was entirely agreeable to the Govern- /; 
•ment— to ask?M. Carl P(^rousse to form a Ministry in his place.; ’ 
The second piece of intelligence, and one|jthat wa^ receiv^^^ 
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with much more favour than the first, by all dasses and condi- 
tions of persons, was that the .Government had issued a decree 
for the complete expulsion of the Jesuits from the country. 
By a certain named date, and within a month, eveiy Jesuit 
must have left the King’s dominions, or else must take jjjie risk 
of a year’s imprisonment followed by compulsory banishment. 

Much uproar and discussion did this mandate excite among 
the clerical^rtics of Europe,— njuch indignation did it breed 
within that Holy of Holies situate at the Vatican,— which, 
having laijnchcd forth the ban of excommunication, had 
further thunder bolts leff to throw at the head of the recreant 
and abandoned Royalty whose ‘temporal power’ so insolently 
superseded the spiritual. But the* country breathed ' freely ; 
relieved from a dangerous and mischievous incubus. The 
educational authorities gave fervery: thanks to^ Heaven for 
sparing them from long-dreaded interference and when it 
was known that the excommunicated King was the chief mover 
in this firm and liberating act, a silent wave of passionate 
gratitude and approval ran through the multitudes of ’the 
people, w^ho v«mld almost have assembled under the Palace 
walls and offered^m{ id de monstration to their monarch, who 
had so boldly carried mi%ar into the enemy’s country and 
won the victory^ had they not been held back and checked 
from their purpose by the couhtcr-feeling of their disgust at 
his Majdfety’s apparently fojjthcoming choice of Carl P6rousse 
as Prime Minister. • 

Swayed this way and that, the people were divided more 
.absolutely than before into those two sections which always 
become very dangerous when strongly marked out as distinctly 
separated, — the Classes and the Masses. The comfortable 
wedge of Trade, which, — calling itself the Middle-class, — 
had up to the present kept things firm, now split asunder 
likewise, — the wealthy plutocrats clinging wifly-nilly to the 
Classes, to whom they did not legitimately* belong : and the 
men of moderate incorne throwing in their lot with the 
Masse -, whose wrongs they sympathetically fSlt somewhat* 
resembled their #wn. For taxation had ground them down 
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to that particularly fine powder, which when applied .to fjfie 
rocks of convention and usage, proves to be of a somewhat 
blasting quality. They had paid as. much on their earnings 
and their. goods as they could, or would pay; — more indeed 
than ftiey had any reasonable right to pay, — and being sick . 
of Governm*ent mismanagement, and also of what they stilT^^ 
regarded as the King’s indifference to their nec^ they were 
prepared to make a dash for liberty. The expulsion of the 
Jesuits they naturally looked upon as a suitable retaliation on 
Rome for the excommunication of •the Royal Family; but 
beyond the intense relief it gave to all, it could not be con- 
sidered.as affecting or materially altering the political situation. 
So, like the dividing waves of the Red Sea. which rolled up on 
either side to permit the passage of Moses and his followers — 
the Classes and the Masses ipiled themselvdfe up in opposite 
billowy sections to allow Sergius Thord and the Revolutionary 
party to pass triumphantly through their midst, 'adding^ttiou- 
sands of adherents to their forces from both sides; — while 
they w^ere prepared to let the full weight of t^ billows engulf 
the King, if, like Pharaoh and his charijjtif^ie assumed too 
much, or proceeded too far. 

Professor von Glauben, seated in his own sanctum, and en- 
gaged in the continuance of his* “ Political History of Hunger,” 
found many noints in the immediate situation which consider- 
ably interestsdjiim and moved him fo philosophical meditation. 

“ For^ take the feeling of the People as it now is,” he said 
to himself;, “It starts in Hunger! The taxes, — the uncom- ^ 
fortable vi«it of tax-gatherer! The price of the loaf, — 
concerning which the baker, or the baker-ess, politely tells the . 
customer that it is costly, because of the Government tax on, -i 
corn; then from /he bread, ft is marvellous how. the little 1 
clue winds upward through the spider-wehs of Trade. The/, 
butcher’s meat is« dearer, — for says he — ‘ The tax on corn" ' 
makes it necessary for me to increase the price of meat.’/\ 
There is no logical reason given, — the fact simply ts / So thatfi 
Hunger commences the warfare, — Hunger of Soul, as well as 
Hunger of body, ‘^^{hy starve my thought says Soul,/ 
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‘Why tax my bread?* says Body. These tiresome questions 
continue to be asked, and never answered, — but answers are 
clamoured for, and the^people complain — and then one fierce 
day the gods hear them grumble, and begin to grumble back 
Ach ! Then it is thunder with a vengeance ! Now in iffy own 
so-beloved Fatherland, there has been this double grumbling 
for a long tjpie. And that the storm will burst, in spite of the 
so-excellently-advertising Kaiser is evident ! Hoch ! or ? 
Which should it be to salute the Kaiser 1 I know not at all, 
—but I admit it is clevci of him to put up a special Hoarding- 
announcement for the private view of the Almighty God, each 
time he addresses his troops! And he will come in for a 
cha{)ter of my history — for he also is Hungry ! — ^he would 
fain eat a little of the loaf of •Britain I — yes ! — he will fit into 
my work very wdl for the inst^uctidn of the helples? unborn 
generations ! ” 

H^’. wrote on for a while,,and then laid down his pen. His 
eyes grew dreamy, and bis rough features softened. 

“What hasjbecome of the child, 1 wonder!” he mused; 
“Where has sh^gmie, the ‘ Glory-of-the-Sea M I would give 
all 1 have to look her beautiful face * again ; — and 

RoDsa^-d — he, poor soul — silent as a stone, weakening day 
after day in the grasp of relentless age, — would die happy, — 
if I wofild let him ! But I do not intend to give him that 
satisfaction. He shall liv3 ! As I often tell l^m, my science 
is of no avail if I cannot keep a man going, till a^ least a 
hundred and odd years are past. Barring accic^ents, or self- 
slaughter, of course ! ” Here he became sopewhafr abstracted 
in his meditations. “The old fellow is brave enough, — 
brave as a lion, and strong loo for his years; — I have seen 
him handje a pair of oars and take down a sail as I could 
never do it,— -and—he h#s accepted a strange »d difficult situ- 
ation heroically. ‘ You must not be involved in any trouble 
by a knowledge of our movements.* So Prince Humphry 
said, when 1 saw hin) last, — though I did not tjjen understand 
the real drift of his meaning. And time goes on— ^and time 
seerrts wearisome without any tidings ^ those we love ! ** 
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/i tap at the door disturbed his mental soliloquy, and in 
answer to his ‘ Come in,’ Sir Roger de Launay entered. 

“Sorry to interrupt work. Professor!” he said briefly; 

“ The King goes to the Opera this evening, and desires you ^ 
to b^of the party,” 

“Good!* I shall obey with more pleasure than I have 
obeyed some of his Majesty’s recent instructions!” And 
the Professor pushed asido his manuscript to -kJok through 
his spectacled eyes at the tall equerry’s handsome face and 
•figure. “You have a healthy appearance, Roger! Your 
complexion speaks of an admirable* digestion 1 ” 

De Launay smiled. 

“You think so? Wbll ! Your professional approval is 
worth having!” He paasc<i then went on; “The party 
will be*a pleasant one torfiight. The King is in high spirits.” 

“Ah !” .And Von Glau ben’s monosyllabfe spoke volumes, 

“ Perhaps he ought not to be ? ” suggested Sir Roger with 
a slight touch of anxiety, • 

“T do not know — I cannot tell! This is the way of it, 
Roger — see!” And taking off his specta^ks, he polished 
them with* due solemnity. “ If I King, add ruled 

over a country swarming with dissatisfied subjects, — if I had 
a fox for a Premier, — and was in love with a woman who 
could not possibly be my wife, — I should not be in high 
spirits ! ” . • , 

“Noi I!^ said De Launay curtly. “But the fox is not / : 
Premier yet. Do you think he ever will be?” 

Von Qlaaben shrugged his shoulders. , 

“ He is bound to be, I presume. What else remains to do?; 
Upset everything ? Government, deputies and all ? ” 

“Just that!’ responded ^ir Roger. “The People will do 
it, if the King does not.” ^ • 

“The King will do anything hfe is asked to do — now — 
said the Professor significantly; “If the right person asks 
hin^!« . 

“You fdrget — she does not know ” Here checking 

himself abruptly, Sir Roger walked to the window and looked 
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out. It was a fair and peaceful afternoon, — the ocean heaved 
placidly, covered with innumerable wavelets, over which the 
seabirds flew and darto'l, their wings shining like silver and 
diamonds as they dipped and circled up and down and round 
the edges of the rocky coast. Far off, a faint rim of anMthysi: 
under a slowly sailing white cloud could be recogrtised as the 
first* line of the shore of The Islands. 

“ Do youV^er go and see the beautiful ‘ Gloria ’ girl now ? ” 
asked Sir Roger suddenly. “ The King has never mentioned 
her since the day we saw her. And you have never explained® 
the mystery of your acquaintance with her,— nor whether it 
is true that Prince Humphry was specially attracted by her. 

I shrewdly suspect ” ^ 

“\Vnat?» , ^ 

" That he has been sent off, out of harm’s way ! ” ‘ 

^lYou arc right,” said the Professor gravely;* “That is 
exactly the position ! 1 le has been sent off out of harm’s 
way ! * 

“I heard,” went on De Launay, “that the girl — or some 
girl of remarkalf*^; beauty had been seen here — actually here 
ill the Palace — bef6\^i'-'<he Prince left! And sueh an odd 
way he left, too — scuttling off in his own yacht without — so 
far as I have ever heard — any farewells, or preparation, or 
suitable companions to go with him. Still one hears such 

extraordinary stories ” • ^ 

“Truel — one does!” agreed the Professor; “And after 
proper experience, one hears without listening!” 

• De Launay looked at him curiously. * , 

“ The girl was certainly beautiful,” he proceeded meditatively; 
“And her adopted father,— Ren<^ Ronsard,— was not that his 
name? — was a quaint old fellow^ A republican, too! — fiery 
as a new Danton I \yell ! I'he King’s curiosity apparently 
' satisfied on that score,— but ’’—here he began to laugh— “I 
shall never forget your tace, Von Glauben, when he caught 
you on The Islands that day ! — never 1 Like an over-gspwn 
boy, discovered with hi.^ fingers in a jam-pot I ” ^ 

“Thank you!” said the Professor im^erturbally ; “I cpn 
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assure you that the jam was excellent — and that I still 
remember its flavour ! ” * • , 

Sir Roger laughed again, but with# great good-humour, — 
then he became suddenly serious. » ' / 

“ The King goes out alone very often now ? ” he said. 

“Very often,” assented the Professor. 

“ Are we right in allowing him to do so ? ” 

“ Allowing him ! Who is«to forbid him ? ” 

“ Is he safe, do you think ? ” 

• “Safer, it would seem, my friend, than whep laying a 
foundation-stone, with ourselves aifd all his suite around 
him ! ” responded the Professor. “ Besides, it is too late 
now to count the possible risks of the adventure he has 
entered upon. He know* tlje position, and estimates the 
cost aft its correct valu(^ He has made himself the ruler 
of his own. destiny ; we arfe only his servants. Persona||y, 

I have no fear, — save of one fatality.” 

“ And that ? ” • ^ ' 

“Is what kills many strong men off in their middle-age,” 
said Von Glauben ; “A disease for which is no possible 
cure at thaV special time of life, — Loyai^fhe love oP*bfi^fS 
like a taste fof green gooseberries, — it soon passes, leaving a 
disorded stomach and a general disrelish for acid fruit ever 
afterwards; — the love of the man-about-town between the 
twenties and thirties is the love.of self; — but the love of a ' 
Man, after tfie Self-and-Clothes Period has passed, is the love *■ 
of the* full-grown human creature clamouring for its mate, — . . 
its mate jin Soul even more than in Body. There is no gaiiV" 
saying it — no fthecking it — no pacifying it; it is a most 
disastrous business, provocative of all manner of evils, — ^and 
to a king who has always Ijpen accustomed to have his own.v' 
way, it meang Victory or Death 1 ” . • , •>, 

Sir Roger gazed at him perplexedly, — his tone was so solemn^' 
and full of earnest meaniag. „ , ■ ' 

“,You, for example,” continued the Professor dictatorially, 

^ fixing his teen piercing eyes full upon him ; “ You are a 
curious subject, — a very curious subject 1 You live on, a 
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Dream; it is a good life— an excellent life! It has the 
advantage, your Dream, of never becoming a reality, -r-there- 
fore you will always l#ve,— and while you alw^ays love, you 
will always keej) young. Your lot is an exceedingly enviable 

one, my friend I You need not frown, — I am old enough 

and let us hope wise enough — to gu(;ss your secret^to admire 
it from a purely philosophic point of»view— and to respect k 1 ” 
Sir RogeVvheld his peace. • 

“But,” continued the Professor, “His Majesty is not the 
manner of ^man who would consent to subsist, like you, on a# 
idle phantasy. If he lofcs— he must possess ; it is the regal 
way ! ” 

“He will never succeed in the direction you meanl” said 
Sir Roger emphatically. ^ • 

“Never!” agreed Von Glauben vith a profound shake of 
his head; “Strange as it may feem, his case is quite as 
hopeless as yours ! ” 


The door opened and cl«scd abruptly,— and there followed 
. silence. Von Glauben looked up to find himself alona He 
smiled toleraiVi^f, 

“.J'rjT Roger iNh ^mm ured ; “He lives the life of a 
martyr by choice ! Some nRn do— and like it ! They need 
not do it ; thr-re is not the least necessity in the world for 
their deliberately sticking a knife into their hearts and walk- 
ing about with it in a kind, of idiot rapture. It must hurt • 
-but they seem to enjoy it ! Just as some women become 
nuns, and flagellate themselves,— and then when thfty are 
.wnthmg from their self-inflicted stripes, they dftam they 
are the brides of Christ,' entirely forgetting the extremelj 
Religious met that by having so many ‘brides,’ the good 
Christ Himself might possibly be troubled, and would surelv 
occupy an inconvenient position, even in Heaven! Each 
man,— each woman,— makes for himself or heiself a little 
poveor pet sorrow, in which to „ot roundand round fd 
bem^ hfe; the secret of ihe whole bemoaning being that 
he or she (annot have precisely the thing he o^she wiiS • 
That IS all! Such a trifle 1^ Church, Itate. P^;er td 
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Power — it can all be summed. up in one line — ‘I have not 
the thing I want — give it to me ! ’ ^ 

He resumed his writing,' and did not* interrupt it again till ./ 
it was time to join the Royal party at the Opera. 

That^evcning was one destined to be long remembered 
in the annals* of the kingdom. The beautiful Opera-house, „ ' 
a marvel of art and architecture, was brilliantly ^ull ; all 
the fairest women and most dfstinguished men oc(ffipying the 
boxes and stalls, while round and round, in a seemingly never- 
eAiing galaxy of faces, and crowded ir^ the tiers of balconies 
above, a mixed audience had gathered, made up of various 
sections of the populace which filled the space well up to the 
furthest galleries. The attraction that had drawn so large 
an audience together was hot •contained in the magnetic 
personalify of either the ^in^ or Queen, fey those exalted 
individuals had only announced their intention of being 
present just two hours before the curtain rose. Moreover, 
when their Majesties entered the Royal box, accompanidfPby 
their two younger sons, Rupert and Cyprian, and attended 
by their personal suite, their appearance crtj^tlSItHijgj^ittle 
sensation. The fact that it w'as the^^iii^me the King^JWi ^ 
shown himself openly in public since his excommunication 
from the Church, caused perhaps a couple of hundred persons 
to raise their eyes inquisitively towards him in a kind of half- . 
norbid, half-latjguid curiosity, but in these days the sentiment 
of Self is 30 strong, that it is only a minority of more thought- 
ful individuals that ever trouble themselves seriously to 
consider the annoyances or griefs which their fellow-mortals • 
have to endure, offen alone and undefended. 

The interest of the public on this particular occasion was. 
centred in the new Opera, wlycb had only been given three y[ 
times before, aqd in which the little dancer, Pequita, played 
the part of a child-heroine. The ttbretto was the work of /Ji 
Paul Zouche, and the music by one of the greatest violinists 
inthejrorld, Louis Valdor. The plot was slight enough; — ;/ 
Jet, described in exquisite verse, and scattered tliroughout ' . 
with the daintiest songs and dances, it merited a considerably 



442 


« TEMPORAL POWER” 


higher place in musical records, than such works as Meyerbeer’s 
* Dinorah,' or Verdi’s ‘ Rigbletto.' The thread on which 
the pearls of poesy alid harmony were strung, was the story 
of a wandering fiddler, who, accompanied by his. only child 
(the part played by Pcquita), travels from city to city^arning 
a scant livelihood by his own playing and His daughter’s 
dancing. Chance or fate leads them to throw in their fortunes 
with a bjmd of enthusiastic adventurers, who, headed by a 
young hare-brained patriot, elected as their leader, have deter- 
mined tO' storm the Vatican, and demand the person of tRe 
Pope, that they may convey him to America, there to convene 
an assemblage of all true Christians (or * New Christians ’), 
and found a new and more Chrfet-like Church. Their ex- 
pedition fails,— as naturally s®' wild a scheme would be bound 
to do, — but tho\igh they canrot suct:eed in capturing the Pope, 
they secure a large following of the Italian populace, who join 
with them in singing ‘The Song of Freedom,’ which, with 
PauT'Zouche’s words, anS Valdor’s music was the great//^<^ 
(T (vuvre of the Opera, rousing the listeners to a pitch of some- 
thing^JJlj**' tbis, — the last great scene, — Pequita, 

'-'"ItiaRcnjg the ‘ is supposed to infRct the people 

with that fervour which moves them to sing ‘The Freedom 
Chorus,’ and the curtain comes down upon a brilliant stage, 
crowded with enthusiasts and patriots, ready to fight and die for 
the glory of their country. • A love-interest is giyen to the piece 
by the passion of the wandering fiddler-hero for a drl whose 
wealth places her above his reach ; and who in the end sacri- 
fices all worldly advantage that she may share hie uncertain 
fortunes for love’s sake only. * 

Such was the story, — which, wedded to wild and passionate 
music, had taken the public by4»torm on its first representation, 
not only 8n account of its own merit, but bec^ise it gave their 
new favourite, Pequita, many opportunities /or showing off her 
exquisite grace as a dancer. She, •while preparing for the stage 
on^tlus special night, Lad been told that her wish wa® about 
to granted— -that she would now, at last, really dance before 
the King and her heart beat hi^h, and the pcJi, colour 
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reddened in her soft childish fzct, as she donned her scarlet 
, skirts with more than her usual care, and knotted back her 
raven curls with a great glowing damask ^ose, such as Spanish 
beauties fasten behind tiny shell-like ears to emphasise the > 
perfecti^ of their contour. Her thoughts flew to her kindest 
friend, Pasquih Leroy ; — she remembered the starry diamond 
in the ring he bad wished to give her, and how he ^ad said, 

* Pequita, the first time you (fence before the Kirijgi this shall 
be yours ! * 

^here was he now, she wondered ? ^She would ha^e given 
. anything to know his place of abode, just to send him word 
that the was to be at the Opera that night, and ask him 
too, to come and see her fn her triumph ! But she had no 
time to study ways and mearfs for sending a message to him, 
either through Sholto, her fethgr, who always waited patiently 
for her behind the scenes, — or through Paul Zouche, who, 
though librettist of the opera, ^and as a poet of new 
and rising fame, was treated by everyone with the greatest 
deference, still made a special point of appearing in the< 
shabbiest clothes, and lounging near the side^i"|?Tmi^^oit 
of disgraced *tramp all the time^tJLY«^j56nbrmance w^asBT^ 
progress. Neither of them knew Leroy ^s address ; — they only 
met him or saw him, w^hen he himself chose to come among 
them. Besides, — the sound of the National Hymn plqjred by 
the orchestra, warned her that thef King had arrived ; and 
that she giust hold herself in readiness for her part and think 
of nothing elf^. 

The bkiz« of lighj: in the Opera-house seemed more dazzling " 
than usual to the child, when her cue was called, — and as , 
she sprang from t^e wings and bounded towards the foot- ‘ 
lights, amid the loud roar oftapplause which she was novr .v 
accustomed to receive nightly, she raisgd her eyes towards the 
Royal box, half-frigiitened, half-expectant. Her heart sank as 
she saw that the King had pifktially turned away from the stage, > 
apd wa» chatting carelessly with some person or persons behind t 
him, and that only a statuesq&e woman with a pale face, great; ; 


eyes, and a crown 

\ . . 


^of dj|imonds, regarded her steadily with a. J 
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high4)red air of chill indifference, which was suffici. nt to turn the 
little warm beating heart of her into stone. A handsome youth 
: stared down upon het smiling, — his eyes sleepily amorous, — 
rj; ,; it was the elder of the King*s two younger sons, Prince Rupert. 
She hated his expression, beautiful though his features %ere,— 
and hated herself for having to dance before hinJ. Poor little 
Pequital^It was her first experience of the insult a girl-child 
can be m^e to feel through the look of a budding young 
profligate. On and on she danced, giddily whirling; — the 
thoughts* in her brain circling as rapidly as her movemenfe. 
Why would not the King look at her, she thought? Why 
was he so indifferent, even when his subjects sought^ most to 
please him ? At the end of the Second act of the Opera a 
great fatigue and lassitude o\ierc5me her, and a look of black 
resentment clouded her pretty face.* * 

“What ails you?” said Zouche, sauntering Hip to her as 
she stood behind the wings ; “ You look like a small thunder- 
cloud ! ” 

She gave an unmistakable gesture in the direction of that 
quartex^tSiCHigi^^ where the Royal box was situated, 

- * '*'*“''* 5 hate him a stamp of her little foot. 

“The King? So do I!” And Zouche fit a cigarette and 
stuck it between his lips by wqy of a stop-gap to a threatening 
violent^ expletive ; “ An insolent, pampered, flattered fool ! 
Yet you wanted to danetj^ before him ; and ngw youVe done 
it ! The fact will serve you as a kind of advertisement I That 
is all!” • 

• “ I do not want to be advertised through favour I ” 

And Pequita closed her tiny teeth on her*scarlet under-lip in 
suppressed anger; “But I have not danced before him yet! 
I w////” ^ 

Zouche looked at her sleepily. He was no^ drunk — ^though 
he had, — of course, — b^n drinking. 

You have not danced before 4iim ? llien what have you 
been doing?” 

“ »Valking I ” ansv;ered Pequita; with a fierce fittle laugh, hA 
' colour coming and going with all the quick wavering hue of 
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irritated and irritable Spanish blood, “I have, as they say 
Svalked across the stage.’ I shall dance presently!” 

He smiled, flicking a little ash off his gigarette. - , 

‘‘You are a curious child !” he said; “By and by you.mflS;^ 
want ssrerely keeping in order!” 


Pequita laughed again, and shook back her long curls'^h 
defiantly. 

“Who is that cold woman jirith a face like a njjsflc and the jV 
crown of diamonds, that sits beside the King? ” ‘ 

•It was Zouche’s turn to laugh how, and he did so with a ' 
keen sense of enjoyment • , 

“ Upon my word ! ” he exclaimed ; “ A little experience of 
the world has given you# what newspaper men call ‘local 
colour.’ The ‘ cold woman with the face like a mask,’ is the 
Queen ! , 

Pequita made a little grimafie of scorn. • 

“And who is the leering boy?” 

“Prince Rupert” 


“ The Crown Prince ? ’’ 


He went 



“No. The Crown Prince is travelling abroj 
away very mysteriously, — no one know§,jj»t'lere h^ 
or when he wil> come back.” • 

“ I am not surprised ! ” said Pequita ; “ With such a father 
and mother, and such impudent-looking brothers, no wonder > 
he wanted to get away 1 ” ^ • . 

Zouche had another fit of laughter. He had never seen 
the litfle girl in such a temper. He tried to assume , 
gravity. . • 

“Pequita, you* are naughty! The flatteries of the great,', 
world are spoiling you I ” 

“Bah!” said Pequita, with a contemptuous wave of her;.^ 
small brown hands. “The batteries of the great yorld ! To \ , 
what do they lead? To tkat?^^^3ind she made another' ; 
eloquent sign towards tUe Royal box; — “I would rather,;;^ 
danc 5 for you and Lotys, and Sergius Thord, and Pasquin;/ 
• Leroy, thaCn all the Kings of the world together ! What I dp 
here is for my father’s sake— know that ! ” , . 
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“f know!” and Zouche smoked on, and shook his wild 
head sentimentally, — murmuring in a sotto-vocex 

“What I do here*'ts for the need of gold, — 

What I do thcre^ is for sweet love’s sake only ; 

Love, ever timid there, doth here grow bold, — • 

And wins such triumph as but leaves me ‘lonely!” 


“ Is thJt^ours ? ” said Pequita^w'ith a sudden smile. 

“Mine, or .Shakcs]}earc’s,’’ answered Zouche indolently 
“Does it matter which?” ^ 

Pequita laughed, andi her cue being just then called again 
she bounded on to the stage; but this time she played 
her part, as the stock j)hrase goe% ‘to the gallery,’ ‘and did 
not once turn her eyes towards, the place where the King 
sat withdrawn into the shadow of ^lis box, giving n# sign of 
applause. She, *howevei, had caught sight of Sprgius Thord 
and some of her Revolutionary friends seated ‘ among the 
gods^^nd that was enough inspiration for her. Something,— 
a quite indefinable something, — a touch of personal or spiritual 
magnetism^^d been fired in her young soul ; and gradually 
lllll ffpni In I ijh I fellow-players becama infected by 
iL Some of them ga^hcif odd, half-laughing glances now 
and tnen,— being more or less amazed at the unusual vigour 
with which she sang, in her pure childish soprano, the few 
strophes. of recitative and light song attached to her part-— 
the very prima-donna herself caught fire,— and the distinguished 
tenor, who had travelled all the way from Bnda Pesth fit haste 
so that he might ‘create’ the chief r 61 e in the Vprk of his 
r en a or, began to feel that there was* something more 
'1 operatic singing than the mere inflation of the chest, and 
the careful production of periectly-rounded notes. Valdor 

frequently throughout th« piece, and never fSiled to evoke 

plaudits,-jnd man^ were the half- 

of audience towards the Royal shrine 

like king, • 

n Idol, sat,— undemonstrative, and apparently more bored 
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than satisfied. There was a general feeling that he ought to 
have shown, — by his personal applause in public, proper 
appreciation of the many giftec^ artists tplaying that evening,; 
especially in the case of Louis Valdor, the composer of the., , 
Opera j^tseff. But he sat inert, only occasionally glancing 
at the stage,, and anon carelessly turning awaj^from it to'^^ 
converse with the meinbers of his suite. v./ 

The piece went on; — and, more and more thg. ;^assion of^ ' 
Pequita’s pent-up little soul communicated itself to the other 
performers, — till they found themselves almost unconsciously 
obeying her ‘lead.* At last came the grand final act, — 
where, in accordance with the progress of the story, the bold 
band of “ New Christians ’ «.re fought back from the gates of 
the Vatican by the Papal Guard ; and the Roman populace, 
roused to enthusiasm, gather round their defeated ranks to 
defend and to aid them with*sympathy and support in their 
combat, — breaking forth all together at last in the triumphant 
‘Song of Freedom.* Truly grand atid majestic was thiswttme 
song, — pulsating with truth and passion, — breathing with the 
very essence of liberty, — an echo ot the hearti^agd soul of 
strong nation^ who struggle, even unto death, for mSSfcm&iim 
rights of humanity denied to th^!n by the tyrants in place , 
and power. As the superb roll and swell of the glorious 
music poured through the crowded house, there was an 
almost unconscious movement a^ong the audienCfe, — the 
people in the gallery rose en masse, and at the close of the , 
first verSe, responded to it by a mighty cheer, which re- 
verberated ^through and through the immense building like k 
thunder. The occupants of the stalls and boxes exchanged ;! 
wondering and half-frightened looks, — then as the cheer ; 
subsided, settled themselves again to listen, more or less 
spell-bound, as the second verse began. Just before this ;, 
had merged into its accompanyiilg splendid and soul-f^ 
awakening chorus,— Pequit% — ^having obtained the consent of v 
the manager to execute her ‘ Dagger Dance * in the middle of* j 
Ae song, inIStdhd of at the end, — suddenly sprang towards the ; 
footlights in a pirouette of extravagant and exquisite velocity^ 
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—while,— checked by a sign from the conductor, Ihe singers 
ceased. Without music, in, ah absolute stillness as of death, 
the girl swung hegj fey ^ bell-flower in the 

breeze,— anon^i^^Tu^g and leaped like a scarlet flame— 
and again s^^ijj,; ^a slow and voluptuous motiog, as of 
a fairy -amingly glides on tiptoe o^er a field of 

flowers. Then, on a sudden, while the fascinated spectators 
watched Sijf breathlessly, — she ^seemed to wake from sleep, — 
and running forward wildly, began to toas and whirl her 
scarlet jkirts, her black curls streaming, her dark ^jes 
flashing with mingled* defiance and scorn, while drawing 
from her breast an ^ unsheathed dagger, she flung it in the 
air, caught it dexterously by tl^ hilt again, twisted and 
turned it in every possible j^ay, — now beckonSfig, now 
repelling, now. defending, — and ^astly threatening^ ^ith a 
passionate inteflsity of action that was well-nigh irresistible. 

Caught by ^he marvellous subtlety of her performance, 
qulfl^ one-half the audience now rose instinctively, all eyes 
being fixed on the strange evolutions of this whirling, flying 
thing that^emed possessed by the very devil of dancing ! 

Bg at last attracted, leaned slightly foi^ard from his 
box with a tolerant smiley — the Queen’s face was as usual, 
immovable, — the princes Rupert and Cyprian stared, open- 
mouthed — while over the whole brilliant scene that re- 
markable silence brooded, like the sultry pause before the 
breaking of a korm. Triumphant, reckless, panting, — 
scarcely knowing what she did in her excitemcnt,-^Pequita, 
, suddenly running backward, with the lightness of thistle- 
down flying before the wind, snatched* the flag of the 
country from a super standing by, and dancing forward 
again, Avaved it aloft, till with a final abandonment of herself 
to the hugnour of the inoment,*she sprang with a single bound 
towards the Royal boxf and there — the youfhful incarnation 
of living, breathing passion, furj, patriotism, and exultation 
in one,'— dropped on ^ne knee, the flag waving behind her, 
the dagger pointed straight upward, full at the Ming ! * ' • 

A great roar, — like that of hundreds of famished wild 



THE SONG OF FREEDOM 


449 


beasts, — answered this gesture; mingled with acclamations, 

— and when ‘The Song of’ Freedom* again burst out 
from the singers on the stag^, th^ataibole mass of people - 
joined in- the chorus with a kind ^ the cv.lious madnes&fi^ 
Shouts of’ Pequita ! Pequita ! * rang all side^’~/ ; 

then ‘ Valdor ! Valdor ! * ^and then,— 'iwawjuddenly, — a 

stentorian voice cried ‘Sergius' Thord!* At that word 
the house became a chjios.^ Men in the gallejy, seized b/-|^ 
some extraordinary impulse of doing they knew not what, 
a«id going they knew not whither, leaped over each other's 
shoulders, and began to climb dowft by the pillars of the 
balconies to the stalls, — and a universal panic and rush ' 
ensued. Terrified women® hurried from the stalls and boxes 
in spite of warning, and •got^ mixed with the maddened . 
crowd, a section of which, pouring out of the Opera-house 
came incontinently upon the •King’s carriage’in waiting, — and 
forthwith, iwithout any reflection as to the why or the where- 
fore, smashed it to atoms! Then,* singing again- ‘The Song 
of Freedom,’ — the people, pouring out from all the doors, 
formed into a huge battalion, and started on\ j\^ march of 
devastation and plunder. 

Sergius Thord^ grasping the situation from the first, rushed ^ 
out of ^the Opera-house in all haste, anxious to avert a cata- 
strophe, but he was too late to stop the frenzied crowd, — 
nothing couki, or would have stopped them at that i&rticular : 
moment. The fire had been too long smouldering in their , 
souls; aChd Pequita, like a little spark of fury, had set it in a 
blaze. Thrfiugh private ways and back streets, the King and,®^; 
Queen and theii* sons, escorted by the alarmed manager, ! 
escaped from the Opera unhurt, — and drove back unobserved 
to the Palace in a common fiacre — and a vast raultitud€s^)J| 
waiting to see them come out by the usual doors, and finding 
they did not come, vented their ragb and disgust by tearingj^; 
up and smashing^ everythh^g within their reach. Then, 
membering in good time, despite their excitement, that th^^t 
■manager of the Opera had done nothing to deserve injury 
to himself or his property, they paused m this work 
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destruction, and with the sudden caprice of children, gave 
.out ringing cheers for him* and for Pequita j— while their 
uncertainty as to wha* to do next was settled for them by 
■ Paul Zouche, who, mounting on one of the pede§tals which 
supported the^jiffumns of the entrance tb the Operas where 
his wild hesil^ glittering eyes and eager face looked scarcely 
' human, cried out: 

“ Damnatwn to Carl P<^rousse4 Why do you idle here, my 
friends, when you might be busy ! If you want Freedom, seek 
it from hi»i who is to be your new Prime Minister ! • 

A prolonged yell of*savage approval answered him, — and 
like an angry tide, the crowd swept on and on, gathering 
stnmgth and force as it went, and pouring through the streets 
with fierce clamour of shoutiqg, sflnd clash of hastily collected 
weapons, — on and on to the greats square, in the (Centre of 
which stood the statue of the late King, and wh»re the house 
of Carl P<5rousse orxupied the most prominent positlbn. And 
the'xixoon, coming suddenly out of a cloud, stared whitely 
down upon the turbulent scene, — one too often witnessed in 
history, wjjf'-,, as Carlyle says, ‘a Nation of men is suddenly 
feyond the limits. For Nature, as green ‘as she looks, 
rests everywhere on dreac^ foundations, and Pan, to whose 
music the Nymphs dance, has a cry in him that can drive all 
men distracted ! ’ 

In sifch distraction, and with such wild cry^ the night of 
Pequita’s long-looked-for dance before the King swept stormily 
on towards day. * 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

« FATE GIVES — THE KING ! 

• • 

N ews of this fresh and more vS)lent disturbance among 
the people brought the soldiery out in hot haste, who 
galloped down to the scdhe of excitement, only to find the ' 
mounted police before th(fm, Jieaded by General Bemhoff, \ 
who catfeering to and fr#, cool and composed, forbade, *in_ 
the name of the King !’ any attempt to drive the mob out of 
the squaife. Swaying uneasily round and round, the populace 
yelled and groaned, and cheered •and hissed; not ktidVring 
exactly whereunto they were so wildly moved, but evidently 
waiting for a fresh ‘ lead.’ The house of Carl PivPJJsse, with 
its handsome exterior and stately marble portico, offered itsoK ^ 
as a tempting taflrget to the more Excitable roughs, and a stone ^ 
sent crashing through one of the windows would have certainly , 
been the signal for a general onslaught had not a man’s figure . 
suddenly clinjlbed the pedestal whiph supported the Statue of 
the late King in the centre of the square, and lifted its living 
visible identity against the frowning cold stone image of the 
dead. A cry went up from thousands of throats — ‘Sergiusrf^ ! 
Thord!* — followed by an extraordinary clamour of passionate f 
plaudits, as the excited people recognised the grand head and 
commanding aspect of their (jwn particular Apostle of Liberty* 
He, — stretchjpg out his hands with a gesture f>f mingled r-N 
authority and entreaty, — pacified ftie raging sea of contra- v{ 
dictory and conflicting voices as if by magic, — and the horrid 
clamgur died down into a dull roar, which in its turn subsided 
*intosilenck 

“ Friends and brothers ! ” he cried ; “ Be calm I Be patient ! ^ 
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What spirit possesses you to thus destroy the chances of your 
own peace I What is your aim? .’Justice? Ay— justice !— 
but how can you gaia fhis by being yourselves unjust? Will 
you remedy Wrong by injuring Right? Nay— this. must not 
be!— this cannot be, miYiyou, whose passion for liberty is 
noble, — ^whose love for truth is fixed and resolute, — and who 
seek no m^re than is by human right your own 1 This sudden 
tempest, by which your souls are^tossed, is like an angry gust 
upon the sea, which wrecks great vessels and drowns brave 
men; — be something more than the semblance of th^ 
capricious wind which destroys without having reason to 
know why it is bent on destruction! What are you here 
for? What would you do?” 

A confused shouting answered^ him, in which cries of 
‘P^rousse ! * and The King ! ’ were^ most prominent.* 

Sergius Thord looked round upon the seething.mass below 
him, with a strange sense of power and of triumph. He — 
even tie'— who could claim lo be no more than a poor Thinker, 
speaker and writer, — had won these thousands to his com- 
mand !■ — , hii< »hftd them here, willing to obey his lightest word, — 
r-rf«5*TCafly to follow his signal wheresoever it might •take them ! 
His eyes glowed, — and tffe light of a grdat and earnest 
inspiration illumined his strong features. 

“You^call for Carl Perousse!” he said; “Yonder he 
dwells ! — in the regal house he has built for himself out of 
the sweating work of the poor!” A fierce yell from the 
populace and an attempt at a rush, wcic again stopped by 
‘the speaker’s uplifted hand ; “Wait, friends — wait ! *Think for 
a moment of the result of action, before you act ! Suppose 
you pulled down that palace of fraud; suppose your strong 
hands righteously rent it asunder; — supj)ose you set fire to 
its walls,— Suppose you dragged out the robber^from his cave 
and slew him here, before sunrise — what then? You would 
make of him a martyr ! — and thfc hypocritical liars of the 
present policy, who aie involved with him in his financial 
schemes, — would chant his praises in every newspaper, and* 
laud his virtues in every sermon ! Naj, we should probably 
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hear of a special ‘ Memorial Service ' being held in our great 
Cathedral to sanctify the corpse of the vilest stot^-jobbjing 
rascal that ever cheated the gallows ! ^Be wiser than that, my 
friends! .Do not soil your hands either with the body of 
Carl ^ ^rousse or Bis ill-gotten dwelling. What we want for 
him is Disgrace, not Death! Death is far too easy! An 
innocent child may die ; do not give to a false-he^ed knave s 
the simple exit common to the brave and true !• Disgrace !— ; 
disgrace ! Shame, confusion, and the curse of the country, — 
tet these be your vengeance on the man who seeks to clutch 
the reins of government! — the man who would drive the 
people like whipped horses to their ruin 1 

Another roar answered him, but this time it was mingled 
with murmurs of dissatisfaCtioi. Thord caught these up, and 
at once^esponded to them. 

** I hear you, O People I \ hear the clamour of your hearts , 
and souR, which is almost too strong to find expression in 
speech ! You cannot wait, you would tell me ! Yott i)fould 
have P^rousse dragged out here, — you would tear him to 
pieces among you, if you could, and carry the fragments of 
him to the King, to prove what a people can do with a villain . 
proposed to them as their Pfime-Minister ! ” Loud and 
ferocious shouts answered these words, and he went on; “I / 
know — I understand 1 — and I sympathise ! But even as I ; 
know jw, ypu know me/ Beliewe me now, therefore, and 
hear mj promise ! I swear to you before you all” — and here 
he extended both arms with a solemn and impressive gesture — ' 
^ “that this month shall not be ended before the dishonesty ofr* 
Carl P^rousse is* publicly and flagrantly known at every street > . 
corner, — in every town and province of the land ! — and before :J 
the most high God, I take n^y oath to you, the People, — that: ^ 
he shall nevei^be the governing head of the country ! ” / 

A hurricane of applause answ5-ed him — a tempest of i,:: 
shouting that seemed to» surge and sway through the air .f 
and down to the earth again like the beating of a powerful " 
*wind. * * 

“ Give me your trust, O People ! ” he cried, carried beyond < 
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himself with the excitement and fervour of t le scene— “ Give 
me yourselves ! ” 

Another roar repliedfto this adjuration. Tie stood triumph- 
ant; — the people pressing up around him,— jomc weeping — 
some kneeling at his feet — some climbing t( kiss his^hand. 
A few angry voices in the distance cried out — ‘-The King ! * 
— and he Jjurned at once on the word. 

“Who ne^s the King?” he demanded; “Who calls for 
ll^him ? What is he to us ? What has he ever been ? Look 
back on Ws career ! — see him as Heir- Apparent to the Throne^ 
wasting his time with dishonest associates, — dealing with 
.’^ speculators and turf gamblers — ^involving himself in debt — 
and pandering to vile women, who still hold him in their 
grasp, and who in their tiui rtjle the country by their caprice, 
and drain the Royal coffers by thek licentious extravagance ! 
Now look on him as the King, — a tool in the hands of 
financiers — a speculator among speculators — steeped to the 
ver;^Tes in the lo^ e of mdney, and despising all men who do 
not bear the open blazon of wealth upon them, — what has 
he done for the People? Nothing! What will he ever do 
« for the People? Nothing! Flattered by self-seekers — stuffed 
with eulogy by a paid Pres?— his name madte a byword and 
a mockery by the very women with whom he consorts, wliat 
should we do with him in Our work ! Let him alone ! — let 
him be f Let him eat and, drink as suits his nature — and die 
of the poison his own vices breed in his blood! — we want 
naught of him, or his heirs ! When the time ripens to its 
• full fruition, we, the People, can do without a Throve ! ” 

At this, thousands of hats and handkerchiefs were tossed in 
the air,— thousands of voices cheered to the very echo, and 
to relieve their feelings still m^re completely the vast crowd 
once moi% took up ‘ The Song of Freedoji ’ and began 
singing it in unison steJdily and grandly, with all that resist- 
less force and passion which springe from deep-seated emotion 
in the soul. And while they were singing, Thord, glancing 
rapidly about him, saw Johan Zegota close ^t*hand, and* 
to ais still greater satisfaction, Pasquin Leroy ; and bei^oning 
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them both to his side whispered his brief orders, which were 
at once conprehended. The day was breaking ; and in the 
purple cas' a line of crimson showedi where the sun would 
presently rk-e. A few minutes* quick organisation worked by 
Lcroy^and * Zegota,* and some few Other of their comrades 
sufficed to break up the mob into three sections, and in 
perfect order they stood blocked for a moment, like the three ; ^ 
wings of a great army. Then once more Th(jrd addressed ;^| 
them : i* 

• “ People, you have heard my vow ! If before ^Jie end of ^ 
the month Carl Pdrousse is not ejetted with contempt from ; ^ 
office, I will ask my death at your hands ! A meeting wilLi; 
, be convened next week# at the People’s Assembly RoomW> 
where we shall make arrangements to approach the King. 

If the ^ing refuses to receive us, we shall find means to 
make him (Jo so I He shall hear us ! He is our paid servant, 
and he is bound to serve us faithfully, — or the Throne shall 
be a thing of the past, to be looked back upon with -wgret 
that we, a great and free people, ever tolerated its vice and ' 
tyranny 1 ** 

Here he •waited to let the storm of plaudits subside, — 
and then contmued: “Now pftrt, all of you friends! — ^go. 
your ways, — and keep order for yourselves with vigilance! ' 
The soldiery are here, but they dare not fire ! — the police 
are here, but they dare not arrest Give them no ciuse even 
to say that it would have been well to do either 1 Let the 
spiritujfl force of your determined minds, — fixed on a noble ; 
and just purpose, over-rule mere temporal authority ; let non^ 
have to blame ^ou for murder or violence, — take no life, — 
shed no blood ; but let your conquest of the Governmenjt, — 
your capture of the Throne,— be a glorious moral victory, out- 
weighing any battle gained only by brute force and rapine ! ** 

He was answered by a strenuous*eheer ; and then the three 
great sections of the multitude began to move. Out of thev/« 
square in perfect order they max'ched, — still singing; one,/ 
• huge ma& tf people being headed by Pasquin Leroy, an- : 
other by Johan Zegota^— the third by Sergius Thord hims{^c^ 
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The soldiery, seeing there was no cause for interference, with- 
drew,— the police dispersed,* and once again an outbreak of 
popular disorder was eheckcd and for a time withheld. 

But this second riot had startled the metropolis in goc^d 
earnest. Everyone became fully alive ^to the danger and 
increasing force of the disaffected community, — and the Govern- 
ment, — lately grown inert and dilatory in the transaction of 
business, — began seriously to consider ways and means of 
pacifying general clamour and public dissatisfaction. None 
of the megnbers of the Cabinet were much surprised, therefor®, 
when they each received a summons from the King to wait . 
’^upon him at the Palace that day week, — ‘to discuss affairs 
of national urgency,* and the geneS'al impression appeared to 
be, that though Carl P^rousse^ismissed the * street rowdyism,* 
as he called it, with contempt, and poke of * disloyd! traitors 
opposed to the Tjovernment,* lie was nevertheless riding for 
; a fall; and that his chances of obtaining the Pffemiership 
were* scarcely so sure as thty had hitherto seemed. 

Meanwhile, Pequita, whose childish rage against the King 
/ for not noticing her dancing or applauding it, had been the 
trifling*cause of the sudden volcanic eruption <ff the public 
mind, became more than Iver the idol of •the hour. The 
night after the riot, the Opera-house was crowded to suffoca- 
tion, — and the stage was covered with flowers. Among the 
counties bouquets offered to the triumphant^ little dancer, 

• came one which was not thrown from the audience, but was 
brought to her by a messenger ; it was a great cluster o!f scarlet 
.carnations, and attached to it was a tiny velvet cag^, contain- 
ing the ring promised to her by Pasquin Leroy, when, as he 
had said, she * should dance before the King.* A small card 
accompanied it on which was wrjjten ‘ Pequita, from Pasquin ! * 
Turning tOiLotys, who, in the event of further Ijirbulence, had 
accompanied her to the Opera that night to take care of her, 
and who sat grave, pale, and thoughtful, in one of the dressing- 
rooms near the stage, the child eagerly showed her the Jewel, 
exclaiming : • . ' 

^ “ See I He has kept his promise I ” 
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And Lotys, — sighing even while she smiled, — answered : 

“ Yes, dear ! He would not fee the brave man he is, if he 
ever broke his word ! ” • 

Whereat Pequita slipped the ring on her friend’s finger, 
kissit^ her and whispering : 

“ Take care of it for me ! Wear it for me ! For to-night, 
at least ! ” ^ 

Lotys assented, — though* with a little reluctance, — and it 
wa’S only while Pequita was away from her, performing her 
4 )art on the stage, that this strange lonely womaij bent her 
face down on the hand adorned wfth the star-like gem and 
kissed it, — tears standing in her eyes as she murmured : 

“ My love — my love ! ^If you only knew ! ” 

And then the hot colour sqrged into her cheeks for sheer 
shame af herself that she*should love ! — she — no longer in her 
youth, — and utterly unconscious that there Vas, or could be . 
any beauty in her deep lustrous eyes, white skin, and dull gold 
hair. What had she to do with thfc thoughts of passiour ?-*“She 
whose life was devoted to the sick and needy, — and who had 
no right to think of anything else but how she should aid them . 
best, so long as that life should last ! She knew welT enough 
that love of a* great, jealous, aSid almost savage kind, was 
hers if she chose to claim it — the love of Sergius Thord, who ’ 
worshipped her botii as a woman and an Intellect ; but she , 
could not contemplate him as hey lover, having gre^n up to ^ 
consider him more as a sort of paternal guardian and friend., 
In facf, she had thoroughly resigned herself to think of 
nothing Ijjit* work for the remainder of her days, and to entirely*^' 
forego the love ailhd tenderness which most women, even the [ ' 
poorest, have the natural right to win; and now slowly, — 
almost unconsciously to hergelf, — Love had stolen into her 
soul and taken possession of it ; — ^secret love for the man, who i]; 
brave almost to recklessness, had jSined his fortunes in with^vj; 
Sergius Thord and his coiipanions, and had assisted the work’Ji 
of pushing matters so far forward, that the wrongs done to the’ 
•poor, and"th6 numerous injustices of the law, whidi for years! 
had been accumulatmg, and had become part and parcel of the > 
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governing system of the country, now stood a fair chance of 
being reniediedt She, with her (]uick woman s instinct, had 
j)erceived that where Sergius Thord, in his dreamy idealism, 
halted and was uncertain of results, Pasquin Leroy stepped 
into the breach and won the victory. And, like aircouQjgeou^ 
women, she admired a courageous man. Not, that ITiord 
lacked courage, — he had plenty of the physical brute force 
known as sucji,^biit he had also^ peculiar and uncomfortable 
quality of rousing desires, both in himself and others which he 
had not tl^e means of gratifying. c 

Thus Lotys foresaw that, unless by some miraculous chance 
obtained both place and power, and a share in the ruling 
f things, there was every possibilit)e of a split in the Revolu- 
tionaiy Committee, — one half beiiig inclined to indulge in the 
criminal and wholly wasteful spirit ^of Anarchy, — tl?e other 
disposed to thro(v in its lot 'wilh the Liberal or Radical side 
of politics. And she began to regard Pasquin Leroy,, with his 
even tvmF^eramont, cool imperturbability, intellectual daring, 
and literary ability, as the link which kept them all together, 
and gave practical force to the often brooding and fantastic 
^ day-drehms of Thord, who, though he n»ade plaps night and 
day for the greater freedont and relief of the People from 
unjust coercion, had not succeeded in obtaining as yet 
suffi( I'.nt power to carry them' into execution. 

It was evident, however, to the whole country that the 
times were in a ferment, — that the Governmenf was growing 
more unpopular, and that Carl Perousse, the chief hinge on 
.which Governmental force turned, was under a dloud of the 
gravest susi.)icion. Meetings, more or less stormy in*character, 
were held everywhere by every shade of party in politics,— and 
4rong protests against his being nominated as Premier were 
daily sent tip the King. But to the surprise of many, and- the 
annoyance of most, his •Majesty gave no sigS. The news- 
pcipers burst into rampant argument —every tittle editor issued 
his Jovian ‘opinion' on the grave issues at stake;— David 
Jost kept his Hebraic colours flying for the Kfag,— jiPdging* 
tlial to flatter Royalty was always a safe course for most 
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Jews ; — while in the rival journal, brilliant essays, leaders and 
satires on the political situation,* combined with point-blank 
accusations against the Secretary of State, (which that dis- 
tinguished personage always failed to notice,) flew from the 
pen ofeithe ‘mysterious writer, Pasquin Leroy, and occupied 
constant public attention. Unlike the realm of Britain, — ,, ' , 
where the ‘golden youth’ enfeeble their intellects by the v 
perusal of such poor and slangy journalism that they**have lost 
both the art and wit to comprehend brilliant political writing, ■ 
-•■the inhabitants of this particular corner of the sunny south 
were always ready to worship genias wherever even the 
smallest glimmer of it appeared, — and the admiration Leroy’s 
writings ’excited was fast becoming universal, though for the^:‘ 
most part these writings were extremely inflammable in nature, 
and rated both King and Qourt soundly. But with the usual 
indifference .of Royalty to ‘gtJtiius’ generally? the King, when 
asked if 4ie had taken note of certain articles dealing very 
freely with both him and his social* conduct, declared J;ie iiad 
never heard of them, or of their writer ! 

“ I never,” he said with an odd smile, “ pay any attention 
to clever literature I I should be establishing a precedent 
which would be* inconvenient and disagreeable to my fellow- 
sovereigns !” 

The time went on ] the King met his Ministers on the day ' ^ 
he had summoned them in private^ council, — ^and on die other [ 
hand Sergius Thord convened a mighty mass-meeting for the’ 
purpose* of carrying a resolution formed to address his Majesty f 
on the iqjpending question of the Premiership. From the^,. 
King’s council, tlfie heads of Government came away in haste, 
despair and confusion ; from the mass-meeting whole regiments 
marched through the streets in triumphant and satisfied order* 

After these events there came a night, when ^^e sweet |: 
progress of calm weather was broken up by cloud and storm, 

— and when heivy thun^Jer boomed over the city at longj^f' 
dull intervals, like the grinding ^and pounding of artilleryj'^f 
•without rain to cool the heated ether, which was nowf' 
and again torn asunder by flashes of lightning. There was^l 
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evidently a raging tempest f^r out at sea, though the land 
only received suggestions this by the occasional rearing up 
of huge dark green Wllows which broke against the tall cliffs, 
plumed with mimosa and myrtle, that guardeji the coast. 
Heavy scents of flowers weie in the air~heavy hea;*f^ei*ghed 
down the atmosphere, -—and there was a languor in the slow 
footsteps^of the men, who, singly, or in groups, arrived at the 
door of Seiiguis lliord's hcusn to fulfil the dread compact 
binding uj^on them all in regard to the ‘ Day of Fate/ Pasquin 
3.A'roy argl his two companions were among the first to arri^, 
and to make their #ay up the dark steep stairs to the 
(-ommitice-room, where, when they entered, they found the 
U'.ual as[)oct of things strangely al^red. The table no longer 
iKcupied its position in thc.niiddle of the floor; it was set 
on a raised platform ('ntirely dmped with blac*. Large 
ciindelabra, holcung six lights each, occupied either end, — and 
m the centre one solitary red lamp was placed, slTedding its 
flaft wer a large bronr.e vf^cl shaped like a funeral urn. The 
rest of the room was in darkness,— and with the gatherinE 
groups of men, who moved silently and spoke in whispers, it 
presented a solemn and eerie speclaeie. • 

“ Ah ! You have now Vrived,” said Max Graub, in a 

ilS 'll"''-’ adventures! 

u ^ Six lights at one end. sixlights 

* !h : and in the centre tlie Thirteenth 

, U-roy said noii,ing,-bui the face of the ma!, galled Axel 
pc. ..dtol, vc^ paic. Ho d,l» Lera/, 

“This is no laughing matter!;’ he said very earne^Hv «T » 

pToy smiled and pressed his haad. 

‘My dear fellow!” he «aidj “Have no feari n, ;r 
fear, do net show it » You sfanH * • f ^ 

as myself, or as anv of uf the same* 

^ , or^ any of us; you may draw the fatal 
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Signal ! — but if you do, I promise you I will volunteer myself 
in your place.” ^ 

“ said Regor with a volume? of meaning in the 

utterance; “You would stand in my place?” 

“Why, of courser” replied Leroy cheerily; “Life is not 
such a wonderful business, that death for a friend’s sake is not 
better!” 

Regor looked at him, and a speechless deyotion filled 
and softened his eyes. Certain words spoken to him 
bra woman he loved echoed through his brain,© and he 
murmured : * 

“Nay, by the God above us, if death is in question, / will 
die rather than let you die !<’ 

“ That will depend on my ^humour ’ ” said Leroy, still 
smiling; •“You will require my permission to enter into 
combat with, the last enemy Before he offers* challenge I ” 

Max Gfaub here approached them with a warning finger 
laid on his lips. ' m * 

“Hush — sh — sh ! ” he said; “Think as much as you like, — 
but talk as little as you can 1 I assure you this is a most 
uncomfortable business ! — and here comes the axis of the . 
revolving wheel 1^’ ' 

They made way, — as did all the men grouped together in 
the room, — ^for the entrance of Sergius Thord and Lotys. 
These two came in together; and .with a silent salutfe which 
included the whole Committee, ascended the raised platform. 
Lotys was deadly pale ; and the white dress she wore, with its . 
scarlet sa^,’ accentuated that paleness. She appeared for 
once to move undfer the dominance of some greater will than 
her own, — she moved slowly, and her head was bent, — and 
even to Pasquin Leroy as shg passed him, her faint smile of f 
recognition wa| both sad and cold. Once on tha platform, , 
she seated herself at the lower end •of the funereally-draped ’ 
table ; and leaning her h^d on one hand, seemed lost in 
' thought. Thord took his place at the opposite end, — where- ; 
lipon Johafi Xegdta moving stealthily to the door, closed it, ! 
locked it, and put the key in his pocket. ‘ Then he in turn 
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mounted the platform, and began in a cle. '' but low voice to 
call the roll of the members bf the Committee. 

Each man answerefi to his name in the same guarded tone ; 
all without a single exception were present; anid Zegota, 
having completed the catalogue, turned ^0 Thord forfiirther 
' instructions. The rest of the company then seat^i themselves, 

— findinj^ their chairs with some little difficulty in the semi- 
darkness. Wlien t!ie noise of their shuffling feet had ceased, 
'ITiord rose and advanced to the front of the platform. 

“Friends,” he said slowly; “You are here to-night fo 
determine by the hand of Chance, or Destiny, which of certain . 
traitors amrjng many thousands, shall meet with the punishment 
his treachery deserves. In the lij^ of those who are to-night 
marked down foi death is Cart Pefoussc ; — happy the man that 
draws that narn^‘ and 's able to serve as the liberiAor to his 
country! Another, is the Jew, David Jost, — because it has 
been chiefly at his persuasion that the heads of the Gbvemment 
have bt‘en ttjmjjled to gamble for their own personal motives 
with the secrets of Stale policy. Another, is the Marquis de 
Lutera who though he has, possibly through fear, resigned 
office, is to blame for having made his own privtfte fortune, — 
as well as the fortum:s of aif the members oPhis family, — out 
of the injuries and taxations ii;flictcd on the People. To his 
suggestion we owe the cruel price of bread,— the tax on corn, 
a necessity of life on his policy rests the responsibility of 
opening our Trades to such an over-excess of Foreign Com- 
petition and Supply that our native work and our native interests : 
‘ are paralysed by the strain. To him,— as well jis to Carl I 
P<$rousse, we owe the ridiculous urbanities* of such extreme 
foreign diplomacies as expose our secret forces of war to our 
' rivals from him emanates lha courteous and almost servile 
attention With which we foolishly exhibit our na^al and military 
defences to our enemies. We assume tha. a Minister who 
Spaciously permits a foreign arsenal»to copy our guns— a foreign 
dockyard to copy and to emulate our ships,— is a traitor to the ' 
prosperity and continued power of the countn-.* two of the* 
gnat leaders in Trade are named on the Death-list one ' 
, ' ' ' 



“FATE GIVES— THE KING!” 


463 


because, in spite of many ^yarnings, he employs foreign 
workmen only; the other, becaulie he ‘sweats’ native labour. 
The removal of all these persons will be*a boon to the country 
— the clearing of a plague of rats from the national House a)rid/^c 
Exch^er! Lastly,* the King is nam’ed; — because, — ^though 
he has rescued the system of National Education from Jesuit 
interference and threatening priestly dominance, he has turned ' ^ 
a deaf ear to other equally pressing petitiofrs of bis People, — ’ 
and also because he does nothing to either influence or guide ’ ' 
society to its best and highest ends. Under his rula^ learning ; 
is set at naught — Art, Science and Liferature, the three saving 
graces which make for the peace, prosperity and fraternity of 
nations, — are rendered vafdeless, because no example is set 
which would give them their rightful prominence, — and wine, 
cards artl women are substituted, — the three evil fates by 
which the honour of the Throne is brought into contempt. 
We shouM know and remember that Lotys, when she lately 
saved the life of the King, did, — as she herself can t'ellfyoii, — 
plead personally with him to save the people from the despotic 
government of Carl P^rousse and his pernicious ‘majority’; 

— but thouglf she rescued the monarch at the risk of her own 
much more valuafble existence — an*8 equally at the risk of being 
misunclerstood and condemned by this very Society to which 
her heart and soul are pledged, — he refused to even consider 
her entreaty. ^Therefore, we may te satisfied that he iias been 
warned ; -but it would seem that the warning is of no avail ; 

^ — and wTiosoever to-night draws the name of the King must 
I be swift arvi sure in his business ! ” • 

There was a deep pause. Suddenly Max Graub rose, his 
bulky form and great height giving him an almost Titanesque 
appearance in the gloom of %e chamber. Raising one hand 
as a signal, he ^sked permission to speak, which w^te instantly 
/ accorded. 

. “To my chief* Sergius# Thord, and my comrades,” he.(/ 
.said with a slight military salutation; “I wish to explain 
' Vhat perhaps *they have already discovered, — that I am a poor 
and uncouth German, — not altogether conversant with yowr 
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language,— and considerably bewildered by your social ethics ; 
— so tlut if I do not entirely understand things as I should, 
you will ptThaps pnrden my ignorance, which includes other 
driiwhncks of my disposition. But when death is in question, 
I am always much interested, — having spent all my days in 
trying to find out ways and means of combating man's chief 
enemy on his own ground Because, — ^though I fully admit the 
usefulness of^dc^aih as a cleanser gnd solvent; and as a means 
of clearing ofT h(jpelcs^Iy-useless persons, I am not ar all sure 
that it is^an advisable way to get rid of the healthy and th« 
promise;.;. I speak as^ physician merely,— with an eye to 
what is called the ‘stock ' of the human race; and what I now 
want to know is this : On what scwntific, ethical, or religious 
grounds, do you wish to get ric^ of die King ? Science, ethics, 
and religion being onlv in the pre^nt day so many^orms of 
carefully ministering to one's SWf, and one's owp particular 
humour, yo\i will understand that I mean, — as concerns the 

‘happy^isixitch’ of this same King,— what good will it do to 
you ? ” 

There was a silence. No one vouchsafed any explanation. 

After a considerable pause, Thord replied. • 

•‘If will do us no good. .But it will show^he country that 
we exist to revenge injustice ! ” Y 

But is the King unjust?"* 

patiW ” ® “rtain grave 

latitnec. During your association with us Tiave von nnt 
learni^? and do you not know?” ' ^ 




nr ^ M wra 

““ '=? im. 

'"ith the Committee solemnities”* “<®rfere 

the King from attack. ^ J and to defend * 

less crushed and baffled,— and Thord 


^ent on. 
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“We fiave little time to spend together to-night, and none 
to waste. Let each man co’me forward now, and take his 
chance, — remembering, — lest his courage fail him, — that what- 
ever work is given him to do, the members of this Committee 
are sjpm’ro stand by him as their associate and comrade I — ^to 
defend him,j--even at the risk of their own lives ! — and to share y v 
completely in the consequences of whatever act he may be - 
called upon to perform ifi Uie faithful fgllowing of his duty I ; ? , 
Friends, repeat with me all together, the Vow of Fealty ! ” 

^ At once every man rose, — and all lifting their rjght hands . ' 
on high repeated in steady tones the following formula after ' 
their Chief, — 

“We swear in the nanje of God, and by the eternal glory ‘ 
of Freedom,! That whogoever among us this night shall 
draw tb^ Red Cross Signal which destines him to take from 
life, a life proved unworthy,-^shall be to u^ a sacred person, , 
and an 436ject of defence and continued protection 1 We 
guarantee to shield him at all times and under aH^cireum- 
Btances ; — we promise to fight for him against the u^bst 
combined power of the law; — we are prepared to mamtain 
an inviolate silence concerning his movements, his actions 
and their ultimate result, — even to the sufferance of imprison-. ■ 
ment, punishment and death for his sake! And may the 
curse of the Almighty Creator of Heaven and Earth be 
upon us ard our children, and our children’s children, if we - 
break this v8w. Amen!” 

The^tem and impressive intensity with which these words ; 
were spoken sent a slight, tremor along even such steel-lik^v 
nerves as those •of Pasqiiin Leroy, though he repeated the, 
formula after Sergius Thord with the attentive care of a child 
saying a lesson. At its conclusion, however, a sudden thought 
flashed through his brain which brought a wonderful smile 'i* 
*to his lips, ahd a rare light in h» eyes, and touching the ;^. 
arm of Axel Regor, he whispered, . 

“ Could anything be more protective to me, — as you kfww 
i — than this Vow of Fealty ? By my faith, a right loyal vow ! ” ' i 

The man he so questioned looked at him doubtfully* He 
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did not understand. He himself had repeated ‘the vow 
mechanically and without thought, being occupied in senoiis 
and uncomfortable meditation as to what possible dangerous 
lenglh.s the evening’s businc'^s might be carried. And, accus- 
tomed as he now was. to the var>dng apd brilliant gjoeds 
of one whom he had proved to be of most yarying and 
brilliant intelligence, hi.s brain was not quick enough to follow 
the lightning-like sjx^cd of the cl^ain of ideas, all moving in 
a perfectly organj‘'ed plan, — conceived by this daring, scheming 
and origin^il brain, winch had been so lately roused to its owij 
powers and set in thirdcing, working order. He therefore 
merely expressed his mind’s bewilderment by a warning glance 
mingled with alarm, which caused I^roy to smile again, — but 
the scene which was being enacted, pow demanded their closest 
attention, and they had no further ojiportunity of exqjianging 
so much as a wdrd. • 

'I'he Vow of Fealty being July sworn, Sergius 'rtiQrd stood 
asirk, gpd made way for 4^otys, who, rising from her seat, 
lifted th(; funeral urn from the table and held it out towards the 
men. She made a strange and weird picture standing thus, — 
Ikf white arms gleaming like sciilpiurod ivory^against the 
dark bronze of the metal va^e, — her gold hqir touched with 
a hlood-liko hue from the reflection of the red lamp behind 
inT, — and her face, — infinitely ‘mournful and resigned, — ^wear- 
ing the expression of one who, forced to behold evil, has 
no active part in it. As she took up her positidh in the front 
of the platform, Thord again spoke. • 

, Let each man now advance and draw his fatfe ! Whoso- 
ever receives a blank is exempt for another year ; — whosoever 
diaw'o the name of a victim must be prepared to do his duty ! ” 

I his order was at once obeyed. Each man rose separately 
and approaching Lotys, salutecf her first, and then drew a 
folded ixipcr from the wessel she held. Bift they moved 
forward reluctantly, --and most ofAeir faces were very pale. 

hrn Pasquin Leroy’s t-jrn came to draw, he raised his eyes to 
tlie woman’s countenance ahove him and marveled at it* cold, 
»uuty. She seemed scarcely to be herself,— and it was pltd% 



“FATE GIVES— THE KING!*’ 


467 

evi^nt that the part she wa$ forced to play in the evening’s 
drama was a most reluctant one. 

At last all the lots were taken, and •Johan Zegota lit up the 
gas-burners in the centre of the room. A sigh of relief came 
fronJb.the *lips of many of the men* who, on opening their 
papers found a blank instead of a name. But Leroy, unfold- 
ing his, sat in dumb amazement, — feeling, and not for the first 
time either, that surely God, or some Special #Providence, is 
always on the side of a strong man’s just aim, fulfilling it to 
jcntire accomplishment For to him was assigned the Red 
Cross, marked with the name of ‘TRe King !’ The words* of 
Sergius Thord, uttered that very night, rushed back on his 
mind;— “Whosoever drftws the name of the King must be 
swift and sure in his business!” 

His heart beat high ; he occupied at that moment a position 
no man iij all the world ha& ever occupied before ; — he was 
the centfe of a drama such as had never before been enacted, 
— ^he had the greatest move to |)lay on the chess-tioard of 
life that could possibly be desired and the greatest chance 
to prove himself the Man he was, that had ever been given 
to one of hi« quality. His brain whirled, — his pulses throbbed, 
— his eyes rested on Lotys with* a passionate longing ; some- 
thing of the god-like as well as the heroic warmed his soul, — 
for Danger and Death stood as intimately close to him as 
Safety ami Victory! What a strange, what a marvellous 
card he held in the game of life 1 — and yet one false move 
might Ihean ruin and annihilation ! As in a dream he saw 
the memljers of the Committee go up, one by one, to Sergiu^ 
Thord, who, as tWey laid their open papers before him, declared 
the contents. When Paul Zouche’s paper was declared he , 
was found to have drawn Qurl Perousse, whereat he smiled 
grimly ; and retired to his seat, walking rather* unsteadily. 
Max Graub had drawn a blank,— so had Axel Regor, — so", 
had Louis Valdor and many others. ,, v ; 

^ ^ At last it came to Leroy’s turn, and as he walked up to the ; 
p platform ^nd ascended it, there was a look on his face which ^ 
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sinirularly bright, —his lithe handsome figure seemed taller and 
more erect, --he bore himself with a proud, even grand 
and Tx)tys, moved at last from her chill and melancholy apathjs 
ga/cd at him as he approached, with eyes in which a profound 
sadness was mingled Avith the dark tenderness of msnjbiias- 
sionate thoughts and dreams. He laid down his paper before 
Thord, w'h 4 ), taking it uj) read aloud : 

** Our friend and \eomrade, Pi^squin I-»eroy, has received 

the Red Cross Signal.'’ 

'Fhen lousing before uttering his next words '"hi’ raisecv 
hii. voic e a little, so lhaf he might be heard by every cue lA 
the room, and added slowly : 

“'fo ras(juin Leroy, Yiite gives — l4ie King 

A low murmur of deep applauBC ran through the room. 
Max Craul) and Axel R‘:gor sprajig up with a kind of 
smothered cry, l?ul Leroy stodd immovable. Jnstead of 
reluming to his seal as the others had done, he remained 
staiiftinjf on tlie jilatform •in front of the Committee table, 
between Lotys and Sergiu.s Thord. A strange smile rested 
on Ihslijis, — liis attitude was inexplicable. Surveying all the 
pi% men's faces which were grouped before him a kind of 
rhiaro-oscuro, he studied thelln for a moment, ^nd then turned 
bis head towards Thord. 

“ Sergius, — so far, 1 have served you well ! Destiny has 
now’ chosen me out for evc^ a greater service ! May I speak 
a few words ? ” 

Thord assented, —but a sudden sense of inquietude stirred 
•in him as he saw’ that Lotys had half risen, tJiat her iips 
(juivered, and that great tears stood in hex* eyes. 

“She grieves 1” he thought, sullenly, in his strange and 
confused way of balancing justice and injustice — “She grieves 
that the worthless life of the King she saved, is now to be 
taken by a righteous hafld!" * .. 

Meanwhile Leroy faced the asser^bly. * 

“Comrades!" he said; “This is the first time. I have 
assisted in the work of your Day of Fate, — fhtf firsf time* 
I have recognised how entirely Providence moves wM you 
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and for you in the ruling of your destinies 1 And because it 
is the first time, our Chief permits me to address you with 
the same fraternal liberty which was allowed to me on the 
night I became enrolled among you, as one of you! Since’ 
then^T have done my best to serve you — ” here he was 
interrupted *by applause — “and so far as it has been humanly 
possible, I have endeavoured to carry out your Views and 
desires because, — though taany of tMm sprihg from pure 
idealism, and are, I fear, impossible of realisation in this 
Vorld, — they contain the seed of mych useful ancf necessary 
reform in many institutions of this country. I have — ifl 
promised you — shaken the stronghold of Carl P&ousse;” — 
again the applause broke out, none, the less earnest because 
it was restrained. “I have destroyed the press-power and 
prestige of that knavish •Je^-speculator in false news, David 
Jost; and wherever the wishes of this Society could be 
fulfilled,*! have honestly sought, to fulfil them, Onjthis 
night, of all nights in the year, I should like to feel^ and to 
know, that you acknowledge me as your true comrade and 
faithful friend!” 

At this, file whole of the company gave vent to an out- 
burst of cheering. 

“Do you doubt our love, * that you ask of it? — or our 
gratitude that you seek to have it expressed?” said Thord, 
leaning forward to clasp his hand; — “Surely you know you 
have gjven new life and impetus to our work ! — and that 
you have gained fresh triumph for our Cause!” 

Leroy smiled, — but though returning his grasp cordially,* 
he said nothing to him in person by way of reply, evidently 
preferring rather to address the whole community than one, 
even though that one was bis acknowledged Chief. 

“ I thank you all ! ” he said in jesponse to tfie acclama- 
tions around him. “ I thank you for so heartily acknowledg- 
ing me as your fellow-workfer ! I thank you for giving me your 
confidence afid employing my services ! To-night — the most 
* important night of my destiny — Fate has determined that I 
$hall perform , the gre^ltest task of all you baye ever allotted 
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lo mo ' and that with swiftness and sureness in the business 
1 siiali 1.111 the King! Jic is my marked victim! I am his 
choM n assassin ! ” PIcre interrupting himself with a bright 
smiNs he said: Will .someone restrain^ my two* friend|?, 
Max ’oaub and Axel Regor from springing out of fheir 
seals? They are both extremely envious of the lask which 
has been Allotted to me! — both are disappointed that it 
did not fall tft then? to perform* — but I am not in the 
humour for arguing so nice a point of honour mth them 
just now!” • 

TT laugli went round the company, and the two delinquents 
thus called to order, and who had really been seeking in 
quite a wild and aimless way, to scramble out of their seats 
and make for the platform, resflmed their places with heads 
bcT'it low, lest thosei around ttiem ^hoifld see the deadly pallor 
of their countenances. Leroy resumed. 

“ Lrejoice, friends and comrades, that I have been elected 
to the high task of removing from the Throne one who has 
long been unworthy of it! — one who has wasted his op- 
portunities both in youth and middle age, — and who, by his 
own fault in a great measure, has lost much of the love 
and confidence of his people! I am glad and proud 
lo be the one chosen to put -an end to the career of a 
monarch ^vhose vices and follies — which might have suited 
a gambler and profligate — -Ve entirely unbecoming to the 
Sovereign Ruler of a great Realm ! I shall have no j'ear in 
carrying out my appointed duty to the letter ! I here declare 
my acceptance of whatever punishment may be vfeited on 
one wlio removes from life a King who brings kingliness into 
contempt 1 And, — as our Chief, Sergius Thord, suggested to- 
night,— I shall be swift and sure fn the business I — there shall 
be no delay ! ” ^ • 

Here, as be spoke he drew a pistol from, his pocket Anff' 
tinned the muzzle towards himself, — at which unexpfeted 
action there was a hasty movement of surprise^ ^errouand 
contusion among the company. 

Cc-ntlcmcn all 1 friends 1 Brothers l^as you have 'oeen^ — 
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and are to me, — by the binding of our compact in the name 
of Lotys ! It is the determination of destiny, — ^as it is your 
desire, — that I should kill the King ! You have resolved upon 
it. You are sure that his death will benefit the country. You 
hav^decided not to take into consideration any of his possible 
good qualities, or to pity any of the probable sorrows and 
difficulties besetting him in the uneasy position be is com- 
pelled to occupy. You are quite certain amqng yourselves, 
that somehow, or other his removal will bring about that ideal 
•condition of society which many philosophers haveb written of, 
and which many reformers have d&ired, but which ha^iill 
now, proved itself incapable of being realised. The King's 
death, you think, will better all existing conditions, and you 
wish me to fulfil not only the call of destiny, but your own 
desire.* Be it so ! I amp ready to obey ! I will kill the King 
at once !-^here and now ! 1* am the King 



CHAPTER XXIX 

\ • 

the (!0MRAUE of his foes 


T his T^old declaration, boldly spoken, had the startling 
eficct of a sudden and sharp flash of lightning in dense 
darkness. Amazement and utter stunefaction held every man 
for the moment paralysed. Had a^ volcano suddenly opened 
beneath their feet and belched forth its floods of fire aijfi lava, 
it could not have rendered them cnore helplessly stricken and 


speechless. • 

“la?«^the King!’^ # 

The words appeared to blaze on the air before them, — like 
the handwriting on the wall at Belshazzar’s feast. The King ! 
He,-— their friend, their advocate, he — Pasquin I^iroy, — the 
most obedient, the most dying and energetic of all the 
workers in their Cause — he — even he — was the King ! Was 
it, — could it be possible 1 I'heir eyes — all riveted in fearful 
fascination upon him as he stood before them wholly at their 
mercy, but cool, dauntless, and smilingly ready tb die, — had 
the wild uncomprehending stare of delirium ; — the silence in 
the room was intense, breathless and terrible. Suddenly, like, 
a lion roused, Sergius Thord, with a half-sarage movemSent, 
sprang forward and seized him roughly by the arm. 

“You, — you are the King?” he said; “You/ — Pasquin 
Leroy?*' an^ struggling for breatR, his words almost choked 
him. '"You I Enemy in#the guise of friend f You have 

fooled us ! You have deceived us— you *•! ” 

Take care, Sergms!'* said the*monarch smiling, as he 
gently disengaged himself from the fierce hand tltat*clutdhcd 
him; “This pistol is loaded,— not to shoot you \iinth l—hut 
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myself ! — at your command ! . It would be unfortunate if it 
went off and killed the wrong man by accident ! ” 

His indomitable courage was irresistible; and Thord, re- 
laxing his grasp, fell back in something like awe. And then 
the sptell of horror and amazement that had struck the rest of , 
the assemblage dumb, broke all at once into a sort of wild- 
beast clamour. Every man ‘rushed’ for the platform — and 
Max Graub and Axel Regpr, taking jwift and conscious 
possession of tjieir true personalities as Professor von Glauben 
aiid Sir Roger de Launay, fought silently and deteri^inedly to 
keep back the crowding hands that thfcatened instant violencj^ 
to the person of their Royal master. 

A complete hubbub and confusion reigned; — cries of 
“ Traitor ! ” and “ Spy ! ” •werg burled from one voice to 
another f but before a single member of the Committee could 
reach the ^ot where stood fhe undaunted ^Sovereign whom . 
they had* so lately idolised as their friend and helper, and 
whom they were now ready to tear to pieces, Lotys flung ifer- 
self in front of him, while at the same moment she snatched 
the pistol he held from his hand, and fired it harmlessly into 
the air. The loud report — the flash of fire, — startled all the 
men, who gaped •upon her, thunderstruck. 

“ Through me ! ” she cried, her blue eyes flashing glorious 
menace; “Through me your shots! Through me your 
daggers 1 On me your destroying Jiands 1 Through fuy body 
alone shall you reach this King! Stand back all of you! 
What wbuld you do ? King or commoner, he is your comrade 
and assoqjate! Sovereign or servant, he is the bravest man, 
among you 1 Tbuch him who dare 1 Remember your Vow ’ 
of Fealty ! ” 

Transfigured into an almost sublime beauty by the fervour • 
of her emotioi^ she looked the supreme incarnation of inspired , 
womanhood, and the infuriated mef! fell back, dismayed and 
completely overwfielmed bjf thg strong conviction of her words, "J' 
and the amazing situation in which they found themselves. r 
• It was ftuSl — ^he, the King, — whom they had accepted and v 
known Pasquin Leroy, — was verily their own comrade I 



“TEMPORAL POWER” 


474 


# 


He had proved himself a thousand times their friend and' 
had sworn to 'defend him at the cost of their 
own lives, if need b«,--to shelter and protect him in all 
circumstances, and to accept all the consequences ^gf whatever 
danger he might run in the performances of his du^y.• His 
duty now, — according to the fatal drawing of lo:s, — was 
tliat he should kill the King ; and he had declared himself 
ready to fulfil the t^sk by killing himself! But— as he was 
their comrade— tln^y were bound in honour to guard his life I 
7’hese (^cwildcring and maddening thoughts coursed like firt; 
through the brain of Sergius Thord,— the while his eyes, grown 
^d(-nly dark and bloodshot, rested wonderingly on the tall 
i’;)right figure of the monarch, standing quietly face to face 
with the blood-thirsty RevoluJ^onary Committee, entirely un- 
moved by their fierce and lowering Ityiks, and on LotyS, white, 
beautiful and breathless, kneelin^at his feet ! A crushing sense 
of impotence and failure rushed over his soul like a sttJrm wave, 
— his bi^^in grew ♦hick witlfthe hurrying confusion ; and a great 
cry, like that of a w^ounded animal, broke from his lips, 

“My God 1 My God ! All my lifers work lost in a single 
moment ! ^ 

The King heard. Gentl)t and with careful courtesy, rais- 
ing I.otys bom the position in which she had thrown herself 
to guard him from attack for the second time, he pressed her 
hands leftderly in his own. ^ 

“ Trust me !” he whispered ; “Have no fear! Not a man 
among them will touch me now ! ” * 

^ With a slight gesture he signed her back to tlie^chair she 
had previously occupied. She sank into if, trembling from 
head to foot, but her eyes feverishly brilliant and watchful, 
were widely open and alert, readj^ to note the least movement 
or look thgt indicated further danger. Then the King 
addressed himself to Thoi^. 

Sergius, I am entirely in yojiir Jiands I 1 wait your word 
of command! Yen arc armed, — all my companions here are 
-ume also I Put l.otys has deprived me of theWly w’eapon 
possessed, though there are plenty more in the rpojn to 



THE COMRADE OF HIS FOES 475 

i 

be had on loan. What say you? Shall I kill the King? Or 
will you?” 

Thord was silent. A strong shuddbr shook his frame. 
The King laid a firm hand on his shoulder. 

“ Friend ! ” he saifl in a low voice; “Believe me, I am 
your friend more than ever 1 — you never had, and never will 
have a truer one than T 1 All your life’s work lost,fbu say? 
Nay, not so ! It is gained ! You conquered the people before 
I knew you, —• and now you have conquered the People’s 
King!” 

Slowly Thord raised his great, Bark, passionate eyesw» 
clouded. black with thoughts which could find no adequate 
expression. The look in them went straight to the monarch’s 
heart. Baffled ambition,— thei hunger of greatness, — the " 

* desire to*do something that should raise his soul above such 
common ruck of human emmets as make of the earth the 
merest ant-hill whereon to eat and breed and die ; — all this 
pent-up emotion swam luminously in the fierce bright ort)s, 
which like mirrors, reflected the picture of the troubled mind 
within. The suppressed power of the man, who, apart from 
his confused notions of ‘liberty, equality, and fraternity’ ' 
could resort to* the sternest %nd most self-endangering 
measures for destroying what he considered the abuses of the 
law, had moved the King, while disguised as Pasquin Leroy, 
to the profoHndest admiration fof his bold character; — but 
perhapsjie was never more moved than at this supreme moment, 
when, hopelessly entangled in a net of most unexpected 
weaving, "the redoubtable Socialist had to confess himselL 
vanquished by the simple friendship and service of the very 
monarchy he sought to destroy. 

“ Sergius,” said the King again, — “ Trust me ! Trust me as -a 
your Sovereign, with the same trust that you gave ta me as your ; 
comrade, Pasqui^i ! For I am still your comrade, remember! 
Nothing can undo the oath that binds me to you and to the . 
People ! I Jiave not become one of you to betray you ; but , 
to serve you ! Our present position is certainly a strange one ! 3 
—for by the tenets yju hold, we should be sworn opponents^' 
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instead of, as we are, sworn friends ! Political agitators would 
have set us one against the other for their own selfish ends ; 
as matters stand, we jfte united in the People’s Cause ; and I 
may perhaps do you more good living than dead 1 , 'Give me a 
chance to serve you even better than I* have don.i as yet ! 
Still,— if ^ou judge my death would be an advahtage to the 
country, %you have but to say the word ! I have sworn,— and 'y 
1 am ready t(^ carry tout the full^accomplishmcnt of ray vow ! 

Do you understand ? You are, by the rules of this Committee 
my Chiefi " there are no kings here ; and I am good soldirf 
enough to obey ord(Ms It is for you to speak ! — straightly, 
plainly, and at once,— to the (>ommittee, — and to me ! ” 

“ Btlore Cod, you are brave ! ” fhuttered Thord, gazing at 
him in n'lurtant admiration. brave, that it is almost . 

irnpossihie to believe that vou can be a King ' ” * 

He smiled. 

“Speak! Speak, iny friend T' he urged; “Our comrades 
are^watcfliing our conference like famished tigers 1 Give them 
food ! ” 

'rims adjured, Thord advanced, and confronted the mur- 
muring, gesticulating ciowd of men, some ofVhom were 
wrathfiilly expostulating with Johan Zegota, because he declined 
to unlock :he door of the room and let them out, till he had 
received bis Chiefs commands to do so. Others were grouped 
round Paul Zouche, who had sat apparently stricken immovable 
in his chair ever since the King had declared his ijlentity; 
and others showed themselves somewhat inciineito ‘hustle* 
iSir Roger de Launay and Professor von Glauben, wh^D guarded 
the approach to the platform like sentinels,— though they were 
discreet enough to show no weapons of defence. 

“ Comrades ! ” # ^ 

The rich? deep voice of their leader thrilled through the * 
room, and brought them ^1 to silence and atipntion. 

Comrades ! said 1 hord slowly, — his accents vibrating 
wub the deepest ermtion. “I desire and command yqji all 
tf' be satisfied that no wrong has been done to you 1 I ask * 
you all to unders tod, fully and surdy, that no wrong i$ 
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intended to you ! The man whom we have loved, — the man 
who has served us faithfully as Pasquin Leroy, — is still the 
same man, though the King ! Rank cg.nnot alter his proved 
friendship and service, — nor kingship break his bond ! He is 
oneof us,— signed ^nd sealed in the. blood of Lotys; — and 
as one of u§ he must, and will remain ! Have I spoken 
truly ? ” he added, turning to the King, ‘‘ or is there more that 
I should say ? ” ' * 

Before any reply could te given a* hubbifb of voices 
(jied : — 

“ Explain 1 Confess ! Bind him t(j his oath ! ” * 

Whereat the King, stepping forward a pace or two, confronfeST 
his wouid-be doubters an^ detractors with a dauntless com- 
posure. , 

“Explain? Confess? Friencis, I will do both! but for 
binding me to my oath, there is no need, — for it is too 
strong a qpmpact of faith and friendship ever to be broken 1 

* Would you have me remind of your Vow of Ferity 

pronounced so solemnly this evening? Did you not swear 
that ‘Whosoever among us this night shall draw the Red 
Cross Signal^which destines him to take from life a life proved 
unworthy, stiall i)e to us a saergd person, and an object of . 
defence and continued protection ' ? As Pasquin Leroy, this 
vow applied to m?, — as King,* I ask no better or stronger 
pledge of loyalty ! ” • 

All eyes ^ere fixed upon him ^ he spoke. For some 
moment there was a dead silence. 

This silence was presently broken by a murmur of con- 
flicting wonder, impatience and uncertainty, — deepening as 
it ran, — and then, — as the full situation became more and 
more apparent, coupled with the smiling and heroic calm of 
the monarch who had thus ^aced himself voluntarily in the v 
hands of his ^orn enemies, all their struggling passions were 
suddenly merged* in one great w^ave of natural and human . 
admiration for a brave mai? anTi a burst of impetuous cheering 
g broke impulsively from every lip. Once started, the infection 
caught on like a fever, — and again and yet again the excited 
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Revolutionists cheered * for the King ! ’ — till they * made the 
room echo ! 

The tumult was ^extraordinary. Lotys sat silent, with, 
c:1a.s[)ed hands, her eyes dilated with feverish watchfulness and 
excitement, — the tempest of emotion in her own poor tytured 
soul, being of such a character as no words, no tears, no 
exclamations could possibly relieve. The memory of her 
interviev^ with the King in his own Palace flashed across her 
like a scene Fimned in fire. She^ had no power to think — she 
was simply stunned and overwhelmed, — and Tiela only one 
idea in her mind, and t^at was to save him at ail costs, ev^i 
iU the sacrifice of her own life. Thord, carried away from his 
very self by tJie force of such a ‘ J^.evolution ^ as he had never 
planned or anticijialed, stood more in the attitude of one who 
was trying to think, rath'^T than of one wlio was thinking. 

i'or the King cried Johan Zegota, suddenly giving vent 
to the fet‘rmgs he had long kept in check, ^-feelings .which had 
m^de hjm a greater admirer of the so-called ‘Pasquin Leroy* 
llwn of fhord himsolf;— “For our sworn comrade, ’the 

Ik. ttMf ! ^ 


A^ain the cluors broke out, to be redoubled in intensitj 

when Louis Valdor addgd bis voice tp Ae rest and 
exclairneu : * 

“tor the first real King I Jiave ever known ! ” 

Theivthe excitement rose to its zenith, -^nd amidst the 
erapest of applause, the King himself stood qtiiet, watching 
he turbulence with the thoughtful ey-s of a student who s^kf 

• £ rtl his *anTgS 

hush saenqe,-and'so,intWs 

ush remained for an instant, leaning slightly against thf 

an unearf-ffiv in its centre flinging 

look in his eves __ 3 lips,-«-tte dreamful, 

» res mg, as it seemed against a prepared 
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funeral-bifer, with the watch4ights burning for burial, — and the 
face of Lotys, pale as a marble ‘ini^sk, yet wearing an expression 
of mingled triumph and agony, shining near him like a star 
amid the gloom, while the tall form of Sergius Thord in the 
background loomed Urge, — a shadow of impending evil. 

After a pause, he spoke. 

“ Comrades ! I thank you for the expressed renewal of your 
trust in me. In my heart and soul, as a man, I am dne of you 
and with you-, — even though*fate has mafle me king ! You 
demand an explanation — a confession. You shall have both ! 
When I enrolled myself as a member pf your Committee, I did 
so in all honesty and honour, — wishing to discover the obJEbf 
of your. Cause, and prepared to aid it if I found it worthy. 
When I sealed my compact with you in the blood of Lotys, 
the An^el of our Covenant,’ —here the cheering again broke 
out, — and Lot^fe, turning* aside, endeavourtKl to restrain the 
tears that threatened to fall ; — then, as silence was restored, he 
resumed ; — “ When as I say, I did* this, — you will remember 
that on being asked of my origin and country, I answered that 
I was a slave. I spoke truly ! There is no greater slave in all 
the length and breadth of the world than a king ! Bound by 
the chains of convention and (justom, he is coerced more 
violently than any prisoner, — his lightest word is misunderstood 
— his smallest action is misconstrued, — his very looks are made 
the subject of comment — and whether he walks or {jltands, — 
sits to give wearisome audience, br lies down to forget his 
sorrows, in sleep, he should assuredly be an object of the 
deepest pit)%and consideration, instead of being as he often is, 
a target fbr the ^rrows of slander, — a pivot round which to* 
move the wheel of social evil and misrule! The name of 
Freedom sounds sweet in your ears, my friends ! — ^how sweet it 
is — how dear it is, we all know ! You are ready to fight for it ^ 
— to die for it ! Then remember, qjl of you, tlial it is a glory ' 
utterly unknown to a king ! Were he to take sword in hand 
and do battle for it unto thft d^th, he could never obtain it 
^he Dwight ^wgi it for his country, but never for himself! 
Nothing so glorious as Liberty I — you cry ! True ! — ^^but kings ; 
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arc prisoners from the moment they ascend thrones! And 
you never set them free, saye in the way you suggested this 
evening;” and he sipjled, “which way is still open to you— 
and — to me 1 But while you take time to consider whether I 
shall or shall not fulfil the duty which the drawing of ]|>{;s on 
this Day of Fate has assigned to me, — whether^you, on your 
parts, will or will not maintain the Vow of Fealty which we all 
have swSrn together, — I will freely declare to you the motives 
which led m(f to depart from the conventional rulfe and formality 
of a merely ‘ Royal ’ existence, and to become ^s a Man amo^ 
men, — for once at least Jn the history of modern sovereigns 
^ "He paused, — every eye was fixed upon him ; and the still- 
ness was so intense that the lightesl^breath might be beard. 

“ I came to the Throne three years ago,” he resumed, “ and 
I accepted its responsibilittes with reluctance, ^s Heir- 
Apparent, you all know, or think you know^ my career; for 
some of you have very freel}’ expressed your convictions con- 
cerning it ! It was discrqditable, — according to the opinions 
formed and expressed by this Committee. No doubt it was 1 
Let any man among you occupy my place ; — and be surrounded 
by the same temptations, — and then comport hinjself wisely — 
if he can ! Such an one wo^ld need to be either god or hero ; 
and I profess to be neither. But I do not wish to palliate or 
deny the errors of the past. The present is my concern, — the 
present.time, and the present People. Great changes are 
fermenting in the w’^orld ; ind of these changes? especially of 
those directly affecting our own country, T becameb actively 
conscious, shortly after I ascended the Throne.® I heard of 
* disaffections, — disloyalties; I gathered that* the Ministry were 
suspected of personal self-aggrandisement. I learned that a 
disastrous policy was on foot respecting National Education — 
in which j)riestcraft would beP given every advantage, and 
Jesuitry obtain undue influence over the roindk of the rising 
generation. I heard, — I studied, — and finding that I could 
get no true answer on any poin^ at*issue from any one of my 
supposed ‘ reliable ’ ministers, I resolved to discorfeii things for^ 
myself. I found out that the disaffected portion of the metro- 
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polls was chiefly under the influence of Sergius Thord — and 
accordingly I placed myself in his way, and became enrolled 
among you as ‘ Pasquin Leroy * ; his sworn associate. I am his 
sworn- associate still ! I am proud that he should call me 
friend' — and even aS* we have worked already for the People, 
so we will wcTrk still — together ! ” 

No restraint could have availed to check the wild plaudits 
that broke out afresh at these words. Still thoughtfully and 
with grave kindness contemplating all the eager and excited 
f#ces upturned to him, the King went on. • 

“You know nearly all the rest, its Pasquin Leroy, I di^/. • 
covered^ all the shameful speculations with the public money, 
carried on by Carl PerouAe, — and found that so far, at any- 
rate, your accusations agairtst him were founded in fact. At 
the first^threatening suspicion of possible condemnation the 
Marquis de-Lutera resigned, — thus evidencing his guilty par- 
ticipation^n the intended plunder. A false statement printed 
by .David Jost, stating that I, — the King, — had revoked my 
decision concerning the refusal of land to the Jesuits, caused 
me to announce the truth of my own action myself, in the 
rival newspaper. Of my excommunication from the Church 
it is unnecessary to spealc ; a m^n is not injured in God^s 
sight by that merely earthly ban. Among other things ” — and , 
he smiled, — I found myself curiously possessed of a taste for 
literature ! — dpd proved, that whereas sonie few monarc&s of my 
acquaintance cannot be quite sure of their spelling, I could, at 
a pinch, majte myself fairly well understood by the general „ 
public, asii skilled writer of polemics against myself! — as well* . 
as against the Secretary of State. This, so far as I personally ’ 
am concerned, has been the humorous side of my little drama J 
of disguise 1 — for sometimes J[ have had serious thoughts of 
appearing as rival to our friend, Paul Zouche, in the lists 
of literary Fame 1 ” * ' ■ 

A murmur of wondering®laughter ran round the room, — and 
all heads \j#re turned to one corner, as the King, with the ; 
•kindfy smile still lighting up his eyes and lips, called ; 

“ Zouche, are you there ? Do you hear me ? ” 
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Zou(‘he did hear. He had b.een sitting in a state of semi- 
stupor all the evening, — his Chaotic mind utterly confused and 
bewildered by the events which had taken place ; — but now, 
on being called, his usual audacious and irrepressible spirit 
came to his aid, and he answered: • ^ 

“ 0 King, 1 hear ! 0 King, your Majesty would rr ake the 
deaf to hi'ar, and the dumb to speak ! And if there is anything 
to be done iff me f^r abominaty;ig you, 0 King, who had the 
impuden<'e to offer me a hundred gold piecej a year for my 
poems, I,/) King, will submit to the utmost terrors of the law 
burst of laughter ^ong and loud, relieved the pent-up 
feelings of the company. The King laughed as heartily as the 
n st, and over the brooding features f)f Thord himself came the 
sliadow of a smile. ^ • 

‘MVe will settle our accounts together later on, i^iouche!” . 
said the monarci? gaily ; “ Meailwhiie, I beg you continue 
your harmless al)omination of me at your leisure ! ” • 
i ?\noU»or laugh went rouftd, and then the King resuming his 
spe(.*ch continued : 


“I have i)layed two jjarts at once, — Revolutionist and 
King ! But both parts are after all but two sidee of the same 
nature. When I first came tiraong you, I bade you all.look at 
mo well,- I asked you to ncte the resemblance 1 bore to the 
ruling Sovereign. I called niy.self ‘ the living copy of the man 
I most Oespise.’ That wa^ quite true ! For there is no one 
I despise more uttedy than myself, -when I ‘think what 1 
migh^t have done with my million opportunities, stnd how 
• much time I have wasted ! You all scrutinised me closely ; - 
Md I did not flinch ! You all accepted ‘my seivice,— and 
I liave served you well ! I have noted every one of your 
de-sires. W here po.ssible, I have sought to fulfil them. Every 

sifted to the bottom, tod proved up to tlie hilt My 
publicly-proclaimed decision tg nominate tarl Pdrousse as 
1 Jemier was merely thruwn out as a lest to try the temper and 

B.l .h™ u, ,e„,_cart „™r b. 
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nominated to anything but disgrace ! All his schemes are in 
my hand, — I hold complete documentary proofs of his dis- 
honesty and guilt ; and the very day i^hich you have chosen 
as th^Lt on which to appeal to the King against the choice of 
him Prime Minister, will see him denounced by myself in 
person to the Government.” 

A storm of applause greeted this welcome anno*tncement. 
For a moment all the men w(int mad with^exciteijjent, shouting, 
stamping and singing, — while again and yet again the cry : ‘For 
tjie King ! * echoed round and round in tempestuous cheering. 

Sergius Thord gazed blankly at tRe scene with a strai^o* 
sense of being the dreaming witness of some marvellous drama 
enacted* altogether away from the earth. He could not yet 
bring himself to realise that by.such a simple method as the 
independent working of #000 individual intelligence, all his 
own followers had been swepf round to loyalty and love for a 
monarch,* whom previously, though without knowing him, they 
had hated — and sworn to destroy 1 * Yet, in very truth, all the 
hatreds and envys, — all the slanders and cruelties of the 
members of the human race towards each other, spring from 
ignorance; and when disaffected persons hate a king, they , 
do so -mostly t^cause they do hot know him, and because 
they can form no true opinion of his qualities or the various 
difficulties of his position. If the Anarchist, bent on the 
destruction of some person in authority, only had the culture 
and knowledge to recognise how much that person already 
suffers, by being in all probability forced to fulfil duties for , 
which he h^s no heart or mind, he would stay his murderous • 
hand, and pity rather than condemn. For the removal of one 
ruler only means the installation of another, — and the wild and 
often gifted souls of reformers, stumbling through darkness 
after some gre^t Ideal which resolves itself into a shadow and 
delusion the nearer one approaches \o it, need to be tenderly 
dealt with from the standpoyit qf plainest simplicity and truth,— ' 
so that they may feel the sympathetic touch of human love and 
•care bmanatiRg from those very quarters which they seek to, , 
assail. This had beei^ the self-imposed missioa of the King 
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who had played the part of .‘Pasquin Leroy ’j— and thus, 
fearing nothing, doubting nothing, and relying simply on his 
own .strength, discrctioft, and determination, he had gained a 
moral victory over the passions of his secret foes such as 
ho had never himself anticipated. When silence’ was igain 
restored, he proceeded : 

" The wirious suggestions made in my .presence du.-ing the 
time I have i(cen a, member of .this Committee, will all be 
carried out. Tlie present Government will njturally oppose 
every measurr*,- but I, — backed by such supporters as I hav^ 
mm' won, will elect f new Government— a new Ministry. 
H'hen I beg.in this bloodless campaign of my own, the present 
Ministry were on the edge of war.* Determined to 'provoke 
hostilities with a peaceful Foyer, ‘they were ready even with 
amts and ammunition, manufactujed by a ‘Company,’ of 
^ which PtTOusse w*as the director'and chief shareholder ! Con- 
tracts for army supplies were being secretly tendered y and one 
was alrwidy secretly accepfed and arranged for,— in which Carl 
J crousse and the Marquis de Lutera werd to derive enormous 
interest;— the head of the concern being David Jost. This 
plan was concocted with devilish ingenuity,— for, if the war had 
a-’fiially broken out, the supplies of our armywould have been 
(if the worst possible kind, in order to give the best possible 
profit to the contractors; and Jost, with his new'spaper 
influence, would have satyfled the public mind by printing 
constant reiterations of the completeness and "excellence of 
the supplies, and the entire contentment and jubilatiBn of the 
• men ! Put I awoke to my responsibilities in time to check- 
mate this move. I forbade the provoerftion intended;— I 
stopped the war. In this matter at least— much loss of life, 
much heavy expenditure, and mgeh ill-will among other nations 
have been4iappily spared to us. For the rest, -everything you 
have been working for lhall be granted.-if "you yourselves 

ihou^nd!"l‘" '• your 

-1 J , thousands ! I want you all 

unvdeed P f representatives of the othtsrwis® 

ed People,— I will enforce all the measures which you 
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have discussed before me, showing good and adequate reason 
why they should be carried. The taxes you complain of shall 
be instantly removed ; — and for the more speedy replenishment 
of the National Exchequer, I gladly resign one half my 
revelries from all sources whatsoever- for the space of five 
years; or longer, if considered desirable. But I want your 
aid ! Will you all stand by me ? ” ^ 

A mighty shout answered Jiim. 

“To the death!” 

g He turned to Thord. ^ 

“Sergius,” he said, “my task is ifinished — my confession^ 
made 1 The next Order of this meeting must come from you ! ” 
Thord looked at him awazedly. 

“ From me ? Are you not the King ? ” 

“ Onl|^ so long as the People desire it 1 ” replied the monarch 
gently ; “^nd are you not the representative of the People?” 

Thordte chest heaved. Burning tears stood in his eyesM 
The strangeness of the situation — the deliberate coojpess And 
resolve with which this sovereign ruler of a powerful kingdom 
laid his life trustingly in his hands, were too much for his nerve. 

“ Lotys ! ”• he said huskily ; “ Lotys I ” 

She xose at once and came to*him, moving ghostlike in her 
white draperies, her eyes shining — her lips tremulous. 

“ Lotys,” he said, “ The King is in our hands ! You saved 
his life oncj — will you save it again ? ” • 

She ralsccf her bent head, and the old courageous light 
flashed^n her face, transfiguring its every feature. 

“ It is nc! for me to save ! ” she replied in clear firm tones ^ 

“ It is for you — a*id for all of us, — to defend ! ” 

A ringing cheer answered her. Sergius Thord slowly/^ 
advanced, and as he did so, the King, seeing his movement 
frankly held out his hand, t'or a moment the Sqpialist Chief ' 
hesitated — then suddenly yielding tc^his overpowering impulse, 
caught that haftd and ^raised his dark eyes full to the 
monarch’s face. 

• “You hafe conquered me!” he said, “But only by your 
qualicies as a man — not by your authority as a king 1 , You 
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hiivc won my ^honour — my jcspect— -my gratitude — my 
friendship— and willi these, sb long as you are faithful to our 
r :ause, take my allegiance ! More I cannot say— more I will 
not promise ! ” • * J 

“ I need no more ! ” responded the King cheerily, encasing 
his hand in a warm clasp. “We are friends -and fellow- 
workers, Sergius ! — we can never be -rivals 1 ” 

As he spok^ his glance fell on L-otys. She shrank from the 
swift passion of his gaze,— and her eyelids drooyed half swoon- 
ingly ovei# the bright star-windows of her own too ardent sou^ 
WVl^uptly turning h’om Soth her and Thord, the King again ^ 
addressed the company : 

“One word more, my friends ! Il?is arranged that you, with 
all your thousands of the People are*to convene together in one 
great multitude, and march to the l^alace to demand justice * 
^rom the King, 'figure is now no^need to do this, — for the King 
^^umself is one of you! — the King only lives and ragns that 
justice k all resn<?cts niayl^c done 1 1 m\\ therefore ask you 
to change your {)lan ; — and instead of marching to the Palace, 
march with me to the liouse of ( lovernment. You would have 
demanded justice from the Ring : the King himself will go 
with you to demand justice fftr the People ! ” • 

A wild shout answered him ; and he knew as he looked on 
tile faces of his hearers that he had them all in his power as 
the servants of his will. 

• • 

“And now, gentlemen,” he proceeded; “I should perhaps 
make some excuses for my tw^o friends, known to you*as Max 
#Graub and Axel Regor. I told you I would be responsible 
for their conduct, and, so far as they have been permitted to 
go, they have behaved well ! I must, however, in justice to 
them, assure you that whereas J became a member of your » 
Committeergladly, they followed my example rgluctantly, and 
only out of fidelity and oBcdience to me. They have lived- in 
the shadow of the Throne,-— an(J hjjve Icarnccl to pity, —and I 
think, to love its occupant ! Because they know, — ^as you 
b?,ve never known, — the heavy burden which a Iciitg pufs on • 
with his crown ! J hey have, however, in their way, served you 
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under my and under my orders will continue to serve 

you still. Max Graub, or, lo. give him his right name, 
Heinrich von Glauben, has a high refutation in this country 
for his learning, apart from his position as Household 
PhyScian’tb our Cpurt; — AxelRegoris my very good friend 
Sir Roger dfi Launay, who is amiable enough to support the 
monotony of his duty as one of my equerries-in-waiting. Now 
you know us as we are 1 But after all, nothing is changed, 
save our names and the titles we bear ; ^e are the same men, 
^he same friends, the same comrades ! — and so I trust we 
shall remain ! ” ^ * 

The cheering broke out again, and Sir Roger de Laufiay,^ 
who was quite as overwhelmed with astonishment at the 
courage and coolness of hij Royal master as any Revolutionist 
present joined in it with a will,* as did Von Glauben. 

“ One favour I have to ask of you,” proceeded the ICing^ 
“andit^is this; If you exempt me to-night from killing ther. 
King ; ” and he smiled, — “ you mus^ialso exempt all the members 
of the Revolutionary Committee from any similar tasTc allotted 
to them by having drawn the fatal Signal ! Our friend, Zouche, 
for instancy, has drawn the name of Carl Pdrousse. Now I 
want louche fo;" better work thap that of killing a rascal 1 ” 
Loud cheers answered him, and Zouche rising from his place 
advanced a little. 

“ Majesty ! ” he cried, “ You are right ! I hr^nd your 
Majesty's ifitended Premier ovel- to you with the greatest 
pleasure in the world ! Apart from the fact of your being the 
King, I ainT compelled to admit that you have common sense ! ” 
Laugliter and# cheers resounded through the room agairf, 
and the King quietly turning round, extinguished the red lamp 
on the table. . %he thirteenth light was quenched ; the Day of 
Fate was ended. As the dhiinous crimson flare sank out, a 
sudden silerfee prevailed, and th% King fixed ^is eyes on 
Lotys. • 

“ From you, Madame* nflist come my final exoneration 1 
If you stilb condemn me as a King, I shall be indeed un- 
fortunate ! If you still think well of me as a man^ I shall be 
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proud ! I have to thank you, not only for myi|Jife, but for 
having helped me to make ihat life valuable! As Pasquin 
Leroy, I have sought U> serve you, — as King, I seek to slerve 

you still!” j 

The silence continued. Every man present watchca the 
visible emotion which swept every vestige of colour from 
tlie face of Lotys, and made her .eyes so feverishly bright. 
Every ma*i ga/ed at her as she rose from her chair and came 
forward a lilllb to tlfe front of tfie platform. It was .with a 
strong effort that she raised her eyes to those of the King, an4 
in that one glance betvneen them, the lightning flash of a , 
Vstslless love lore the veil of secrecy from their souls. But 
slie spoke out bravely. • 

“1 thank your Majesty!” she said; “I thank you for all 
you have done for us as our con^ade and associate, — for 
all you will yet do* for us as our» comrade and assqciate still! 

V is better to be a biave man than a weak King — but it is 
bes^ to be a strong man andifi strong king both together I You 
have dispVt)ved the thoughts I had of you as King 1 You have 
ratified — ” liere she paused, while the t^olour suddenly sprang 
to her clu^oks, and her breath came pantingly aid quick, — 
“and strengthened the thouglVs I had of you ai our Pasquin !” 

1 it r eyes softened with tears, though she smiled. ' “We have 
i)elieved in you ; we believe in "you still ! All is as it was,— 
save in ihe one thing new, — that where we were banded 
together against the King, we are now united for, and with the 
King!” » 

These words were sufficient to reawaken and cbn/irm the 
flithasiasm of the Revolutionists, whose * ‘revolutionary^ 
measuies were now accepted and sworn to by the C. owned 
Head of the Realm. Thereupon, they gave lihemselves up 
to the wildest cheering. * 

“ Comrades I ” cried PauliZouche, in the midst o^ the uproar ; 

“There is one point you seem to have missed 1 The King, 

(jod bless him ! — doesn^ see it, — -^Thord, glowering like an owl 
in his ivy-bush of hair, doesn't see it I It is only l^ft<o ra« to 
i>i rccive the chief result of this evening's disclosures ! ” 
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All the men laughed. ^ 

“What is it, Zouche?” demanded" Louis Valdor. 

“ Ay ! What is it ?” echoed Zegota. • 

“Speak, Zouche!” said the King; “Whatever strange 
conclusion your poetic brain discovers, doubt not but that we 
shall accept jt, — from you ! ” 

“Accept it? I should think so!” cried Zouche; “You 
are bound to accept it* whetl^r you like jt or not ; there is no 
other way out it ! ” 

^ “Well, what js it ?” repeated Zegota impatiently Declare 
it!” • ^ ^ 

“It is this;” said Zouche, “Simply this, — that, with the 
King as our comrade •and associate, the Revolutionary 
Committee is no use 1 It k fii^^shed 1 There can be no longer 
a Revokitionary Committee ! ” 

“That i^ true!” said the* King; “It n!ay henceforth be 
known ao a new Parliament ! ” 

Cheer after cheer echoed through the crowded room, ^nd 
while the noise was at its height a knocking was heard outside 
and Sholto, the hunchback father of Pequita, demanded ad- 
mittance. Segota unlocked the door, and in a few minutes 
the situation was explained to the astonished landlord of the 
Revolutionary Committee quarters. Overwhelmed at the news, 
and full of gratitude for the kindness shown to his child, which 
he now kneiV had emanated from tj^ie King in person, he would 
have knelt to kiss the Royal hand, had not the monarch 
prevented him. 

“No, njy’good Sholto!” he said gently; “Enough of such, 
humility wearies ifte in the monotonous routine of Court life ; 
and were it not for custom and prejudice, I would suffer no 
self-respecting man to abase himself before me, simply because 
my profession is that of Kingl Tell Pequita that { would not 
look^t her, or applaud her dancinj^the other night, because 
I wished her to hate the King ^nd to love Pasquin ! — but now 
you must ask her for me, to love them both ! ” 

» Shblto boWed low, profoundly overcome. Was this the 
King against whom they had all been in league? — this simple, 
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iinaffecled man, who seemed so much at home and at one 
with them all? Amazed and bewildered, he, by general 
invitation, mixed with the rest of the men, for each of whom 
the King had a kind and appreciative word, or a fresh pledge 
of his good faith and intention towards them and the re^)rms 
they sought to effect. Von Glauben was surrounded by a 
group of Jthose among whom he had made himself popular ; 
and a hundred eager questions yfcre asked of both him and 
l)e Launay, who were ready enough to eulogise the daring 
of their IJoyal master, and the determination, with which hg 
Jiad resolved on making ills secret foes his open friends. 

“ After all," said Zegota deprecalingly, “ it was not so much 
the King whom we were against, as tfie Government.” ’ ' 

“ Ah ' You forget, no doubj,” said Von Glauben, “ that the 
King— any King— is usually a Dumrqy in the hands of«Govem- 
luent, unless, as ifl the present iftstam e, he chooses, to become 
a living I’crsonality for himself ! ” • 

“The, King h.is created *an autocracy!” said Louis Valdor; 

“and it will last for his lifetime. But after ! ” ' ’ 

.Ylter him, if his eldest son, I'riiicc Humphry, comes to 
the Throne,— the autocracy will lit' continued}.’’ said Von 
(llauben decisively ; “ For h* is a young man who is singularly 
fond of h.''ving his own way ! ’’ 


The conversation now became general; and the big, barf^, 
comraorr room assumed in a few minutes almost the aspect 
of a Royal lev&. This was curious enough,-.and furnished 
food for meditation to Professor von Glauben, who was 
.considerably excited by the dramatic denouemenl of the Day 
of Fate,— a climax for which neither he nor Sir Roger had 
been in the least prepared. He said something of h to Sir 
Roger who was watching Ixitys. 

"You l^k at the woman,” hS said; “I look at the man! 
Do you think this drama is finished ? • 

danger overV» ^ 

The hum of talk continued; and the good fedling of friend- 
ship and unity of the assetnblage was intensified with every 
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cordial handshake. When the.time came to break up, someone 
suggested that a carriage should be sent for to convey the 
King and his two companions to th& Palace. Whereat the 
monarch laughed aloud and right joyously. 

“i3y my faith!”* he exclaimed; “You, my friends, would 
actually pamper me already, by offering me a luxury which 
you yourselves do .not propose to enjoy ! Ah, njy friends, 
liere comes in the mischief qf the monarchical system ! What 
of your ‘Libeyty, Equality, and P'raternity ' ? Do I ask to 
iiave anything different from yourselves ? Can I not^walk, even 
as you do ? Have I not walked to,*and from these meetingf^ 
often? And even so, I purpose to walk now! If you are 
true Ffevolutionists — as® I am — do not reverse your own 
theories ! You com plain, -•-an^ justly, — that a king is over- 
flatterei ; do not then fritter him yourselves by insisting on 
such convenience for him as fte does not evtn demand at your 
hands ! 

“You take us too literally, Sir,”*said Louis Valdot; “EVcn 
Revolutionists owe respect to their chief ! ” 

“ Sergius Thord is your Chief, my friend ! ” replied the 
monarch ; ^ And, from a Revolutionary point of view, mine ! 
But you have never thought sending him anywhere in a 
carriage ! Ah ! — what children we are I What slaves of con- 
vention! ‘Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity' have been the 
ideals of u^es; — yet; despite thejn, we are always* ready to 
follow a Leader, — and form ourselves into one body under a 
Head.**' 

“ Pro^yded the Head has brains in it ! ” said Zouche. “ But 
otherwise ” • 

“You cut it off!” laughed the monarch — “and quite right 
too!” 

They now^ began to separate. The hunchback Sholto . 
explained that it was long after Ihidnight, and that he had 
already put out* all the Jjghjp in the basement. 

Whereupon the King, turning to Sergius Thord said : 

‘^P'aretvefl for the moment, Sergius ! Come to me at the 
Palace with the whole plan of the meeting you are now 
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organising ; I shall hold mys(}lf ready to fall in with your 
! ! Gather your thousinds, and — leave the rest to 


plans ! 


me 


Thord clasped his extended hand, — and was niQved hy a 
curious instinct to bend 'down low over it ‘after the fashion of 
a (ourtier, but restrained himself almost by forcet The men 
Ijcgan to ^nove ; one after the other bade good-night to the 
King— then to I'hord^and last to.Lotys, who, drawing on her 
cloak, prejjared to l(,avc also. , 

“I wilt see you .safely down the stairs,” .said the King^ 
^ini]ingly, to her. “It iS not the first time I have done so! 
JIow now, Zouchc?’' 

1\tii1 Zouc he hU)od before him, kis eyes full of a strange 
mingled ])athos and scorn. , • 

*‘l ha\e to thank your Majest)^” he said slowly, “for 
something I do ndi in the lciist*valuc, — Fame ! It has come 
too late 1 Had it been my ])ortion three years ago, the woman 
1 kWed would have been jit^md of me, and I should have been 
happy ! bhe is dead now— and nothing matters ! ” 

Tlie King was silent. There w’as something both solemn 
at <I pitiful about this \\reck of manhood which was still kept 
alive by the fire of genius. • 

** With one word you might have saved me — and her ! ” he 
went on. ‘MVhen )ou came to the Throne, — and all the 
wretched* versifiers in the kingdom were, j^pcribbling twaddle in 
the way of ‘Coronation odes' and medleys, I wrote ‘The 
.Song of Freedom ' for your glory ! AU the people of t'rie lat^,d 
j^now that song now !— but you might have knowr| it iZ/m I 
1^'or now it is too late ! — too late to call her back ; — too lat( to 


give me peace ! " 

He paused then— without another word— turned, and 
went out. c 

“Poor Zniiche!'’ said •the King gently j “*1 accept his 
reproach and understand it ! I^e is right ! ‘The recognition 
of his genius is or'=‘ of the thousand chances I have missed ! 
jkit, as God lives, I wnll miss no more ! " • • • 

A great quietude fell on the house as the Revolutionary 
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Committee dispersed. The last to leave were the King, his 
two friends, and Lotys. Lotys declined all escort somewhat 
imperatively, refusing to allow Sergiu» Thord to see her to 
her own home. 

must’ be alon^!” she said; “Do you not understand! 

I want to think — I want to realise our change of position. I 
cannot talk to you, Sergius, — no — not till to-morrow — you 
must let me be ! ” ' 

He drew back, chilled and hurt by he'r tone,*but forbore to 
j)ress his company on her. With another farewell to the 
King, he stood at the top of the Jong dark winding stair ^ 
watching the group descend, — first Von Glauben, next^De 
Launay, — thirdly, the Kijjg, — and lastly, Lotys. 

“ Good-night ! ” he called, as her white robes vanished in 
, the glo(jm. ^ 

“Good-night!’* she answered tremulously, as she disap- 
peared. • 

And he, returning to the empty room, stared vacantly* at 
the table draped with black, and the funeral urn set upon it, 
— stared at the empty chairs and bare walls, and listened as 
it \yere, to Ijie midnight silence, — realising that he as Chief of 
the . Revolutionary Committee, was no longer a chief but a 
servs^nt! — and that the power he sought — that power which 
he had endeavoured to attain In order that he might make of 
Lotys, Vs he had said, ‘a queen among women 1 ’ was only to 
be won%hrcfugh, — tne King ! Tfie King knew all his secret 
plans afid his aims, — he held the clue to the whole network 
of his ]&v&lutionary organisation, — and the only chance he 
now halt of ever* arriving at the highest goal of his ambition 
was King’s hands! Thus was he, — Socialist and 

Revemtionist, — made subject to the Throne ; the very rules 
he h^ drawn up for himsfif and his Committed making it , 
imposBble that he could be otherwiie than loyal, to a monarch 
who at the &me time his comrade ! 

Mpnwhile, in the thict darkness of the hall below, while 
• Voif Glawbtfn and De Launay were groping their way to the 
aoQft which was cautiously held open by Sholto, Lotys, moying 
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with hesitating steps down the stairs, felt rather than saw a 
head turned back upon her,-<“a flash of eyes in the darkness, 
and heard her name bieathcd softly ; 

‘a.otys!” 

She grew dizzy and . uncertain of her . footing } she ^eould 
not answer. Suddenly a strong arm caught her, — she was 
drawn into a close, fierce, jealous clasp warm lips caressed 
her liair, *her brow, her eyes ; and a voice whispered in her 
car : • • 

**You love me, Lotys! You love me! rfush! — do not, 

deny it — you cannot deny it ! you know it, as I know it ! — 

yt.iiT have told me you love me! You love me, my Love! 
You love me ! ” 0 

Another moment — and the King passed quietly out of the 
door with a bland * Good-nigfit ’ to Sholto, and joining his 
two companions, •raised his hal to Lotys with a ^courteous 
salutation. e 

P Good-night, Madame !•' 

Slie stood in *hv doorway, shuddering violently from head 
to foot,-- watching his tali figure disappear in the shadows of 
the street. Then stretching out her hands blincily, she g^ve 
a faint cry, and miirmuiing something inarticulate .to^fthe 
alarmed Sholto, fell senseless at his feet. ^ 



CHAPTER XXX 


KIN(i ANT) SOr.IALl^T 

T O many persons of the servile flunkey habit, the idca^ 
that a king should ever comport himself as iin ordinary, 
— or extraordinary, — ma]j, seems more or less preposterous 3 
while to conceive him as t^dowcd with dash, spirit, and a love 
of adventure is judged almost as absurd and impossible. The 
only potentate that ever appears, in legcr^dary lore, to have 
indulgecj fiimself to his heart's content in the sport of adopting 
a disguise and going about unrecagnised among hij^ subjects, 
is ’the witty and delightful hero of the ‘Arabian Nights' En- 
tertainment,* Caliph Haroun Alraschid, who, as Tennyson 
describes him, had 

“ Deep eyes, laughter-stirred 
With merriment of kingly pride ; 

Sole star of all that place and time, 

I saw him in his golden piime, 

The good Haroun Alraschid ! ” 

• 

We accept Haroun; and acknowledge him to have been 
j/ wise in tRe purport of his wanderings through the streets of the 
city, — gaining new experience with every hour, and studying 
the needs and complaints of his people for himself; — but if 
we are told of a modern mftnarch doing likewise in our own 
day, we moiJht on the stiff hobby-horse of our ridiculous 
conventionality, <ind accuse him of having brought the dignity 
of the Throne irfto contRm^. Yet nothing i^erhaps can be 
^ mor^ contemptible than a King who is too surrounded by 
flunk eyism to be a Man, — and, on the other hand, nothing 
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could be more beneficial than the feeling that perhaps a 
monarch may be so much of a man after all that no one can 
be quite certain as to#his whereabouts. It would be well if 
some rowdy ‘clubs' could be restrained by the idea that the 
Sovereign of the Realm might step in une^tpectedlyi— or if the 
‘slums' could scarcely be able to tell when he ir..ight not be 
among their inmates, disguised as one of ^them, studying and 
knovfing more in a day than his ministers would tell him in 
several years. ’It is generally admitted that no man is fit for a 
profession till he has thoroughly mastered its, possibilities,—^ 
it is mi too much to declare that in the profession of Sove- 
reignly the few who practise it, have mastered it to so little 
[lurposc, that they are almost entirtfy blind to the Angular 
ad vantages ‘which thijy might obtai©, not only for themselves, 
hut for the entire w'orld, if tTiey cjiosc to put forih their 
own individuality, •and, instead f)f wasting their time on the 
scheming and self-seeking sections of Society, elected to try 
ihL4r pow('rs on the worl.ing and trade communities of the 
nation, Jlul tliroiighout all history, tlu' various careers of 
kings and emperors contain instructive lessons of Lost 
Opportunity. Allowing for the differences of glimate and 
tcm])eramcnt, it may be takei? for granted that no people of 
any country are constitutionally able to rise above a certain 
height enthusiasm; and that' when tht' high-w'ater mark is 
reached, Iheir enthusiasm cools, and reaction invariably sets 
in. For this cause a nionarc^i should never rely Poo much on 
the plaudits of the mob in a time of conquest, or public^estival 
of jubilation. He should look upon such acclamation as the 
mere rising of a wMve, which must in due time sink again, — 
and if he w^ould know his people thoroughly, he should study 
that same shouting mob, not >vhen it is affected by hysteria, 
but during i^s everyday level conefftion of stubbo’-n and patient 
toil. So wdll he perhaps lie able to lay his finger on the sore 
places of life, and to find out where the sec?!! of mischief is 
planted, before it begins' to grow* But he must give an 
individual interest to such work; no information* mus^ be 
obtained or given through this person or that person, — ^for the 



• . KING AND SOCIALIST 497 

old maxim that ‘if you want anything done, do it yourself* 
applies to kings as well as to all other classes of men. 

That the old adage had been ampl}% practised by one king 
at least, was soon known throughout the capital of the 
courilry over which the monarch here written of held dominion. 
Somehow, apd by some means or other, the story oozed out 
bit by bit and in guarded whispers, that the King had 
‘trapped’ Carl Perolusse, as well as several other defaulting 
ministers, — and that, strange and incredible as ft appeared, he 
himself was the very ‘ Pasquin Leroy ’ whose political polemics 
fiad created such a stir. Once started, the rumour flew ; — ^ 
some disbelieved it ; — others listened, with ears stretched wTde, 
greedy for more detail,— -l^ut presently the scattered threads of 
gossip became woven into^a consecutive web of certainty so 
far as ope point, at least, was concerned, — and this was, that 
the King would personally address his Parliament during the 
ensuing yeek on matters of national safety and importance. 
Such an announcement was altogether unprecedeqjed, a*hd 
excited the whole country’s attention. Plenty of discussion 
there was, as to whether the King had any right to so address 
the member^ of the Government, — and some oracular journals 
were of the opinion that he was geting in an ‘ unconstitutional 
manner.’ On the other hand, it was discovered and proved 
that there was no actual law forbi^lding the Sovereign to speak 
when any question of urgency appeared to call for his expressed 
opinion. • 

Whik this affair was being contested and argued, a consider- 
able sensation was created by the news that the Marquis de 
Lutera hacl suddenly left the country, — ostensibly for his health, 
which, everyone was assured, had completely broken down. 
People shook their heads ominously, and wondered when the 
King would give M. PerouSse the task of forrjjing a new 
Ministry, — wfdle they watched witji deepening interest the 
progress of the •various Government debates, which were 
carried on in the (isual wiy, fSllowing the lines laid down by 
. the absent Premier, Marquis de Lutera. Carl Pdrousse, con- 
fronted by a thousand difficulties, maintained his usual equable 
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and audacious attitude, scouting with scorn the rumour that 
the Socialist writer, ‘Pasquin teroy’ was merely a disguise 
adopted by the King* himself,— and he was as cool and 
imperturbable as ever when one morning David Jost succeeded 
in finding him at home, .and obtaining an audience.' ‘ • 

“It was the King!” burst out Jost, as soon ^s he found 
himself alone with his ally ; “ It was the King himself who 
wor(f Lutera’s signet, and came to me disguised so well that 
his own fathd: wouiU not have known him ! The King 
himself, I say ! And I told him everything I ” * 

“MoreVooI you!” returned Pdrousse quietly; ‘‘However^ 
*foofe generally have to pay the price of their folly ! ” 

“And knaves I” said Jost furiously; “But there is a power 
which cannot be controlled, even by kings or statesmen — and 
that is — the pen ! ” * 

“ And do you tkink you can uce the pen ? ” queried P^rousse 
indolently; “Excellent Shylock, you know you ^cannot! 
YdU can^pay others to use it for you ! That is all ! ” 

“ I can make short work of you at any rate ! ” said Jost, his 
little eyes sparkling with rage ; “For I see plainly enough now 
that even if our plans had succeeded, you would ^have left me 
in the lurch I ” * , 

“Of course!” smiled P^rousse; “Are you so simple in 
the world^s ways as not to be- able to realise that such Jew 
pressmen as you are only made for the use of politicians ? We 
drop you, when we have doi!e with you ! Go to ISondon, Jost 1 
Start a paper there ! It is the very place for you !« Get a 
Cardinal to back you up, with funds to be used for the 
conversion ’ of England 1 Or give a hundred thousand pounds 
to a hospital ! You can become naturalised as an Englishman 
if you like ; any country does for a Jew ! And you will be a 
power of the realm in no time* They manage that sort of 
thing capitally there ! ” ® • 

“ By God 1 ” said Jost ; “ I could kill you 1 V 
“What for?** demanded P^ftusfe; “Because you think I 
am going to be proved a political fraud ? WaiUaii^ seej If ^ 
the King denounces me, I am prepared to denounce the King I ** * 
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Jost stared, then laughed aloud. 

“ Denounce the King ! You ‘are bold ! But you make up 
your sum with the wrong numerals this time! The King 
holds the complete list of your speculations in his hand, — 
he fias got them through the £^ency of the Revolutionary 
Committee,, to which your stockbroker’s confidential clerk 
belongs ! You fool.! All your schemes — all your ‘ cpmpanies ’ 
are known to him root an^ branch — and you say you will 
‘ denounce ’ him ! If you do, it will be a reaf comedy ! — the 
^asc of a thief denouncing the officer who has c;p.ught him 
red-handed in the act of thieving 1 ” • ^ . 

With this parting shot, he made a violent exit. P^rousse 
left alcftie, dismissed himf with all other harassments from his 
mind; for being entirely without a conscience, he had very 
little cqre as to the results of the King’s reported intentions. 
He was preparing a brilliant speech, whidi he intended to 
deliver if occasion demanded; and on his own coolness, 
mendacity and pluck, he staked hisf future. , * 

“If I fail,” he said to himself; “I will go to the United 
States, and end by becoming President! There are many 
such plans Qpen to a man of resources I ” 

During the ensuing few days 4here were some extra gaieties 
at the Palace, — and the King and Queen were seen daily in 
public. Everywhere, they were greeted with frantic outbursts 
of cheering, and the recent riotous^outbreaks seemed altogether 
forgottcr. The Opera was crowded nightly, and undeterred 
by the tear of any fresh manifestations of popular discontent, 
their Majesfies were again present. This time the King wa^ 
the first to lead ^fF the applause that hailed Pequita’s dancing. 
And how her little feet flew! — ^how her eyes sparkled with 
rapture — how the dark curls tossed, and the cherry lips smiled ! 
To her the King remained l^asquin ! — a kind of monarch in 
a fairy tale, who scattered benefits# at a touch, and sunshine 
with a glance, artd who deserved all the love and loyalty of 
every subject in the king&om 1 But she had never had any 
• ide»of ‘Resolution,’ poor child! — save such a revolving of 
chance and circumstance as should enable her father to live in 
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comfort, without anxiety for his, latter days. And perhaps at 
the bottom of all political of religious fanaticism we should 
find an equally simple foot of cause for the effect. 

The day at last came when Sergius Thord held his mighty 
* mass meeting,* convened in the Cathedral square, — all ready 
for marching orders. No interference was offered^either from 
soldiery or police; and the people. came pouring up from 
every' quarter of thf‘ city in tl\eir thousands and tens of 
thousands. Py noon,'l le tall lace-like spire of^the Cathedral 
towered a,^)ove a vast sea of human heads,, which from 
vdist 9 .nce looked like swamiing bees ; and as the bells struck 
the hour, T’hoid, mounting the steps of a monument erected to 
certain heroes who had long ago fallenun battle, w-as greeted with 
a roar of acclamation like the tlyindtr of heaven’s own artillery. 
Put even while the multitude still scouted and cheeu'id, the 
sight of another ffgurc, which cfuietly ascended to, the same 
position, caused a sudden hush,— a gradually deepening silence 
of amazement and awe, — ailcl then finally swift recognition. 

'J'lie King ! ” cried a voice. 

** Pas(iuin Leroy ! ” shouted another, who was answered by 
yells and shrieks of derision. c 

** The King!” was again tkc cry. And as* the vast .crowed 
circled round and round, its million eyes 'wonderingly upturned, 
Sergius Thord suddenly lifted his cap and waved it : 

“ Ay 1 • The I'ijng !” His voice rang over the heads of the 
people with a rich thrill of command. “The King, who here 
declares himself the friend of our Cause ! The King* who is 
.with us to-day of his own will, at his own request,* by his own 
choice ! — without escort, — unarmed — defencetess 1 The King ! 
The King who has resolved to go with us, and demand justice 
for his overtaxed and suffering sulnccts I The King, who is one 
with us ! — who seeks no greater kingliness than that of being 
loved and trusted by his People 1 ” * 

The surprise of this announceryent was so tr&ly overpowering, 
that for the moment the mighty mass of men stood inert; 
Pun, — as the fituation flashed upon them, sucfll a thufider t 
of cheering hioke out as seemed to make the very earth rock 
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and the houses in the square tremble. The King himself, 
standing by Thord, grew pale atf he heard it, and his eyes were 
suffused with something like tears. • 

“By Heaven ! ” he murmured ; “The love of this people is 
wonh having ! ” , 

“Did you ever doubt it?” queried Thord slowly, eyeing 
him with a touchy of wonder not unmixed with, jealousy ; 

“ There is only one power >jhich keeps a king on his throne — 
the confidence of the nation ! You hacf nearly lost that ! For 
Jthough there is nothing so easy to win, there is jiothing so 
easy to lose ! ” • ^ • 

“True!” said the monarch, his eyes still resting tenderly 
on the* excited multitude* below him. “I have deserved little 

at the people’s hands — bull perjiaps — when I am gone ” he 

pausedi abruptly, then yith a smile added — “Give us ou% 
marching, orders, Sergius ! ” • • 

Thord obeyed, — and very soon, under his command, the 
huge multitude arranged itself in blocks, or regimentf^ perfectly 
organised in different companies, and entirely prepared to 
keep order. Dividing into equal lines they made w^ay quickly 
and with egithusiasm as they perceived the King’s charger, 
which, richly cafiarisoned, had been brought for his Majesty at 
Thord’s own earnest request. 

When all was ready, the King sprang into the saddle, and 
gathering the reins in one hand, sat for a moment baft;-headed, 
the people* surging round him with repeated outbursts of 
applause. Without a weapon, — without a single man of his 
own household to bear him company, — without any armetj 
escort, — he remained there enthroned; — the centre, — not of 
‘ society,’ — but of the People, who gathered round him as their 
visible Head, with as much shouting and enthusiasm and 
worship, as if he had, in his own person, made Ijie conquest, 
single-handedf, of a hundred nations I Never, in his most 
gorgeous appard, — never, even when robed and crowned in 
state, had he looked so noble; never had he seemed so 
• w^OTthy of Aie highest honour, reverence and admiration, as 
now ! At a signal from Thord, who led the way on foot, 
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the thousands of the city begap to maffch to the House of 
Government, all gathering round one principal figure, that 
of their King. A grofip of workmen constituted themselves 
his body-guard, protecting his proudly-stepping charger from 
so much as a stone that might startle it or check its pro- 
gress, and thus — liberated from the protection of flunkeys 
and flatteijers, — the monarch, surrounded by his :rue subjects, 
advanced together as one Body, ,to challenge and overthrow 
a fraudulent Ministry, whose measures had beer; drawn up 
and passed, not for the good of the country, but for the 
r financial advantage and protection of themseh es. 

Never was such a wondrous sight seen, as that almost inter- 
minable procession through the broa(i»thoroughfares of the city, 
headed by a Socialist, and centred by a King ! No Royal 
4|Cerenionial, overburdened with snobbish conventionalities and 
liypocritical parade, cvct presented so splendid and, imposing 
a sight as that concentrated mass of the actual people, — the 
working muscle and sinew of the land’s common weal, march- 
ing in steady and triumphant order, — surging like the billows 
of the sea around that brave ship, their Sovereign, cheering 
him to the echo, and waving around him the .flags of the 
country, while he, still bare*headed, rode dauntless in their 
midst looking every inch a king! — more kingly indeed than 
he had ever seemed, and more established in the affections of 
his subjects than any living^monarch of the time. So was he 
brought with ceaseless acclamation to the Government House, 
where, as all knew, he purposed denouncing Carl Pdrotisse ; — 
,and thus did he assert in his ov'n person that a king, sup- 
ported by a nation, is more powerful than* any government 
built up by mere party agency! 

And even so, at his best and bravest, two women looked 
upon him and loved him I One, from the outskirts of the 
great crowd where, shroifded close in her veil, she waited 
tremblingly near the Government building, and saw him 
alight from his charger* and enter there, amid the wild 
shoutings of tue populace, — the other, from a ^ligh window < 
in the Royal palace, where she leaned watching the crowd) — 
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the sunlight catching the diamonds at her breast and sparkling 
in her proud cold eyes. And -over the whole city rang the 
continuous and exultant cry ; • 

“The King! The King!” 

And perhaps orjy one soulj prophetic in instinct, foresaw 
any terror in the triumph 1 — only one voice, low and tremulous 
and weighted with tears and prayers, murmured : 

** Ah, dear God ! Would he were not a King 1” • . 

• • t 



CHAPTER XXXI 

' 'a vote FOK U)VE 

f 

» 

N ext day it was ki;;own through the length and breadth 
of the city that the King, so long judged as a poli- 
tical Dummy, had proved himself living, acting authority. 
Every journal in city and province led off its news under 
the one chief heading, — ‘The King’s Speech.’ The King . 
had spoken j— and with no uncertain voice. Cool, brilliant in 
wording, concise in statement, — cuttingly correct in facts, 
convincing in argument, this unexpected denouncement of 
Carl Pdfousst*, and the Perousse ‘ majority,’ swept the 
Government off their feet by its daring courage, and still more 
daring veracity. Documentary evidence of the dishonourable 
speculations with the public ^oney wliich had been so. freely 
indulged in by the Secretary of State, aided and abetted 
by the Premier, was handed by the King in person to the 
authoritif's whose business it was to examine such proofs, 

— the dishonourable measures used to retain the ‘majority’ 
were fully exposed, and the whole House stood thunder- 
struck and mentally paralysed, under the straight accusation 
and merciless condemnation launched at thair own lax toler- 
ance of such iniquitous practices, by their reigning monarch. 
With perfect dignity and impressive calm, the King quietly 
demanded whether M. Carl Pdfousse would be pleased to 
explain his actions? Whether he had anythfng to say in 
response to the charges brought against hiift? To this last 
query, after a dead silciKJe, durfng Vhich eVery eye was fixed 
on the defaulting Minister, who, in the course the Royal , 
speech had seen every bulwark of his own intended defence 
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torn away from him, P^rousse^ with an ashy white counten- 
ance answered : 

“ Nothing ! ” ♦ 

And the silence around him continued; a silence more 
expressive’ than any outspoken w^ord of scorn. 

But moi^ surprises were in store for the Ministry, which 
found itself thus suddenly overthrown. The King jinnounced 
the marriage of his son, the Crown Prince, to ‘ a daughter of 
the People 1 Boldly, anJ with an afdent passion of truth 
lighting up every feature of his handsome countenance, he 
^stated this overwhelming piece of n^ws in a perfectly matter- ^ 
of-fact way, adding, that in consequence of the step taken, — a 
step which he did not himself in any way regret, — the Crown 
Prince asked to be allowed to resign the Throne in favour of 
his brqjher Rupert. ^ 

“Unless,” continued his Majesty, “the* Nation should be 
proved jeady to accept the wife he has chosen. It is needless 
to add that my son has married without my consent and this 
is' the reason of his present absence from the country. If the 
Nation accepts his wife, he will return to the Nation ; if not, 

I am boun^ to say, knowing his mind, that there is nothing 
to be done, but,to declare Prince Rupert Heir to the Throne. 
This, however, I personally desire may be left to the considera- 
tion and vote of the people ! ” ’ 

And when the House rose on that astonishing affternoon, 
they knew* they were no longer a House, — they knew 
the Government was entirely overthrown, and that there 
would be a<jeneral Election and a new Ministry. I'hcy had^ 
to realise also, that their ‘ Bills ’ for imposing fresh taxes on 
the people were mere waste paper, — and they heard likewise 
with redoubled amazement that the King had decided to resign 
half his revenues for the s|5ace of five years, tg assist the 
deficit in the* National Exchequer.® 

At the concltKion of the whole unprecedented scene, they 
saw the King reetJived, as*it were, iifto the arms of a frenzied 
, crowd, numbering many tens of thousands, which spread round 
all the Government buildings, and poured itself in thick streams 
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through every street and thoroughfare, and they had to accept 
the fact that their ‘majority^ was reduced to a minority so 
infinitesimal, amid the«greater wave of popular lesoh^e, that it 
was not worth counting. 

Carl Pdrousse, leaving the House by^a private ^dooi of 
egress, shamed, disgraced and crest-fallen as he^ was, dared 
not trust ^thc very sight of himself to such an ovenvhelming 
rnulfitude, and managed by lucky chance to escape unobserved. 
He was assisted in thi^ manceuvre by General Bernhoff. The 
Chief of the Police perceived him slinking cautiously along 
^ tlic side-ivall of an allc'y ^jvhere the crowd had not penetrateef, 
ancf'hclped him into a passing cab that he might be driven 
ra[)idly and safely to his home. ; 

“You will no doubt excuse me]’ — said the General with a 
slight smile — “for not having acted more rigorously^ in the 
matter of the suspected ‘Pas^uin l.eroy’! I am afraid I 
should never have summed up sufficient impudence ask the 
Kihg to jiign a wahant against himself! ” 

Peroussc mutteied an ijiarticulate oath by way of reply. 
He realised fully that the game for him was lost. His speech 
of defence, so carefully pre[)arecl had been useless, for he 
could not have uttered it in the face of the dai^iinatory evidence 
against him pronounced by the King, and verified by his 
own public actions. Yet his audacity had not, in the main, 
deserted*him. He knew that, owing to his proved defalcations 
and fraudulent use of the* public money, his 6wn property 
would be confiscated to the Crown, — but he ha^ always 
^kept himself well prepared for emergencies, and had in- 
vested in foreign securities under various ,assumeil names. 
Turning his attention to America, he felt pretty sure he 
could do something there, — but so far as his own country was 
concerned, he submitted to the inevitable, feeling that his day 
was done. n ^ 

“The Jew is always triumphant!” he said, as he opened 
Jost’s newspaper next morning, &nd read a full account 
of tb.e proceedings in the House, described al^ the ^ 
‘colour* and gush of Jost*s most melodramatic reporter. 
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“There is no doubt leader’ on iny ‘unhappy position ’ as a 
fallen, but once trusted Minister 
He was right ; there was ! A gravely-reproachful, sternly- 
commiserating ‘ leader,’ wherein the apparently impeccable and 
highly conscientious .writer ‘deplored’ the laxity of those who 
supported M. Carl Perousse in his ‘regrettable’ scheme of 
self-aggrandisement. . . ^ 

“ The rascal ! ” ejaculated Perousse, as he read. “ If I tvvr 
get a fresh start^in the United States or ’South 5\frica, I’ll put 
lym on a gridiron, and roast him to slow music ! ” ^ 

Meanwhile the whole country wer^ mad over the King. 
No man was ever so idolised ; no man was ever made Ihe 
centre *of more hero-worship. In all the excitement of a 
General Election, the wav^ of loyalty rose to its extremest 
height, jvid no candidate tjiat was not leady to follow the lines 
of reform lp.id down by the monarch, had a ghost of a chance 
of being returned as a deputy. With the abolition of the tax 
on bread, the popular jubilation increased ; bbnfires were lit on 
every hill, — rockets flared up star-like from every rocky point 
upon the coast, and the Nation gave itself entirely up to joy. 

All the loijg dormant sentiment of the multitude was roused 
to a fever-heat by ihe story of -f rince Humphry’s marriage, 
and he too, next to his father, became a veritable hero of 
romance in the eyes of the pl‘ople, for w-hom Love, and all 
pertaining to love-matters form the most interesting^ part of 
life. Following his announcement in the House, the King 
issued £f ‘ manifesto,’ setting forth the facts of his son’s union 
with ‘ One Gloria Ronsard, of The Islands,’ and requesting the 
vote of the peopk for, or against, the Prince as Heir-Apparent* 
to the Throne. 

The result of this bold and candid reliance on the Nation 
was one which could never •liavc been foreseen by so-called 

.9 ® ^ 

‘diplomatic’ statesmen, who are accustomed to juggle with 
simple facts, anfl who strive to cover up and conceal the 
too distinct plainness of tAth.* An Electric thrill of chivalrous 
K enthusiasm pulsated through the entire country ; and the 
unanimous vote of the people was returned to the King in 
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entire favour of the Crown , Prince sind his chosen bride. • 
Perhaps no one was more ‘astonished at this than the King 
himself. He had bfeen prepared for considerable friction; 
he had been quite sure of opposition on the part pf ‘Society/ 
hut, Society, moved for once from its usual selfif.hncs's by the 
boldness and daring of a heroic king, had ranked* itself entirely 
on his side, and was ready and even anxious to accept in 
IVihce Humphry a new kind oj ‘Cophetua,' even if he had 
chosen to wcA a beggar-maid ! And it so chjinced that there 
were many persons who had seen Gloria, — and among the^e 
was Sergius Thord. Ple^had not only seen her, but known her ; ' 
—he had studied her character and qualities, — and w^as aware 
that she possessed one of the miost pure and beautiful of 
womanly souls ; — and though Jake» by surprise at the discovery 
that the young ‘ sailor ’ she had wed^led was no othei^than the ' 
Crown Prince, yet, after the ex[terience he had personally gone 
through with one ‘Pasquin Leroy,* he could scarcely feel that 
any news, evtui (Jf the niOat wonderful kind, was so wonderful 
after all ! So that, as soon as he learned the truth, he brought 
all his enormous ‘following* into unanimity as regarded the 
Prince’s romantic love-story ; and ere long theretwas not one 
in the metropolis at least, wko did not consider the marriage 
a good thing, and likely to weld even more closely together 
the harmonious relationship Ixftween people and Throne. 

And «o it chanced, that even while the General Election 
was still going on all over the country, an incessant* popular 
clamour was made for the instant return of the Printe to Ws 
native land. The papers teemed with suggestions ^s to the 
‘welcoming home’ of the young hero of lomance and his 
bride, and Professor von Glauben, mentally giddy with the 
whirl of events, was nevertheless triumphantly elated, 

“Now th^t you know everything,” he said to^Sir Roger de 
Launay, “I ho})e you art satisfied! My ‘jam-pot’ that you 
spoke of, has turned out to be a special Sweetmeat for the 
whole nation ! ” • * 

“ I am very much surprised, I confess 1 ” saifi Sir Roger * 
slowly; “I should hardly have thought such a love-story 
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possible in. these moclern days.^ And I should certainly never 
have given the nation credit for so much sentiment ! ”■ 

“ A nation is always sentimental ! ” declared the Professor ; 
“What does a Government exist for? Merely to keep 
national sentiment in order. Ministers know well enough, 
that despite, the various ‘ Bills ^ brought in for material 
advantage and improvement, they have always to (jeal with 
the imaginative aspiration of the populace, rather than iheir 
conception of logic. For truly, the masfses ha^e no logtc at 
a^l ; they will not stop to count the cost of an Army^ but they 
will shout themselves hoarse at the vght of the Flag ! The 
Flag is the Sentiment ; the Army is the Fact. The King has 
secured' all the votes of tha nation on a question of Sentiment 
only, — but there is this plqasarit scientific fact underlying the 
sentimcjit, — Gloria is fit ^to be the mother of kings ! And 
that is w’hat I will not say *of any royally-born woman I 
know ! ” 9 

Sir Roger was silent. • * ^ 

“ Consider our present Queen as a mother only ! ” he went 
on ; “ Beautiful and impassive as a snow-peak with the snow 
shining upoi^k it ! What of her sons ? The Crown Prince is 
the best of them^ — but he has ouly been saved from inherited 
mischief by his love for Gloria. The other two boys, Rupert 
and Cyprian, will probably be selfish libertines ! ” 

Sir Roger opened his eyes in astonishment. • 

“Why do*you say that?” he asked; “They are harmless 
enflrugh ! Cricket and football are enough to make them 
happy.” ^ • 

“ For the pres«nt, no doubt ! ” agreed Von Glauben ; “ But 
it sometimes happens that the young human animal who 
expends all his brains on kicking a football, is quite likely to 
expend another sort of force? when he grows up,^ in morally 
kicking other filings ! At least, that# is how I regard it. The* 
over-cultivation of physical strength leads to mental callousness 
and brutality. These ai^e scientifit points which require 
• discission,— ^ot with you, — but with a scientist. Nothing 
should be overdone. I'oo much enervation and lack of 
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athleticism leads to moral deterioration certainly^ — but so 
does too' much ‘sport' as tiiey call it. There is a happy 
medium to be obtai/ied on both sides, but human beings 
generally miss it. Prince Humphry, bom of a beautiful, 
introspective, selfish— yes, I repeat it !— selfish mother, would, 
if he had married a hard-natured, cold and conva itional wife, 
probably have been the most indifierent^^ casual, and careless 
sovf^reign that ever reigned ; but, ^united as he is to a trusting, 
warm-hearted, loving, womanly woman like ^Gloria, he will 
probably make himself the idol of the Nation.” ^ 

“ Not more so than his father is ! ” said Sir Roger, with a 
smile. 

** Ach so ! That would be diffiaalt, I grant you ! ' agreed 
the Professor ; “ As 1 told you, Roger, at the beginning of 
this drama in which we have both ylayed our little pp.rts ; no 
harm ever came Mndeservedly to a brave man with a good 
conscience 1 ” * ^ 

“Truj! And •no harnphas come to the King — as yet!” 
said Sir Roger thoughtfully. “Hut I sometimes fear one 
man ! ” 

“Sergius Thord?” suggested Von C ilauben “ To speak 
honestly, so do 1 1 But I wtch him — 1 watch him closely I 
He loves Lotys, as a tiger loves its mate, — and if he should 
ever suspect ! ” 

‘ Hush!” said Sir Roger quickly; “Do not speak of it! 

I assure you I am always on guard!” * 

“ Good ! So am 1 ! But Thord is too busy j»st npiy 
climbing the hill to look either backward or affide. WTien 
he reaches the summit, it is possible he may see the whole 
landscape at a glance ! ” 

“ He will reach the summit very soon ! ” said De Launay ; 
“His election as deputy for thb city, is certain. From the 
moment he announced hJmself as candidate, fliere has been 
no oppo.sition.” • 

“He will be returned^nthusmstfcally,” said the Professor; 

“ And he m\\ gain all the power he has bften woiking * 
for. Also, with the po^ver, he will obtain ail the difficulty, 
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responsibility, disap^intment. and bitterness. Power is a 
■ dangerous possession, unless if is accompanied by a cool 
head ; and in that our friend Sergius Thord is lacking. He 
is a creature of impulse — and a savage creature too! — a 
half-educated geniu^, — ^than which nothing in the shape of 
humanity is anore desperately difficult to manage ! ” 

“ Lotys can manage him ! ” said Sir Roger* , 

“ That depends !'** And the Professor rubbed his hose 
irritably. “Women are excellent dipIoiflatLsts up to a certain 
point, but their limit is reached when they fall ^ in love! 
Passion and enthusiasm transform th^^m into quite as absurd 
fools as — men ! ” * 

Sir Roger smiled, and ohanged the subject. 

But in a few days, whpj; liad been foreshadowed in their 
conversation came true.^ One of the chief results of the 
General Election was the •unopposed return of Sergius 
Thord ^ Deputy for the Metropolis ; and in the evening 
of the day on which his election was declared, grei\|: crowds 
assembled beneath the windows of his house, — that house 
so long known as the quarters of the Revolutionary Com- 
mittee, — roaring themselves hoarse with acclamation. He 
was, of course, ^called out before them to speak, — and he 
yielded to the clamorous demand, as perforce he was bound 
to do, but strangely enough, with extreme reluctance. 

A certain vague .weariness depressed his spirits ; his undis- 
puted dectiRn as one of the most important Government- 
^eyresentatives of the people, lacked the savour of the triumph 
he had expected; — and like all those who have worked for 
years to win a coweted post and succeed at last in winning it, he 
was filled with the fatal satiety of accomplishment. Power, — 
temporal power, — w^as after all not so great as it had seemed 1 
He had climbed — he had striven ; but all the joy w|s contained 
in the clir?bing and the striving. Now that he had gained his 
point there seenTed nothing left to prick afresh his flagging 
ambition. Nevertheless, •he* succeeded in addressing his 
• enthusiastic followers and worshippers with something of his 
old fervour and fire, — ^sufficiently well, at any rate, to satisfy 
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them, and send them off with renewed Shouts of exultation, 
expressive' of their continued reliance on his courage and , 
ability. But, when left* alone at last, his heart suddenly failed 
him. 

“What is the use of it ! ” he thought wearily ; “Trije, I now 
represent the city,— I lead . its opinions— I am • its mouth- 
piece for the State,— and the wrongs, and injuries done to the 
million are mine to bring before^ the Government ; and my 
business it wiir be to force remedial measures for the same. 
But what then ? There ^ ill be, there must be, constant discus- 
sion, argument, contradiction, — for there are always conflicting 
oj)iriions in every aspect of human affairs, — and it will be my 
work to put down all contradiction, c— all opposition,— "and to 
carry the People’s Cause with a firjn hand. Yet — after all, if 
I succeed, it will be the King’s doing, — not mine ! 'IVi? him I H 
partly owe my present power ; tl'fc power I had before, was all 
my own ! ” r 

Sullen jind silenT he broeded on the changes in his fortunes 
with no very satisfied mind. While he could not, as a brave 
man, refuse his respect and homage to the monarch who had 
quietly made himself complete master of the ‘ Rgj.^olutionary ’ 
organisation, and who had si^'cecded in tuning thousands of 
disaffected persons into ardent Loyalists, he was nevertheless 
troubled by a lurking sus[)icion*that I.^tys had secretly known 
and favoured the King’s scheme. Vaguely ashamed in his 
own mind of the idea, he yet found himself givmg way to it 
now and again, as he remembered how she had defended fes 
^life,— not once but twice,— and how she had oTten frankly 
declared her admiration for the unselfishness, heroism, and 
tireless energy of the so-called ‘Pasquin Leroy.’ After 
much perplexed meditation, he came at last to one 
resolve. • 

“She must be my wif*!” he said, his eyes gleaming with 

a sudden fire of passion and determination dbmbined ; “ If, 

as she say.s,— she does Hot love nfe, she must leant to love 
me! Then, ail will be well! AVith her, it is possible I*may . 
teach still greater heights } without her, I taii do nothing ! ” 
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Meantime, while Ijie results of the Election to what was 
I now called ‘The Royal Government,’ were beiig daily 
/recorded in all parts of the world, Bf\d the King himself, 
from a selection of the ablest and most honourably-proved 
men of tlie time, was forming a new. Ministry, the news of 
these radical changes in the kingdom’s affairs, spreading 
rapidly everywhere by cable, as news alvTays spreads nowa- 
days, reached a certain far corner in one of the most 
beautiful provinces of Indi!i, — a corner scarcely known to 
the convcntiorfal traveller, — where, in a wondrous palace, 
ftnt to them by one of the most ^civilised and ^kindly of 
Griental potentates, — a palace surrounded by gardens that * 
might have been a tru(^ copy of the fabled Eden, Prince 
Humphry and the fair ‘Gloria’ of his life, were passing a 
happy, ^hidden-away ’ time of f)erfert repose. 

The evening on which* they learned that* their own nation 
demanded their return was ‘like the night of Al-lj^adir, better 
than a thousand months.’ All da^ long the heat had been 
intense, — and they had remained indoors enjoying Ihc cool- 
ness of marble courts and corridors, and plashing fountains, — 
but with the sunset a soft breeze had sprung up, and Gloria, 
passing into the shadiest corner <jf the gardens, had laid herself 
down in a silken hammock swung between tw\) broad sycamore 
trees, and there, gently swaying to and fro, she watched her 
husband reading the various European journals that h^ arrived 
for his host that day’s mail. Beflubful always, she had grown 
Icwelier.than ever in these halcyon days of rest, when ‘ Love 
** took up thiS harp of Life and smote on all the chords with 
might ; S*mote th^ chord of Self, that, trembling, pass’d in musi(f 
out of sight.’ To her native grace she now united a distinctive 
dignity which added to her always gracious .and queenly charm, 
and never hitd she looked %nore exquisite than now, when 
rocking gently in the suspended network of woven turquoise 
silk fringed with* silver, she rested her head against cushions 
of the same delicate hilfe, ^nd turned her expressive eyes 
enqpiringjy towards her husband, — wondering what kept him 
so silent, and what was the cause of the little line of anxiety 
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which furrowed his brow. Cl^d in sl loj)se di^ph3,nous robe 
of white, With a simple bandL of silver clasping it round her 
supple form, her rich |jair caught carelessly back with a knot ■ 
of scarlet passion-flowers, she looked a creature too fair for 
earth, a being all diyine ; and the Prince presently turning his 
glances towards her, evidently thought so* from the adoring 
tenderness with which he bent over her and kiss^ the ripe, 
red, smiling lips which pouted so ’ delic*iously to take the 
offered caress. ^ • • 

“They want us back, niy Gloria!” he said •“The Nation 
asks for mc~and for * • 

SKc raised herself a little on one arm. 

“ Do they know all ? ” ^ 

“ Yes I The King, my father, has announced everything 
concerning our marriage, not bnly to the Governmcjjit, but’ 
by special ‘manifesto’ to the people. I did not think he 
would be so brave ! ” 

“ Or so true ! ” said Glor^, her eyes darkening and deepen- 
ing with *tbe intensity of her thought. “ Let me read this 
strange news, Humphry !” 

He gave her the papers, — ^and a few tears sparkled on her 
lashes like diamonds and fell, as with a beating heart she 
read of the complete triumph of the King over the Socialist 
and Revolutionary party, —of his march with the multitude 
to the Government House, — of his bold denunciation of 
Carl P^rousse, ending in thb utter overthrow of s. fraudulent 
Ministry, — and of his determination to renounce for fivpt years, 
one half his royal revenues in order to personally assist tT!S^ 
deficit in the National Exchequer. 

“ He is, in very truth a King ! ” she said, looking up with 
flushed cheeks and^ sparkling eyes, — “ Surely the noblest in 
the world 1 ” t 

Prince Hflimphry's face^ expressed w’ondermefit as well as 
admiration. « 

“I have been utterly mistaken m him,”— he confessed, — 

“ Or else, something has greatly changed his idej\^. I should 
never have deemed him culpable of running so mu^ risk of * 
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his position, or of iRhowing so much heroism, candour and 
self'sacrifice. All my life I have been accustomed to see him 
more or less indifferent to everything but his own pleasure, 
and more or less careless of the griefs of others ; but now it 
seems as ’if he had kept himself back on purpose, only to 
declare hi% true character more openly and boldly in the 
endl^’ ^ . 

Gloria read on, with eagerness and interest, till she •came 
to the King’s ‘manifesto’ regarding His son’s marriage with 
‘ a daughter oT the People.’ She pointed to this ^expression 
Vith the tapering, rosy point of her delicate little finger. 

*“ That is me ! ” she said ; “ I iwt a daughter of the People ! 
I am proud of the name 4 ” 

“You are my wife ! ” saj^ the Prince ; “And you are Crown 
Prince^ of the realm ! ” ^ 

She looked meditative. » • 

“ I jyn not sure I like that title so well !•’ she said, 
surveying him archly under the shadow of her loi^ lashes ; 
“Indeed — if were not Crown J’rincc, — I should not like 

it at all!” 

Prince P^umphry smiled, and tenderly touched the scarlet 
passion-flowers her hair. • 

“But as T am Crown Prince, you will try to put up with 
it, ray Gloria ! ” and he kissed her again. “ We must return 
home, Sweetheart ! — and as speedily as possible, — ♦hough I 
am sorry out restful honey-time is over I ” 

Glorki looked wi.stfully around her. — over the long smooth 
undulating tawns, the thickets of myrtle and orange, the lovel)^ 
deep groves of irees, and away to the peaks of the distant 
dark blue hills, over which a great golden moon was slowly 
rising. 

“ I am sorry too ! ” she %aid \ “ I could live^ always like 
this, in peac? with you, far, far #way from all the world I 
Hark!” 

She held up her hand *10 invite attention, as the delicious 
, war^e of, a iiightingale, or ‘bul-bul’ broke the heated silence 
into liquid melody. Her lover-husband took that little uplifted 
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hand, and^drawing it in his owi;, kissed <t fondly, —and so 
for a moment they were very quiet, while the little brown 
bird of music poured frfim its palpitating throat a cadence of 
heart-moving song. Gradually, the golden splendour of the 
Indian moonlight widened through the tree^j, enveloping them 
in its clear luminous radiance ; and the two beautiful human 
creatures, gazing into each* other’s eyes witji all he unspeak- 
able rapture of a perfect love, touched that wondrous height 
of pure iniUuaJ passion vvhicli makes things temporal seem 
very far offf aJid things eternal very near. 

“J/ life could always be like this,” murmured Gloria; 
“Wc should surely understand God better! We should feel 
that lie truly loved us, and wished k us to love each other ! 
Ah, if only all the world were as^, happy as I am I ” 

“ You will help to make a great par^ of it so, my belcved 1 ” 
said the Prince ; “ You will briiv^ with you into our kingdom, 
comfort for die sorrowful, aid to the ])oor, sympathy dor the 
lonely, tluiughi for all 1 V\ni will forget nothing that calls 
for your remembrance, my Sweet ! And one nation at least, 
will know what it is to have a true woman’s love to light up 
the (larkiu'ss of a 'Fhroiu* ! ” 

That night a cable message was sent by thff Prince ko his 
father, stating liis intention to return home immediately. The 
Oriental potentate wlio luid goiierously placed his palace at 
the Roya! lovers’ disposal, ajid had religiously preserved the 
.secret of their identity and whereabouts, being himself much 
fascinated and interested by the romance of their ston;, nc^v 
commanded festivals and illuminations for llitdr entertainment 
before their departure, and witliin a fortnight •of the despatcli 
of his message*, the Prince’s yacht had left the mystic shores 
of the East, and started on its homeward journey. 

The newsethat the Crown Prnice was returning with his 
bride, set all the country in a flutter of excitement, and 
the General Election being concluded, and‘ the meeting of 
the new Government bJlng deferred until after the Heir- 
Apfiarent’s return, the people of every city and town and . 
province set themselves busily to work to piepare suitable 
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festivities for tlie ffomecoming of tlie Royal pair; At The 
Islands especially the spirit of enthusiasm was complete — 
all sorts of ideas for fetes and sports, afld bonfires and illumina- 
tions, exercised the minds of the simple fishcr-folk, who were 
wild with joy at the singular destiny thstt had befallen their 
‘ waif of the sea ’ as they were wont to call the beautiful girl 
who had grown up;imong them, — and the aged Ronsard 
was made the centre of Jjieir interest and attention, —even 
of their adulation. But Ronsard had grown very listless of 
^late. His age began to tell heavily upon him, aiyi the news 
lljat Gloria wms returning in all trkmiph as Crown Princess, • 
moved him but little. 

“ She w’ould have be«n happier as a simple sailor's wife ! ” 
he averred, when Profesiior yon Cilauhen, who visited him 
constrantly, sought to r^usc him from the apathy into which 
he appeiirod to have sunk.* “The greater the jiosilion, the 
heaviei* the burden ! — the more outwardly brilliant the appear- 
ance of life, the deeper its secret Ifltterness ! " • 

“ But Gloria has Love with her, my friend ! ” urged tlie 
Professor ; “And Love makes the bitterest things sweet 

Ronsardis aged eyes sparkled faintly. 

“ Ay, Love !•" he echoed ; ‘^A dream — a delusion — and a 
snare ! Unless it be a love strong enough to drag one down 
to death !- -and then it is the strongest i)o>ver in ihci world ! 

It is a terror and a martyrdoiy, — and in nothing shall its 
desire be thwarted ! If It calls — even kings obey ! ” 



CHAPTER xxxn 

BKTWKKN TWO TASSIONS ‘ 

S LOWLY, and with hesitating steps, Sergius Thord mounted 
the long flight of stairs leading to the quiet attic. which 
Ix)tys called * home.’ Here she lived ; here she had chosen 
to live ever since Thord had fnade her, as he said, the ‘ Soul 
of the Revolutionary Ideal’ Jier&, since the King had 
conquered the Revolutionary Ideal altogether, and had made 
it a Loyalist centne, did sl^i dwell still, though she had now 
some thofights of yielding to the child Pequita’s earnest plead- 
ing, and taking up her abode with her and her father, in a 
pretty little house in the suburbs which, since Pequita s success 
as fremtbr danseuse at the Opera, Shollo had been able to 
afford, and to look upon as something like a comfortable 
dwelling-place. For with the election of Thord to the dignity 
of a Deputy, had, of course, come the necessity of resigning 
his old quarters w^here his ‘ Revolutionary ’ meetings had been 
held, — ^and he now resided in a more ‘ respectable ’ qug,rter of 
the city, in such sober, yet distinctive fashion as became dnlS """ 
^ho was a friend of the King’s, and w^ho was likeljf to be a 
Minister some day, when he had further proved his political 
mettle. So that Sholto had no longer any need to try and 
eke out a scanty subsistence by letting rooms to revolutionists 
and ‘suspedcs’ generally,— and Thord himself had helped 
him to make a change for the better, as had ajso the King. 

But Lotys had not as ,yet m^ved She had lived so long 
among the dejperately poor, who were accustorqed to go to 
her for sympathy and aid, that she could not contemplate ^ 
leaving so many sick and suffering at*d,. sorrowful ones alone 
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to fight their bitter hattle. So had she said, at least,, to Thord, 
when he had endeavoured to persuade her to estaWish herself 
in greater comfort, and in a part oft the city which had a 
‘ better-class ' reputation. She had listened to his suggestions 
with a somewhat ir^elancholy smile. . 

“ Once,-r-and not so very long ago, — for you there was no 
such thing as the * bettcrrclass,’ Sergius ! ” she said ; “ You were 
wont to declare that rich and poor alike were all one family in 
the sight of God I ” * • * 

“I have not altered my opinion,” said Thord, a slight flush 
colouring his cheek; “But — you ^re a woman — and as a 
woman should have every care and tenderness.” • 

“So should my still liporer sisters,” she replied ; “And it is 
, for those who have Iea.^t comfort, that comfort should be 
providiid. I am perfect^ welf and happy where 1 am ! ” 
Remembering her Iked iieas on this point, there was an 
uneasy.sense of trouble in Thord’s mind as he \jenturcd again 
on what he feared would be a fruitless crrafid. 

“ If I could command her ! ” he thought, chafing inwardly 
at his own impotence to persuade or lead this woman, whose 
character ^nd will were so much more self-contained and 
stroug than his. own. “ If I coji^ld only exercise some authority 
over her ! But I cannot. What small debt of gratitude she 
owed me as a child, has long been cleared by her constant 
work and the assistance she has given to me, — and*unless she 
ivill cOnseiTt to be my wife, I know I shall lose her altogether. 
I^pr she will never submit to live on money that she has not 
earned.” • 

Arrived at the summit of the staircase he had been climbirife, 
he knocked at the first door which faced him on the uppermost 
landing. 

“Come in ! ” said the lo^, sweet voice that had thrilled and 
comforted 5b many human soul^; and entering as he was 
bidden, he saw*Lotys seated in a low chair near the window, 
rocking a tiny infant, soVa^ftn-like^and meagre, that it looked 
nu>re like » corpse than a living child. 

“ The mother died last night,” she said gently, in re.sponse 
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to his look of interrogation ; “She had been struggling against 
want and sickness for a long time. God was merciful in taking 
her at last ! The fath,er has to go out all day in search of 
work, — often a vain search ; so I do what I can for this poor 
little one 1 ” . . 

And she bent over the forlorn waif of humanity, llissing its 
pale small face, and pressing it soothingly to her warm, full 
breasf. She looked quite beautiful in ’that Madonna-like 
attitude of protection and love, — Her gold hair drooping against 
the slim whiteness of her throat, — her deep blue eyes full of 
that tendefincss for the defenceless and weak, which is the 
lovekest of all womanly expressions. 

Sergius Thord drew a chair opposite to her, and sat 
down. 

“You are always doing good,'' Lotys !” he said, with if slight 
tremor in his voic^ ; “ There is i?o day in your life without its 
record of help to the helpless ! ” 

She shook her head deprecatingly, and went on caressing 
and soothing the tiny babe in silence. 

After a pause, he spoke again. 

“ I have come to you, Lotys, to ask you many thjngs ! ” 

She looked up with a little smile. . 

“Do you need advice, Sergius? Nay, surely not! — you 
have passed beyond it — you are a great man ! 

He moved impatiently. 

“ Great ? What do you ifican ? I am Deputy fbr the' city, 
it is true — but that is not the height of my ambition ; it is oqjy 
a step towards it.” • 

• “To what do you aspire?” she queried. “.A place in the 
Ministry ? You will get that if you wait long enough ! And 
then — will you be satisfied ? ” 

“No — I shall never be satisfied-^ — never till ” 

He broke *off and shifted his position. HiS fierce eyes 
rested tenderly upon her as she sat holding •the motherless 
infant caressingly in her arms. • ‘ 

“You have heard the latest news?” he asked: p\;esently, 
^ That Carl Pdrousse has left the country ? ” 
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“ No, I have not heard that,” said Lotys ; “ But why was 
he allowed to go without being punished for his dishonesty ?” 

“To punish him, would have invoked the punishment of 
many more associated with him,” replied Thord ; “ His estates 
are confiscated ; — the opportunity wa? given him to escape, in 
order to avoid furtfier Ministerial scandals, — and he has taken 
the chance afforded him ! ” 

She was silent. * • 

“Jost too has gone,” pifrsued Thoid; “He has sold his 
paper to his •chief rival. So that now both journals are 
%malgamated under one head, and work for the saAe cause — 
oflr cause, and the King\s ! ” • 

Lotys looked up with g. slight smile. 

“ It is the same old system then ? ” she said. “ For whereas 
before ^there was one newspa1)er subsidised by a fraudulent 
Ministry, there are now1:wo,*3ubsidised by^the Royal Govern- 
ment 3— with which the Socialist party is united ! ” 

He frowned. , • 

• “You mistake ! We shall subsidise no newspaper* whatever. 
We shall not pursue any such mistaken policy.” 

“ Believe me, you will be compelled to do so, Sergius ! ” she 
declared, still smiling; “Or some other force will step in! 
Do you not see that politics always revolve in the same 
monotonous round? You have called me the Soul of an 
Ideal, — but even when I worked my hardest with ycjp, I knew 
it was an Ideal that could never tTe realised 1 But the practice 
of^ouj theories led me among the poor, where I felt I could 
be useful, -•-and for this reason I conjoined what brains I had, 
what stitngth ^ had, with yours. Yet, no matter how mefl 
talk of ‘Revolution,' any and every form of government is 
bound to run on the old eternal lines, whether it be Imperial, 
Socialistic or Republican. Men are always the same children 
— never satisfied, — ever clamouring^ for change, —tired of one 
toy and crying for another, — so on and on, — till the end ! I 
would rather save a life ^' — Bxid she glanced pityingly down 
up^n the sloping infant she held— than upset a throne ! ” 

“ I quite believe that ; ” said Sergius slowly ; “ You are 
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a woman, most womanly! If you eould only leam to 
love ” 

He paused, startled Ut the sudden rush of colour that spread 
over her cheeks and brow ; but it was a wave of crimson that 
soon died away, leaving- her very pale. 

“ Love is not for me, Sergius I ” she said ; “ I am no longer 
young. Besides, the days of romance never existed for me at 
all, ffiid now it is too late. I have grown too much into the 
habit of looking upon “men as poor little emmevs, clambering 
up and down the same tiny hill of earth, — their passions, their 
ambitions, their emotior^s, their fightings and conquests, their 
panSpIy and pride, do not interest me, though they move me 
to pity ; I seem to stand alone, looking beyond, straight through 
the glorious world of Nature, up to the infinite spaces above, 
searching for God I ” ^ < 

“Yet you care* for that waif?” said Thord with a gesture 
towards the iChild she held. 

“Because it is ^helpless,^' she answered ; “ only that ! If it 
ever lives to grow up and be a man, it will forget that a woman 
ever held it, or cherished it so ! No wild beast of the forest — 
no treacherous serpent of the jungle, is more^cruel in its 
inherited nature, than man ?vhen he deals vith woman ; — as 
lover, he betrays her, — as wife, he neglects her, — as mother, 
he forgets her ! ” 

“ You t have a bad opinion of my sex!” said Thord, half 
angrily ; “ Would you say tli'us mucli of the King 
She started, then controlled herself. ^ 

“ The King is brave, — but beyond exceptional cburage, I do 
not think he differs from other men.” t 

“ Have you seen him lately ? ” 

“No.” 

The answer came coldly, and^ with evident resentment at 
the query. Thord hesitated a minute or two, 'looking at her 
yearningly ; then he suddenly laid his hand o?i her arm. 

“Lotysl” he said in & half-whiiper ; “'If you would only 
love me ! If you would be my wife I ” • , 

She raised her dark blue pensive eyes. 



BETWEEN TWO PASSIONS 


523 


“ My poor Sergiuif ! With all your triumphs, do 'you still 
hanker for a wayside weed ? Alas !— the weed has tough 
roots that cannot be pulled up to please you ! I would make 
you happy if I could, dear friend ! — but in the way you ask, I 
cannot ! ” • ‘ * 

His heartbeat thickly. 

‘‘Why?” . • 

“ Why ? Ask why t^ie raip will not melt majble into snow ! 
I love you, Sej^ius — but not with such love as you demand, 
^nd I would not be your wife for all the world ! ” 

JTe restrained himself with difficulty. 

“ Again — why ? ” 

She gave a slight mov^ent of impatience. 

• “In the first place, becausebwe should not agree. Tn the 
second^lace, because I abhor the very idea of marriage. I 
see, day by day, what marriage means, even*among the poor — 
the wrefck of illusions — the death of ideajs — thfe despairing 
monotony of a mere struggle to live ” • 

“I shall not be poor now;” said Thord ; “All my work 
would be to make you happy, Lotys 1 I would surround you 
with every ^race and luxury — with love, with worship, with 
tenderness ! With >our intelligeftice and fascination you would 
be honoured, — famous ! ” 

He broke off interrupted by her gesture of annoyance. 

“ Let me^hcar no more of this^ Sergius ! ” she said. “ You 
were very good to me when I was a castaway child, and I do 
not forget it But you must not urge a claim upon me to 
which Idcannot respond. I have given some of the best year^ 
of my life to a?sist your work, to win you your followers, — 
and to advance what I have always recognised as an exalted, 

though impossible creed but now, for the rest of the time 

left to me, I jnust have my own way ! ” ^ 

He sprang up suddenly and confronted her. 

“ My God I ” he cried^ “^Is it possible you do not under- 
stand! All my work — all my plans — ^all my scheming and 
plcfttinghave been for you — to make you happy ! To give you 
high place and power ! Without you, what do I care for the 



524 


"TEMPORAL POWER” 




world? . What do I care whether mefl are rich, or poor— 
whether they starve or die ! ' It is you I want to serve — you ! 
It is for your sake I have desired to win honour and position. 
Have pity on me, Lotys ! Have pity ! I have seen you grow 
up to womanhood— I have loved every ipch of your stature — 
every hair of the gold on your head — every glance of your 
eyes — every bright flash of your intelligent spiri: ! Oh, I have 
loved you, and love you, Lotys, as no man ever loved woman ! 
Everything I* have Attempted — everyfliing I^have done, has 
been that you might think me worthier of love, for t^e 
Country and the People I care nothing — nothing ! I only 
carfc for you ! ” 

She rose, holding the sleeping ofiild to her like a" shield. 
Her features seemed to have^ gro,wn rigid with an inflexible 
coldness. , e 

“So then,” sheusaid, “You af/e no better than the men you 
have blamed I You confess yourself as false to tho People 
as the Minister fou have • displaced 1 You have served their 
Cause, — not because you love them, but simply because you 
love Me ! — and you w^ould force me to become your wife, not 
because you love Me, so much as you love Yoirself! Self 
alone is at the core of youri. social creed ! Hliy, you are not 
a whit higher than the vulgarest millionaire that ever stole a 
people’s Trade to further his o^n ends ! ” 

“Lotys! Lotys!” he cried, stung to the quick; “You 
judge me wrongly — by Heaven, you do ! ” 

“ I judge you only by your own words ; ” she alisw^red 
steadily; “They condemn you more than I do." I thought 
^ou were sincere in your love for the People !• 1 thought your 
work was all for them, — not for me 1 I judged that you sought 
to gain authority in order to remedy their many wrongs, — 
but if, after all, you have been* fighting your way to power 
merely to make yourself, as you thought, more acceptable to 
me as a husband, you have deceived me ih the honesty of 
your intentions as grossly‘as you ha'fre deceived the King ! ” 

“ The King ! ” he cried >. “ I'he King ! ” ♦ « « 

She flashed a proud and passionate glance upon him — and 
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then — he suddenly ftund himself alone. She had. left the 
room j and though he knew there -was only one wall, one door 
between them, he dared not follow. • 

Glancing around him at the simple furniture of the 
chamber he’ stood in, which, though only an attic, was bright 
and fresh and sweet, with bunches of wildflowers set here and 
there in simple and cheap crystal vases, he sighed heavily. 
The poor and ‘ obscure ’ life was perhaps, after all, the highest, 
holiest and best ! All at onte his eyes*lighte(f on one large 
cluster of flowers that were neither wild nor common, a knot 
of rare roses and magnificent orchi(js, tied together with a 
golden ribbon. He looked at them jealously, and his ^ul 
was assailed by sudden resentment and suspicion. His face 
changed, his teeth closed^ hard on his under lip, and he 
clcnchec^ his hand unconsciously. 

“ If it is so if it should Jdc so ! ” he iButtcred ; “ There 

may be y^el another and more complete Day of Fat^ ! ” 

He left the room then, descending the sftiirs more rapidly 
Ilian he had climbed them, and as he went out of the house 
and up the street, he stumbled against Paul Zouche. 

“ Whither ^away, brave Deputy?’’ cried this irresponsible 
being “Whither away? To ^rescue the poor and the 
afflicted? — or to stop the King from poaching on your own 
preserves ? ” 

With a force of which he vras himself unconsqious, he 
gripped 'ZouChe by the arm. 

“\Vli&t do you mean?” he whispered thickly; — “Speak! 
What do you know ? ” 

Zouche* laughed stupidly. * 

“ What do I know ? ” he echoed ; “ Why, what should I 
know, blockhead, save what all who have eyes to see, know as 
well as I do ! Sergius, your ^asp is none of the lightest ; let 
me go 1 ” THbn as the other’s hapd fell from Fas arm, he 
continued. “ It is you who are the blind man leading the 
blind 1 You — whor like al! thSck-skulled reformers, can never 
.perceive \\ha%goes on under your o*vn nose! But what does 
it matter ? What does anything matter ? I told you long ago 
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she would never love you ; I knew ig that slic loved his 
Majesty, ^ Pasquin Leroy ! ’ ” . 

“■Curse you!'' said^Thord suddenly, in such low infuriated 
accents that the oath sounded more like a wild h cast’s snarl. 
“ Why did you not .tell me ? Why did you not warn’ me ? " 

Zouche shrugged his shoulders, and bega^i to sidle 
aimlessly along the roadway. 

“You would not have believed me!”' he said; “Nobody 
believes anything that is unpleasant to himself! If you 
had not some suspicion in your own mind, you would not 
believe mfe now ! I am foolish — ^you are wise ! I am a podi 
— ycu are a reformer I I am drunk — you are sober ! AYid 
with it all, Lotys is the only one who keeps her head clear. 
Lotys was always the creature of common-sense among us ; she 
understood you — she understo6d me — ^and better thap either . 
of us — she understood the King,! ” 

“No, noP' whispered Thord, more to himself than his 
companion ; “ Sha could npt — she could not have known ! ” 

“ Now*you look as Nature meant you to look ! '' exclaimed 
Zouche, staring wildly at him; “Savage as a bear; — pitiless 
as a snake ! God ! What men can become when they are 
baulked of their desires ! But it is no use, niy Sergius ! — you 
have gained power in one direction, but you have lost it in 
another ! You cannot have your cake, and eat it ! ” Here 
he reeled against the wall, — then straightening himself with a 
curious effort at dignity, tfe continued : “ Leave her alone, 
Sergius ! Leave Lotys in peace ! She is a good soul, ! Let 
her love where she will and how she will, — she has the right 
to choose her lover, — the right! — by Heaven! — it is a right 
denied to no woman ! And if she has chosen the King, she is 
only one of many who have done the same ! ” 

With a smothered sound between a curse and a groan, 
Thord suddenly wheeled round away from him« and left him. 
Vaguely surprised, yel too stupefied to lealise .that his rambling 
words might have workgid seiioua mischief, Zouche gazed 
blinkingly on his retreating figure. ^ , 

“ The same old story ! ” he muttered, with a foolish laugh ; 
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“ Alwa)s a woman ir^it ! He has won leadership and power, 
—he h:is secured the friendship qf a King, — but if the King is 
his ri\al in matters of love — ah! — thaj is a worse danger; for 
the Throne than the spread of Socialism ! ” 

He rairibled off unthinkingly, and gave t\ie only part of him 
which remained still active, his poetic instinct, up to the com- 
position of a delicate love-song, which he wrote between two 
taverns and several drinks. , 

Late in the afternoon — ^jiKt after suadown-^a small close 
brougham drovfc up to the comer of the street where stood 
the tenement h6use, — divided into several separate* flats, — in 
which the attic where Lotys dwelt* was one of the most 
solitary and removed portions. The King alighted from the 
carriage unobserved, and ascended the stairs on which Sergius 
.Thord^s steps had echoed blit a^ew hours gone by. Knocking 
at the door as Sergius ha<?donj, he was in the same way bidden 
to enter, but as he did so, Lotys, who was seated within, quite 
alone, started up with a faint cry oHerror. • * 

You here 1 ” she exclaimed in trembling accents ; “ Oh, 
why, why have you come! Sir, I beg of you to leave this 
place I — at once, before there is any chance of your being seen; 

your MajestJ should surely know 1 ” 

“ Majesty me ^ho majesties, Lotys 1 ” said the King, lightly ; 
“ I have been forbidden this littJe shrine too long I Why should 
I not come to see you? Are you not known as an angel of 
comfort vO the sorrowful and th» lonely ? — and will* you not 
impart ^such consolation to me, as I may, in my many griefs 
deserve? IJay, Lotys, Lotys! No tears! — no tears, dearest 
of women ! To see you weep is the only thing that could* 
possibly unman me, and make even ‘ Pasquin Leroy ^ lose his 
nerve ! ** 

He approached her, and %:)ught to take her hand, but she 
turned away from him, and he saw her bosom Ifcave with a 
passion of repressed weeping. * 

“Lotys !” he then said, *witk exceeding gentleness; “What 
is this? Wljy are you unhappy? I have written to you every 
' day 'since* that night when your lips clung to mine for one glad 
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moment, -^I have poured out my soul to you with more or less 
eloquence^ and surely with passion !— €very day I have prayed 
you ‘to receive me, and- yet you have vouchsafed no reply to 
one who is by your own confession ‘ the only man you love ’ ! 
Ah, Lotys !— you will not now deny that sweet betrayal of your 
heart! Do you know that was the happiest day, of my life? 
— the day on which I was threatened, by Death, and saved by 
Love ! ” n. 

His mellow^ voice ^ thrilled w^ith its underling tender- 
ness ; — he caught her hand and kissed it ; ‘ but she was 
silent. ^ ^ 

With all the yearning passion which had been pent up in 
him for many months, he studied the J3ure outlines of her brow 
and throat — the falling sunlight glpw of her hair — the deep 
azure glory of the pitying eyes, half veiled beneath theii; golden 
lashes, and just now sparkling with tears. 

“ All my life,” he said softly, still holding her hand ; “ I 
have longed for lo^e ! All ^my life I tiavc lacked it ! Can you 
imagine, then, what it was to me, Lotys, when I heard you say 
you loved my Resemblance,— the poor Pasquin Leroy ! — and 
even so I knew you loved me ? When you praised m^ as Pasquin, 
and cursed me as King, how^ my heart burnijd with desire to 
clasp you in my arms, and tell you all the truth of my disguise 1 
But to hear you speak as you did of me, so unconsciousi';\ so 
tenderly, tso bravely, was the sweetest gladness I have ever 
known ! I felt myself a king at last, in very deed* and truth I 
— and it was for the love of you, and because of your love^for 
me, that ! determined to do all I could for my sok Humphry, 
S.nd the woman of his choice ! For, finding myself loved, I 
swore that he should not be deprived of love. I have done 
what I could to ensure his happiness ; but after all, it is your 
doing, and the result of your influeftce ! You are the sole centre 
of my good cleeds, Lotys 1— you have been my ^ar of destiny 
from the very first day I saw you ! — from the qnoment when I 
signed my bond with you in youf'ow^i pure blood, I loved you ! 
And I know that you lovecl me 1 ” ' * t 

She turned her eyes slowly upon him, — what eyes i — 
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tearless now, and glittering with the burning fever of .the sad 
and suffering soul behind them! . 

“You forget!” she said in hushed, trembling accents; 

“ You are the King I ” 

He lifted her hand to his lips again, and pressed its cool 
small palm against his brows. 

“ What then, my dearest ? Must the King, because he is 
King, go through life* unloved ? ” • 

“ Unless the King is loved with honour,” saifl Lotys in the 
same hushed voice ; “ He must go unloved ! ” 

^He dropped her hand and looked at her. She Vas very 
palfe — her breath came and went quickly, but her eyes wre 
fixed upon him steadily,— and though her whole heart cried 
out for his sympathy and tenderness, she did not flinch. 

.* “Lot^s!” he said; “Are yod so cold, so frdzen in an ice- 
wall of conventionality tdat ypu cannot wym to passion — 
not even^tto that passion which every pulse of yoi^is ready to 
return? What do you want of m^P Lover's oaths? Vows 
of constancy ? Oh, beloved woman as you are, do*you not 
understand that you have entered into my very heart of 
hearts — that you hold my whole life in your possession? 
You — not I — are the ruling power of this country! What 
you say, that I will do 1 What you command, that will I 
obej^**' While you live, I will live^r-when you die, I will die I 
Through you I nave learned the value of sovereigqfy, — the 
good thac oan be done to a eftuntry by honest work in 
kinship, — through you I have won back my disaffected 
subjects to loyalty; — it is all you — only you! And if you 
blamed ifle once^as a worthless king, you shall never have* 
cause to so blame me again ! But you must help me, — you 
must help me with your love ! ” 

She strove to control tht beating of her heart, as she 
looked upon •him and listened tq his pleading. She re- 
solutely shut here soul to the persuasive music of his voice, 
the light of his eyes, the tenderness of his smile. 

“ What of tjie Queen ? she said. ^ 

He started back, as though he had been stung. 
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“ The Queen ! ” he repeated, mechaniqfilly— “ The Queen ! ** 

“Ay, the Queen!” said iotys. “She is your wife— the 
mother of your sons 1 She has never loved you, you would 
say^ — you have never loved her. But you are her husband ! 
Would you make me ypur mistress ? ” 

Her voice was calm. She put the plaib question 
point-blank, without a. note of hesitation. His face paled 
suddenly. 

“ Lotys ! ” h^* said, and stretched out his hands towards her ; 
“ Lotys, I love you ! ” 

A chaVige passed over her, — rapid and transfiguring as^’a 
sudden radiance from heaven. With an impulsive gesture, 
beautiful in its wild abandonment, she cast herself at his 
feet. 

“ And I love you 1 ” she ‘said. “ I love you wj{h every 
breath of my bo^y, every pul^e of my heart! I love you 
with the entire passion of my life I I love you w>th all the 
love pent up in omy pooii, starved soul since childhood until 
now ! — 1 love you more than woman ever loved either lover or 
husband I I love you, my lord and King ! — but even as I 
love you, I honour you I No selfish thought of mine shall ever 
tarnish the smallest jewel in your Crown I fih, my beloved ! 
My Royal soul of courage ! What do you take me for? Should 
I be worthy of your thought if 1 dragged you down? Should I 
be Lotyf, — if, like some light woman who can be bought for a 
few jewels, — I gave myself ‘co you in that fever of desire which 
men mistake for love ? Ah, no ! — ten thousand times no ! I 
love you ! Look at me, — can you not see how <my soul cries 
• out for you? How my lips hunger for yqur kissfes — how I 
long, ah, God I for all the tenderness which I know is in your 
heart for me, — I, so lonely, weary, and robbed of all the 
dearest joys of life ! — but I will not shame you by my love, 
my best aifd dearest I I^will not set you one Vlegree lower in 
the thoughts of the People, who now idolise you and know 
you as the brave, true ijqan yoa aio 1 My love for you would 
be poor indeed, if I cou[d not sacrifice myself, altogether for 
your sake, — you, who are my King ! ” 
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He heard her, — Ms whole soul was shaken by the passion 
of her words. 

“ Lotys ! ” he said, — and again — “ Lotys ! ” • 

He drew her up from her kneeling attitude, and gathering 
her close in his arms, kissed her tenderly,^ reverently — as a 
man might kiss the lips of the dead. 

“Must it be so, Lotyg?” he whispered; “Must we dwell 
always apart ? ” ’ • 

Her eyes, beautiful witli a‘ passioif of tlffe highest and 
holiest love, looked full into his. 

^ “ Always apart, yet always together, my beloved ! ” she 
anWered ; “Together in thought, in soul, in aspiration !*— in 
the hope and confidence j;hat God sees us, and knows that we 
seek to live purely in Hij, sight 1 Oh, my King, you would 
not ha\jp it otherwise ! You would not have our love defiled ! 
How common and easy it woiild be for m^ to give myself to 
you! — ajbther women are only too ready to give tj^emsclves, — 
to take your tenderness, your care, your admimtion, — to demand 
your constant attendance on my lightest humour !— to bring 
you shame by my persistent companionship ! — to cause an open 
slander, anc^ allow the finger of scorn to be pointed at you ! — 
to see your honour made a mockery of, by base persons who 
would judge you as one, who, notwithstanding his brave 
espousal of the People’s Cause, was yet a slave to the caprice 
of a woman 1 'fhink something more of me than t^iis ! Do 
not put me bn the level of such iXonien as once brought your 
nanje into contempt ! They did not love you 1 — they loved 

themselves V But I 1 love you 1 Oh, my dearest lord, if 

self were concejned at all in this great love of my heart, t 
would not suffer your arms to rest about me now ! — I would 
not let your lips touch mine ! — but it is for the last time, 
beloved I — the last time 1 And so I put my hands here on 
your heart — kiss your lips — I soff with all m/ soul in the 
prayer — God bless you 1 — God keep you ! — God save you, my 
King! Though I shall tive •apart ^rom you all my days, my 
spiyt is with yours 1 God will know that truth when we 
meet — on the other side of Death 1 ” 
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Her tears fell fast, and he bent over Ifer, torn by: a tempest 
of conflicting emotions, and kissing the soli Ihor that lay 
loofeely ruffled against ^lis breast. 

“ Then it shall be so, Lotys ! ” he murmured, at last. “ Your 
wish is my law !-^it shall be as you conynand ! I will fulfil 
such duties as I must in this world, — and the k^iowledge of 
your love for me, — your trust in me^ — shall keep me high in 
the People’s honour ! Old follies shall be swept away — old 
sins atoned for; — and when we" meet, as you say, on the 
other side of Death, God will perchance givQ us all that we 
have longed for in this vjorld — all that we have lost ! ^ 

His voice shook, — he could not further rely on his self- 
control. f 

“ I will not tempt you, Lotys 1 ” the whispered — “ I dare not 
tempt myself ! God bless you 1 ” , «- 

He put her gently from him, and stood for a moment 
irresolute. ^All the hope he had indulged in of a s^,eeter joy 
than any he had ftver known, was lost, — and yet — he knew he 
had no right to press upon her a love which, to her, could only 
mean dishonour. 

“ Good-bye, Lotys ! ” he said, huskily ; “ My on^ love in this 
world and the next ! Good-bye 1 ” 

She gazed at him* with her whole soul in her eyes, — then 
suddenly, and with the tenderest grace in the world, dropped 
on her kiiees and kissed his hand. 

“God save your Majesty she said, with a po6r little effort 
at smiling through her tears; “For many and many a Jong 
and happy year, when Lotys is no more ! ” “ 

^ With a half cry he snatched her up in his r'rms and pressed 
her to his heart, showering kisses on her lips, her eyes, her 
hair, her little hands ! — then, with a movement as abrupt as it 
was passion-stricken, put her quidkly from him and left her. 

She listened with straining ears to the quick firm echo of his 
footsteps departing from her, and receding '"down the stairs. 
She caught the ring of ‘his tr&d ‘bn the pavement outside. 
She heard the grinding roB of the wheels of his carri^age as he 
was rapidly driven away. He had gone ! As she realised this, 
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her cnurage suddenl)^ failed her, and sinking down beside the 
chair in which he had for a mcftnent sat, she laid her head 
upon it, and wept long and bitterly. Hfer conscience told Tier 
that she Ijad done well, but her heart — the starving woihan’s 
heart, — was all unsatisfied, and clamoured fbr its dearest right 
—love ! And she had of her own will, her own choice, 
put love aside, — the moat precious, the most desired love in 
the world! — she had sent it away out of her life forever! 

True, she could call it back, if she choSe with a word but 

she knew that for the sake of a king, and a country]^ honour, 
she would not so call it back 1 Slje might have said with 
one of the most human of poets : * 

“Will someone say, then why not ill for good? 

* Why took ye not^youf pastime? To that man 

* My word shall answer, since I knew the Right 
And did it.” 1 • • 

• ' • 

A shadowy form moving uncertoinly to •and fro^near the 
corner of the street, appeared to spring forward and to falter 
back again, as the King, hurriedly departing, glanced up and 
down the st^et once or twice as though in doubt or questioning, 
and then walked to his broughanj. The soft hues of a twilight 
sky, in which the stars were beginning to appear, fell on his 
face and showed it ashy pale ; but he was absorbed in his own 
sad and bitter thoughts, — lost in his own inward cont^plation 
of the love ^hich consumed him, —and he saw nothing of that 
hidden# watcher in the semi-gloom, gazing at him with such 
fierce eyes (tf hate as might have intimidated even the bravest 
man. ife cnte^d his carriage and was rapidly driven away,* 
and the shadow, — no other than Sergius Thord, — stumbling 
forward, — his brain on fire, and a loaded pistol in his hand, — 
had hardly realised his presence before he was gone. 

“Why did 1 not kill him?” he nattered, amazeTi at his own 
hesitation ; “ He’Stood here, close to me ! It would have been 
so easy I ” * • * • 

IJe remaiwed another moment or^wo gazing around him at 
^ Tennyson. 
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the streets, at the roofs, at the .sky, as tlfough in a .wondering 
dream, — then all at once, it seemed as if every cell in his brain 
had suddenly become ^superhumanly active. His eyes flashed 
fury,— and turning swiftly into the house which the. King had 
just left, he ran mddly Up the stairs as though impelled by a 
whirlwind, and burst without bidding, straight into the room 
where Lotys still knelt, ^^eping. At* the noise of his entrance 
she s*i;arted up,^the tears wet on hpr face. 

“ Sergius ! ” she crieS. , 

He looV'ed at her, breathing heavily. 

“Yes, — Sergius!” hersaid, his voice sounding thick and 
husty, and unlike itself. “ I am Sergius 1 Or I was Sergius, 
before you made of me a namelesi devil I And you — you 
are Lotys 1 — you are weeping fpr the lover who has just parted 
from you 1 You are Lotys — the mistress of the King !<” 

She made hinnf^ no answer. " Drawing herself up to her 
full height, ^ihe flashed upon him a look of utter b'O'Orn, and 
maintained a contemptuous silence. 

“Mistress of the King!” he repeated, speaking in hard 
gasps; “You, — Lotys, — have come to this! You, — the 
spotless Angel of our Cause ! You I — why, — I sicken at the 
sight of you ! Oh, you fulfil; thoroughly the mission of your 
sex ! — which is to dupe and betray men I You were the 
traitor all along! You knew * the real identity of ‘Pasquin 
Leroy ' ! • He was your lover from the first, — and to him you 
handed the secrets of the Committee, and played’ Us into his 
hands ! It was well done — cleverly done ! — woman^s WoFk in 
all its best cunning ! — but treachery does not always pay ! ” 
Amazed and indignant, she boldly confronted him. 

“You must be mad, Sergius ! What do you mean? What 
sudden accusations are these ? You know they are false — why 
do you utte^ them ? ” ^ 

He sprang towards hcr,cand seized her roughly by the arm. 
“How do I know they are false?” he said.'" “Prove to me 
they are false ! Who savdd the kin^^s life ? ’ You ! And why ? 
Because you knew he was ‘ Pasquin Leroy ’ ! Ift)w.-was k he < 
gained such swift ascendency over all our Committee, and led 
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the work and sway^ the men, — and made of me- his tool 
and servant? Through you again ! And why? Because you 
knew he was the King ! Why have yot! scorned me — turfted 
from me-~;thrust me from your side — denied my love, — though 
I have loved and ca^ed for you from childhood ! Why, I say ? 
Because you love the King ! ” 

She stood perfectly still, — unmoved by his frantic manner — 
by the glare of his bloodshot eyes, and his irrej)rcssible agony 
of rage and jealousy. Quietfy she glancfed him up and down. 

“You are right!” she said tranquilly; “I do love the 
lining!” , 

A horrible oath broke from his lips, and for a momenf his 
face grtw crimson with th^ rising blood that threatened to choke 
ihe channels of his brain. ^An ^nxious pity softened her face. 

“Sergius!” she said gpntly, “You are not yourself — you 
rave — you do not know what^ou say 1 What has maddened 
you ? Ti^hat have I done ? You know my life is free — I have 
a right to do with it as I will, and even as ifty life is J*ree, so is 
my love 1 I cannot love where I am bidden — I must love 
where Love itself calls I ” 

He stooc^still, staring at her. He seemed to have lost the 
powei: of speech# , 

“ You have insulted me almost beyorfd pardon 1 ” she went 
on. “ Your accusations are all lies ! I love the King, — but I 
am not the King’s mistress I I would no more be hk mistress 
than I woufd be your wife ! ” 

Slo\fly, slowly, his hand got at something in his pocket and 
clutched^ if almost unconsciously. Slowly, slowly, he raised 
that hand, still •lutching that something, — and his lips parted 
in a breathless way, showing the wolfish glimmer of white 
teeth within. 

“You love the K#ig!” he said in deliberate accents. 

“ And you dare you dare to teli me so ? ” 

She raised h5r golden head with a beautiful defiance and 
courage. ’ • • • 

T love Hhc King 1 ” she said — “WVnd I dare to tell you so ! ” 

With a lightning quickness of movement the liand that had 
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been groping after an unseen evil now c^ne out into the light, 
with a sudden sharp crash, and flame of fire ! 

A faint shriek tore die air. 

“Ah — Sergius! — Sergius! Oh — God!” 

And Lotys staggered back-- — stunned, deafened — sick, 

dizzy ' 

“ Death, death ! ” she thought, wildly ; “ This is death ! ” 
And, with a last desperate rallying of her sinking force, as 
every memory of her Kfe swept over her brain in that supreme 
moment, she sprang at her murderer and wrenched the weapon 
from his fiand, clutching^t hard and fast in her own. * 

"Say say I did it myself!” she gasped, in short 

quick sobs of pain j “ Tell the King-c-I did it myself— ftiyself! 
Sergius — save your own life ! — I — ^^-forgive ! ” 

She reeled, and with a choking cr^ fell back heavily< -dead I 
Her hair came unbound with her fall, and shook itself round 
her in a gol<i wave, as though to hide the horror of tne oozing 
blood tha^ trickled from her lips and breast. 

With a horrid sense of unreality Thord stared upon the evil 
he had done. He gazed stupidly around him. He listened 
for someone to come and explain to him what had happened. 
But up in that remote attic, there was no one to hear either a 
jMstol-shot or a cry. • There was only one thing to be under- 
stood and learnt by heart, — that Lotys, once living, was now 
dead! Dead! How came she dead? That was what he 
could not determine. The *heat of his wild fury had passed, 
— leaving him cold and passive as a stone. « * 

“ Lotys ! ” 

‘ He whispered the name. Horrible ! How she looked,— 
with all that blood ! — ^all that golden hair ! 

‘Tell the King I did it myself!’ Yes— the King would 
have to be told— something ! Stooping, he tried to detach 
the pistol frbm the lifelesj hand, but the fingers, though still 
warm were tightened on the weapon, and he dared not 
unclasp them. He was «afraidl He stood up again, and 
looked arour>d him. His. glance fell on the knot, of regal 
flowers he had noticed in the morning,— the great rose^— ■ 
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the voluptuous orchids — ^tied with their golden ribbon. He ' 
took them hastily and flung them down beside her, — then 
watched a little trickling stream of •blood running, rulining 
towards one of the whitest and purest of the roses. It 
reached 'it, stained it, — and presently drowned it in a little 
pool. Hqrrified, lie covered his eyes, and staggered back- 
ward against the door. The evening was growing dark, — 
through the small high window he could see th<r stars 
beginning to shine as usuU. As us&al, — tSough Lotys was 
dead ! That* seemed strange ! Putting one hand behind 
Jiim, he cautiously opened the doo^ still keeping Iiis guarded 
gaze on that huddled heap of clothes, and blood, and glitfering 
hair which had been Lojys. 

“I must get home,” ^e muttered. “I have business to 

attend^to as Deputy for tlie city, there is much to do 

much to do for the People U The People^! My God ! And 
Lotys di^ad ! ” » 

A kind of hysteric laughter thicatened 'him. He pressed 
his mouth hard with his hand to choke back this strange, 
struggling passion. 

“ Lotys ! Lotys is dead ! There she lies ! Someone, I 
know not Vho^it was, killed h^r ! No, — no ! She has killed 
herself, — she said so ! There she lies, poor Lotys ! She 
will never speak to the People — never comfort them, — 
never teach them any more — never hold little motherless 
infants in 4ier arms and consold them, — never smile on the 
sorro'^fiil, or cheer the sick — never ! ‘ I love the King ! ’ she 

sai3, — and*she died for saying it 1 One should not love kings ! 
‘Tell the Kin^ I did it myself!^ Yes, Lotys! — lie still— 
be at peace — the King shall know soon enough I ” 

Still muttering uneasily to himself, he went out, always 
moving backwards — and with a last look at that fallen 
breathless tom of murdered womjin, shut the 5oor stealthily 
behind him. # 

Then, stumbling giddily •down* the stairs, he wandered, 
blind and l^lf crazed, into the darkening night 
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' SAlLI*f>G TO the'' INFINITE 


G reat calamities always come suddenly. With ther 
‘ swiftness of lightning they descend upon the world, 
often in the very midst of fancied peace and security, — and 
the farcical, grinning, sneering apes of humanity, for whom even 
the idea of a God has but furnished food for lewd jesting, are 
scattered into terror-stricken hordes, wno are forced to realise 
for the first jtime in their lives, that whether they bjilieve in 
Omnipotence or no, an evident Law of Justice exists,' which 
may not be outraged with impunity. Sometimes this Law 
works strangely, — one might almost say obliquely. It sweeps 
away persons whom we have judged as useful to the community, 
and allows those to remain whom we consider unnecessary. 
But ‘ we,^ — all important ‘ we,’ — are not allowed to long assert 
or maintain our petty opinions . against this unknown unde- 
termined J^orce which makes havoc of all our best and most 
carefully conceived arrangerfients. For example, «.ve are not 
given any practical reason why Christ, — the Divine Man. — was 
taken from the world in His youthful manhood,, instead of 
being permitted to live to a great age for the^ further' benefit, 
teaching, and sanctification of His disciples and followers. Pure, 
sinless, noble, and truly of God, He was tortured and crucified 
as though He were the worst of crifninals. And apart from the 
Church’s explanation of this great Mystery, we May take it as 
a lesson that misfortune is like everything else, two-sided ; — it 
falls equally upon the ungodly and the godly, ---with merely this 
difference — that when it fjjls on the ungodly it j,s, as we are 
reluctantly forced to admit, ‘ the act of God ’ — but when it fells 
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on the godly, it is ^nerally tbe proved and evident work of 
Man, • 

In thi-s last way, and for no fault at aB of her own, had cfuel 
death befallen Lotys, Such as her career had been, it was 
unmarked by so mucji as a shadow of selfishness or wickedness. 
From the first day of her life, sorrow had elected her for its 
own. She had never known father or mother ; — cast out as an 
infant in the street, and picked up by Sergius Thord, sh» had 
secured no othqr protector for her infancy and youth, than the 
brooding, introspective man, who was destined in the end to 
be^ her murderer. As a child, she^ had been passionately 
grateful to him ; she had learned all she could from the bdoks 
he gaVe her to study, andiwith a quick brain, and a keen sense 
•of observation, she had become a proficient in literature, so 
much 30 indeed, that mpre than one half the Revolutionary 
treatises ^and other propagarlda which he» had sent out to 
different^ quarters of the globe, were from her pep. Her one 
idea had been to please and to* serve him, — to ^show her 
gratitude for his care of her, and to prove herself useful to him 
in all his aims. As she grew up, however, she quickly dis- 
cerned thai his affection for her was deepening into the 
passion of a lover; whereupor^ she had at once withdrawn 
from his personal charge, and had made* up her mind to live 
alone and independently. She desired, so she told him, to 
subsist on her own earnings, — ^and he who could d« nothing 
successfully* without her, was onfy too glad to give her the 
righ^fiB share of such financial results as accrued from the 
various ^ofkings of the Revolutionary Committee, — results 
which were soiwetimes considerable, though never opulent!! 
And so she had worked on, finding her best happiness in 
succouring the poor, and nursing the sick. Her girlhood had 
passed without either joy or*love, — her womanhood had been 
bare of all Sie happiness that shpiild have graced it. The 
people had learhed to love her, it is true, — but this more or 
less distantly felt 'affectioil was far fit)m being the intimate and 
near love f(fr which she had so often longed. When at last 
this love had come to her, — ^when in ‘Pasquin Leroy’ she 
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thought she had found the true compaAion of hcff life and 
heart, — when he had constantly accompanied her by his 
owii choice, on her e? rands of mercy among the poor; and 
had aided the sick and the distressed by his own .sympathy 
and tenderness, she had almost allowed ^erself tp dream of 
possible happiness. This dream had been encouraged more 
than ever, after she had saved the King from assassination. 
‘Pasquin Leroy’ had then become her closest comrade, — 
always at hand," and ev^r ready to fulfil her slightest behest; — 
while from his ardent and eloquent glances, — the occasional 
lingering pressure of his b^nd, and the hastily murmured worcls 
of tenderness which she could not misunderstand, she knew that 
he loved her. But when he had disclosed his real identity to 
be that of the King himself, all her |air hopes had vanished ! — . 
and her spirit had shrunk and fallen pnder the blow. # Worse 
than all, — when she learned thatnhis great and exalted Person- 
age,, despite his throned dignity, did still continue to entertain 
a passion for hersdf, the knowledge was almost crushing in its 
effect upon her mind. Pure in soul and body, she would have 
chosen death any time rather than dishonour; and in the 
recent developments of events she had sometimes grown to 
consider death as good, and Qycn desirable. Now death had 
come to her through the very hand that had first aided her to 
live ! And so had she fulfilled the common lot of women, 
which is,c taken in the aggregate, to be wronged and slain 
(morally, when not physically) by the very men they have most 
unselfishly sought to serve ! ^ 

The heavy night passed away, and all through its slow hours 
the murdered creature lay weltering in her blood, and shrouded 
in her hair, — ^looked at by the pitiless stars and the cold moon, 
as they shed their beams in turn through the high attic window. 
Morning broke ; and the sun shoP'its first rays down upon the 
dead, — upon the fixed wh^te countenance, and bn the little 
hand grown icy cold, but clenched with irofi grip upon the 
pistol which had been so bravely snatched in that last moment 
of life with the unselfish thought of averting suspici6n from ^Jie 
true murderer* With the full break of day, the mistress of 
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the house going to awuse her lodgers, came up the stairs with a 
bright facCj cheerfully singing, for her usual morning, chat with 
Lotys was one of her principal pleasures. Knocking at* the 
door, and receiving no answer, she turned the handle and 
pushed it open, — then, with a piercing scream of horror, she 
rushed away, calling wildly for help, and sending frantic cries 
down the street. 

“ Lotys ! Lotys ! ‘ Lotys is dead 1 ” » 

The news flew. The h&uscs poured ouf their poverty- 
stricken occupants from garret to basement ; and presently the 
Street was blocked with a stupefied, grief-stricken Crowd. A 
doctor who had been hastily summoned, lifted the poor corpse 
of hepwhose life had becji all love and pity, and laid it upon the 
^simple truckle-bed, where tjie living Lotys had slept, contented 
with i^verty for many years; and after close and careful 
examination pronounced it ta#be a case of juicide. The word 
created jcJonsternation among all the people. ^ 

“ Suicide ! they murmured un^jasily ; ^ Why should she 
kill herself? We all loved her ! ” 

Ay I They all loved her ! — and only now when she was gone 
did they re^ilise how great that love had been, or how much 
her thought anc} tenderness for them all, had been interwoven 
with their lives ! They had never stopped to think of the 
weariness and emptiness of her own life, or of the longing 
she herself might have had for the love and care shg so freely 
gave to otHfers. By and by, as tfte terrible news was borne in 
upofi khem more convincingly, some began to weep and wail, 
others to kneel and pray, others to recall little kindnesses, 
thoughtful dee<ls, unselfish tendernesses, and patient endur- 
ances of the dead woman who, friendless herself, had been 
their truest friend. 

“ Who will tell Sergius Tl»ord ? ” asked a man in the crowd ; 
Who will Weak the news to him ? ” • 

There was an awe-stricken silence. No one volunteered 
such heart-rending service. • • 

“Whp vill tell the King?” suddenly exclaimed a harsh 
voice, that of Paul Zouche, who in his habit of hardly ever 
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going la bed, had seen the crowd gather, and had quickly 
joined it.- “ Lotys saved hisdife ! He should be told ! ” 

His face, always raoiarkable in its thin, eager, intellectual 
aspect, looked ghastly, and his eyes no longer feverish in their 
brilliancy, were humanised by the dew of teart. 

"The King I” 

The weeping people looked at one another. The King had 
now«become a part of their life and interest, — he was one with 
them, not apaVt from^ them as 6nce he had been ; therefore 
he must have known how Lotys had loved' them. Yes, — 
someone should surely tell the King 1 ^ 

‘^The Kipg must be informed of this,’* went on Zoucfie; 

“ If there is no one else to take the i)pws to him, — I will ! ” 

And before any answer could Ije given, or any suggestion 
made, he was gone ' f 

Meanwhile, no person volunt«ere(f to fetch Sergius Thord. 
Evpry man ^ho knew him, dreaded the task of telling ^lim that 
Lotys was dead, ’self-slairv. Some poor, but tender-hearted 
women sorrowfully prepared the corpse for burial, removing 
the bloodstained clothes with gentle hands, smoothing out 
and parting on either side the glorious waves o^ hair, while 
with the greatest care and difficulty they supceeded by slow 
degrees in removing the pistol so tightly clenched in the dead 
hand. While engaged in this -sad duty, they found a sealed 
paper mfirked ‘My Last Wish,' and this they put aside till 
Thord should come. Then* they robed her in white, and laid 
white flowers upon her breast; and so came in tunv^ by 
groups of tens and twenties to kneel beside her and kiss her 
^ands and say prayers, and weep for the los% of one who had 
never uttered a harsh word to any poor or sorrowful person, 
but whose mission had been peace and healing, love and 
resignation, and submission to 4ier own hard fate until the 
end! • 

Meantime Zouche, who had never been* near any Royal 
precincts before, walked boldly lb the Palace. All irresolution 
had left him his step was firm, his manner sdf-qpntaiped, , 
and only his eyes betrayed the deep and bitter sorrow of his 
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soul. He was allowed to pass the sentinel at the outer gates, 
but at the inner portico of • the Palace he was denied 
admitt^ince. He maintained his composure, however, •and 
handed in his written name. 

“If I cannot see the King, I must* see Sir Roger de 
Launay ! ” .he said. 

At this the men in authority glanced at one another, and 
began to unbend ;^if this shabby, untidy being knew Sir 
Roger de Launay, he was* perhaps someon^ of importance. 
After a brief ^consultation together, they asked him to wait 
■%hile a messenger was despatched^ to Sir Roger.* 

* Zouche, with a curious air of passive toleration sat qftietly 
on the chair they offere^ and waited several minutes glancing 
^ meanwhile at the display of splendour and luxury about him 
with ap indifference bordering* on contempt. 

“All this magnificence,” he mused; “^ll this wealth can- 
not pijfchase back a life, or bring comfort Jo a stricken 
heart ! Nor can it vie with a poet’s rhyme, which, often 
Unvalued, and always unpaid for, sometimes outlasts a 
thousand thrones ! ” 

Here, seeing the tall figure of Sir Roger de Launay coming 
between him q.nd the light, he^ rose and advanced a step or 
two. • 

“ Why, Zouche,” said Sir Roger kindly, greeting him with a 
smile ; “You are up betimes ! They tell me you ^ant to see 
the King. • Is it not a somewhat* early call ? His Majesty has 
only #just left his sleeping-apartment, and is busy writing 
urgent letters. Will you entrust me with your message ? ” 
Paul*Zouch^ looked at him fixedly. • 

“ My message is from Lotys ! ” he said deliberately ; “ And 
it must be delivered to the King in person ! ” 

Vaguely alarmed. Sir Reger recoiled a step. 

“ You britig ill new\s ? ” he w^hisgered. * 

“I do not know whether it wnll prove ill or well answered 
Zouche wearily ;• “ But fuel? news# as I have, must be told to 
his Majesty alone.” , 

Sir Roger paused a moment, hesitating ; then he said : 
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' « If that is so— if that must be so,— thentcome witt) me ! ” 

He led the way, and Zouche foliovu'd. Entering; the King’s 
private library where thi* King himself sat at his wiiting-desk, 
Sir Roger announced the unexpected visitor, adding in a low 
tone that he came ‘ from* Lotys ! ’ , 

The King started up, and threw down his pen. . 

' “ From Lotys ! ” he echoed, while through his mind there 

flew a»sudden sweet hope that after all the star was willing to 
fall ! — the flower was feady to be gathered ! — and that the 
woman who had sent him away from her the (fay before, had 
a heart too full of love tp remain obdurate to the pleadingf 

of hdr kingly lover U “ Paul Zouche, with a message from 

Lotys ? Let him come in I ” ‘ ^ 

Whereupon Zouche, bidden to eijter, did so, and stood in 
the Royal presence unabashed, tut quite silent. An ofiinous 
presentiment crept ccoldly througii the monarch’s warm veins, 
as h/i saw tlv3 dreary pain expressed on the features, of the 
man, who^had so •persistently scorned him and his offered 
bounty, — and with a slight, but imperative sign, he dismissed 
Sir Roger de Launay, who ^etired reluctantly, full of 
forebodings. " ^ 

“Now, Zouche,” he said gently; “What (Jo you seek of 
me ? What is your message ? ” 

Zouche looked full at him, 

“As King,” he answered, “I seek nothing from you! As 
comrade” — and his accents faltered — “ I would fairf break bad 
news to you gently — I would spare you as much as possfibl? — 
and give you time to face the blow, — for I knowyou lovfed 
Hferl Lotys ” 

The monarch’s heart almost stood still. What was this 
hesitating tone — these great tears in Zouche’s eyes ? 

“ Lotys 1 ” he repeated slowly, and in a faint whisper ; “ Yes, 

yes go on ! Go on, coiprade ! Lotys ? 

“ Lotys is dead I ” 

An awful stillness followed th& w6rds. Stiff and rigid the 
King sat, afj though strick(«i by sudden paralysis; giving no 
sign. Minute after minute slipped away, — and he uttered 
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not a \V'>rcl, nor diihe raise his eyes from the fixed study 
of th " carpet at his feet. • 

“I.otys is dead!” went on Zouchs^ speaking in a sHiow 
monotonous way. “This morning, the first thing — ‘they 
found her.’ She had killed herself. The. pistol was in her 
hand. And. they are laying her out with flowers, — ^like a 
bride, or a queen, — and you can go and see her at rest 
so, — for the last time, — if you will! Thisi is my mesj^gel 
It is a message from the d 5 ad!” • * 

Still the King spoke not a word; nor did he lift his eyes 
fi^rn his brooding observation of the ground. * 

'‘To be a great King,. as you are,” said Zouche ; “And 
yet to.be unable to keey alive a love when you have won 
it, is a hard thing! She must have kille,d herself for your 
.sake!”,; • 

No answer was vouchsafed »to him. Hg began to feel a 
strange jity for that solemn; uptight figure, fitting tl^ere 
inflexibly silent, — and he approached -it a little nearer. 

■“ Comrade ! ” he said softly ; “ 1 have hated you as a King ! 
Yes, I have always hated yoii ! — even wherv I found you had 
played the gart of ‘ Pasquin Lerof,^ and had worked for our 
Cause, and ha 4 helped to make what is now called my 
‘ fame’’ ! I hated you, — because through it all, and whatever 
you did for me, or for others, k seemed to me you had never 
known hunger and cold and want 1 — never known, what it 
was to .hav«? love snatched away •from you! I watched the 
grow:tfuof your passion for Lotys — I knew she loved you ! — 
and had you indeed been the poor writer and thinker you 
assumed* to be, ^ all might have been well for you both.** 
But when you declared yourself to be King, what could 
there be for such a woman but death ? She would never have 
chosen dishonour ! She ha^ taken the straight way out of 
trouble, but-*but she has left you alone ! And* I am sorry 
for you ! I know what it is — to left alone ! You have 
a palace here, adorned with ^11 thew luxuries that wealth can 
buy^ and^ yet you are alone in it ! , I too have a palace, — a 
palace of thought, furnished with ideals and dreams which 
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no wealth can buy; and I am ^lone in R too! I Jcilled the 
woman who loved me best; and you have done -the same, 
in yOur way! It is the usual trick of men,— to kill the 
women who love them best, and then to sorry forever 
afterguards i ” ■ - ^ 

He drew still nearer then very slowly, V(^ry hesitatingly, 

dropped on one knee, and ventured to kiss the monarch’s 
passive hand. 

“ My comrade ! M/ King ! I am sorry for you now I ” 

For answer, his own hand was suddenly caught in a fierce 
convulsive grip, and the JCing rose stiffiy erect. His feature's 
were'’ grey and drawn, his lips Were bloodless, his eyes 
glittering, as with fever. Stricken to the heart as he was, 
he yet forced himself to find yoicQ and utterance. 

“Speak again, Zouche! Speak , those horrible, )^orrible 
words again 1 MaJ^.e me feel them to be true 1 Lotys is 
dead ! ” r 

Zouche,^ with something Hke fear for the visible, yet strongly 
suppressed anguish of the man before him, sighed drearily as 
he repeated 

“ Lotys is dead 1 It is God’s way — to kill afi beautiful 
things, just as we have learned to love rthem ! She, — 
Lotys, — used to talk 'of Justice and Order, — poor soul 1 — ^she 
never found either ! Yet she believed in God ! ” 

The King’s stern face never relaxed in its frozen rigidity 
of woe. Only his lips moved mutteringly, 

“ Dead ! Lotys 1 My God ! — my God ! To rise t6 ^^uch 
a height of hope and good — and then — to M ^so low! 
Lotys gone from me ! — and with her goes a^ ! ” 

Then a sudden delirious hurry seemed to take possession 
of him. 

“ Go now, Zouche I ” he said^ impatiently — “ Go back to 
the place wTiere she liesf— and tell her I am* coming! I 
must — I will see her again I And I will see you again, 
Zouche ! — you too ! ” He forced S pale smile — “ Yes, poor 
poet I I v/ill see you and* speak with you of thit. — you shall 
write for her a dirge ! — a threnody of passion and regret that 
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shall maj{e the whWe world weep ! Poor Zouche ! — you have • 
had a hard life — well may you wonder why God made us 
men ! . And Lotys is dead ! ” • • 

He rang the bell on his desk violently. Sir Roger de 
Launay at once returned, — but started back at the sight of 
his Royal* master’s altered countenance. 

“Have the kindness, -Dc Launay ”-^said the King hurriedly, * 
not heeding his dismayed looks — “to place a carriage at 
the disposal of our friend Zouchc ! *110 has much business 
to do; — sad news to bear to all the quarters of the city — 

'Sic will tell you of it, — as he haj just told me! Lotys, — ^ 
you know her ! — Lotys,* who saved my life at the rftk of 
her own, — Lotys is degd!” 

Sir Roger recoiled witl; an ejaculation of horror and pity. 

“Ilf is sudden —andy-and strange!” continued the King, 
still speaking in the same •rapid mannor, and beginning to 
push jj^do the various letters and documents <^n his table — 
“It is a kind of darkness fallen without warnmg! — but — 
such tragedies always do happen thus — unpreparedly ! Lotys 
was a grand creature, — a noble and self-sacrificing woman — 
the poor , will miss her — yes — the poor will miss her 

greatly ! ” . . , 

He broke off, and with a speechless gesture of agonised 
entreaty, intimated that he must be left alone. De Launay 
hustled Zouche out of the apartment in a kind of impotent 
fury. *, • 

‘iWhy have you brought the King such news?” he 
demande(>— “ It will kill him ! ” 

“He has tilled returned Zouche, grimly — “If tie 

had never crossed her path, she would have been alive 
now! Why should not a King suffer like other men? He 
does the same foolish thiifgs, — he has his private loves and 
hatreds in the same foolish manner, — why should he escape 
punishment fof his follies? It is only in suffering that he 
grows human,— stripped b^ grief* and pain of his outward 
ppmp .and temporal power, lie even becomes lovable! 
God save us from Jhis bauble of ‘power’! It is what 
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'Sergius Thord has worked for all his is what this 

King claims over his subjects— -and yet — both monarch and 
reformer would give it afll for the life of one woman .back 
again! -Look you, the King has had a do:en or more 
mistresses, and Heaven knows how many bastards— but he 
has only loved once ! And it is well that he should learn 
ivhat real love means,— Sorrow always, -and Dealh often!” 

Thatfiafternoon the whole city knew of the tragic end of 
Lotys. Nothing else was thought of, nothing else talked of. 
Thousands gathered to look up at the house where her 
^ body lay, stiffening in the cold grasp of death, and a strong ^ 
body 6^ police were summoned to guard all the approaches' 
to the premises, in order to prevent ^ threatening ‘crush* 
and disaster among the increasing crowd, every member of 
which sought to look for the lak time on the face o{, her 
who had unselfishly ^served them o and loved them in their 
hours ,of bitterest need. The sight of Sergius Thord pg-ssing 
through their midst^ with bent head, and ashy, distraught 
countenance, had not pacified the clamorous grief of the 
people, nor had it elicited such an outburst of sympathy 
for him as one might have thought would be fortjj;) coining. 
An idea had gotten abroad ,^that since his, election as 
Deputy for the city,'' he had either neglected or set 
aside the woman who had assisted him to gain his position. 

It was a wijpng idea, of course, — but the trifling fact of his 
having taken up his abode in ‘a more ‘aristocratic' part of 
the metropolis, while Lotys had still remained in the * qujjrtf r 
of the poor,* was sufficient to give it ground in tke minds 
of the ignorant, who are always more or less suspicious of 
even their best friends. Had they made a more ominous 
guess, — had they imagined that Sergius Thord was the actual 
murderer of the woman they had i iolised, there would have 
been no remefnbrance whatever of the work he' had done 
to aid them in the various reforms now being made for 
their benefit ; — they would have tftrn him to pieces without 
a moment’s mercy. The rc^gh justice of the mob is a 
terrible thing! It knows nothing of legal phraseology or 
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courtesy— it mcrfly sees an evil deed done, and* straightway* 
proceeds to punish the evil-dber, regardless of consequences. 
Happily for the sake of peace jftid order, however, no 
thought of the truth, no suspicion of the real cause of the 
tragedy occurred to any one person * among the sorrow- 
stricken tnultitude. A faint, half-sobbing cheer went up for 
the King, as his^ private brougham was recognised, making 
its way slowly through ^the press of people, — and* it was 
with a kind^of silent awe, that they watched his tall figure 
alight ar|^ . pass into the house where laj the dead. 

* ^Sergius Thord had already entyed there,— the King and^ 
his new Deputy would meet 1 And with uneasy movements, 
rambling up and down, talking of Lotys, of her gentleness, 
patiejnee and never-we^irying sympathy for all the suffering 
and <the lonely, the c^owds collected, dispersed, and collected 
again,— every soul among them heavily vjeighted and depressed 
by the* grief and the mystery of death, which though oesurring 
every day, still seems the strangest of fates to ^every mortal 
born into the world. 

Meantime, the King with slow reluctant tread, ascended 
into the^ room of death. Sergius Thord stood there, — but 
his brooding face and bulky*form might have been but a mote 
of dust in a sunbeam for the little h^ed the stricken monarch 
took of him. His whole sight, his whole soul were concen- 
trated on the white recumbent statue with the autumn-gold 
hair; .which was couched in front of him, strewn with flowers. 
Thift was Lotys — or rather, that had been Lotys ! It was now 
a ver^ beautiful, still, smiling Thing, — its eyes were shut, but 
the eyelashe* lay delicately on the pallid cheeks like little 
fringes o(^ dark gold, tenderly slumberous. Those eyelashes 
matched the hair — the soft, silken hair — so fine — so lustrous, 
so warm and bright ! — the? hair was surely yet jiving ! With a 
shuddering sigh, the King bent#over the piteous sight, — and 
stooping lower and lower still, touched with trembling lips the 
small, crossed hands. * * * 

• As.hef did this, his arm waif caught roughly, and Thord 
thrust him aside. * 
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“ Do not touch her ! he muttered hoa#3cly — “ Let her rest 
in peace ! ” 

Slowly the King raided his face. It was ashen grey and 
stricken old. The dark, clear, grey eyes were sunken and 
dim, — the light of hope; ambition, love and endeavour, was 
quenched in them forever. ‘ 

“Was she unhappy, that she killed herself?^’ he asked, in a 
hushed voice. 

I 

Thord drew back, shuddering. Those sad, ^lustreless eyes 
of his Sovereign seemed to pierce his soul 1 He — the murderer 
of Lolys — could not face^ them ! A vague whirl of thought^ 
tormented his brain, — he had heard it said that a murdered 
person’s corpse w^ould bleed in the presence of the murdefer, — 
would the dead body of Lotys bleed now, he wondered dully, 
if he waited long enough? If so— the King would »know! 
Restarted guiltily, < as once more the sad, questioning voice 
broke on his (tors, ’ r 

“Was sl]e unhappy, think? you? You knew her better than 

I!” 

Huskily, and with dry lips, Thord forced an answer. 

“Nay, it is possible your Majesty knew her best !/’ 

Again the sunken melancholr eyes searched his face. 

“She was endowed with genius, — rich in every good gift 
of womanhood! I would have' given my life for hers — my 
kingdom to spare her a moment’s sorrow 1 ” went on the King ; 
“ But she would have nothing from me — nothing I ” ' , ' 

“ Nothing, — not even love 1 ” said Thord recklessly. ^ 
“That she had, whether she would or no!” — tfeplied the 
iSng, slowly, — “That she will have, till time itself shall end !” 

Thord was silent. A passion of mingled fury a.nd remorse 
consumed him, — his heart was beating rapidly, — there were 
great pulsations in his brain like heavy hammer-strokes, — he 
was afraid of himself, lest op a savage impulse he should leap 
like a beast of prey on this grave composed figdre, — this King, 
— who was his acknowledged ruler,— ^nd kill’ him, even as he 
had killed Lotys ! And then, — he thought of the^'People !■?— 
the People by whose great force and strong justice he had 
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sworn to abide ! — the People who had worshipped and 
applauded him, — tRe People who, if they ever kneVv the truth * 
of him and his crime, would’ snatch him up and tear his 
body to atoms, as surely as he stooS branded with Murder 
in God's -sight this day ! With a powerful effort he rallied his 
forces, and drawing from his breast the small folded paper which 
had been found on the body of Lotys, and which was inscribed 
with the words ‘ My La'st Wish,’ he held it out to the King. 

" Then your Majesty wiU perhaps grant Ijer the bufial she 
here demand* ? ” he said — “ It is a strange request ! — but not 
^difficult to f ratify ! ” , 

• Taking the paper, the monarcli touched it tenderly with ^ 
his lips before opening it. In all the blind stupefaction of his 
own grief, he was struck by the fact that there was something 
straiiled and unnatural £fbou^ Thord’s appearance, — something 
wild and forced even iJi his expression of sorrow. He studied 
his face closely, but to no purpose ; — the^ was no clue to the 
mystery packed within the harsh lines of those dark,® fierce 
• features, — he seemed no more *and no less than the same 
brooding, leonine creature that had mercilessly planned the 
deaths of men in his own Revolutionary Committee. There 
was no tduch of softness in his eyes, — no tears, even at the 
sight of Lotys smiling colSfy in her flower-strewn shroud. 
And now, unfolding her last message, the King beheld it thus 
expressed : 

• • 

• “To THOSE WHO SHALL FIND ME DEAD 

im • 

“ Iitpray you of your gentle love and charity, not to bury 
my body in the earth, but in the sea. For I most earndfetly 
desire nok mark, or remembrance of the place where my 
sorrows, with my mortal remains, shall be rendered back to 
nature ; ajd kinder than \he worms in the mould are the wild 
waves of the ocean which I hage ever loved! And there, — 
at least to my own thoughts, — if any spiritual part of me 
remains to watch my will perforfned, — shall I be best pleased •» 
land rtiosf grateful to be given n^y last rest, Lotys,” 
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This document had been written an^ signed some years 
back, arid had, therefore, nothing to do with any idea of 
immediate departurefcfpm the world, or premeditated suicide. 
And once again the King looked searchingly at Thord, as he 
returned him the paper. 

“ Her will shall be performed ! ” he said— “ And !n a manner 
befitting her memory,— befitting the love borne to her by a 
People — and — a King ! ” 

He paused, -f then i\ent on softly. 

“ To you Sergius, my friend and comrade !— to you will be 
entrusted fhe task of committing this sweet caskt't of a sw'eeto 
soul^ to the mercy of thL waves ! — you, the guardian of her 
childhood, the defender of her womanhood, the protector of 
her life 

“O God! No more — no more*!” cried Thord, si^fldenly 
falling on his knees by the couch of Ihe dead — “ No more — 
in mercy I I will db all — all ! But leave me with he?* now ! — 
leavk me alofie wit|;i her, this last little while ! ” 

And breaking into great sobs, he buried his head among 
the death-flowers in an utter abandonment of despair. 

Silently the King watched him for a little space. Then he 
turned his eyes towards the pale form of the woman he had 
loved, and who had taught hiifi "the noblest arid most selfless 
part of love, sleeping her last sleep, with a fixed sweet smile 
upon her face. 

“We stfall meet again, my .Lotys ! ” he whispered- -“On the 
other side of Death ! ” \ ^ 

And so, — with the quiet air of one who knows a^quick way 
out of difficulty, he departed. ‘ 

Some five days later, a strange and solemn spectacle was 
witnessed by thousands of spectators from all the shores and 
quays of the sea-girt city. A ship ^set sail for the Land of the 
Infinite ! — a sjlent passenger went forth on a voyage to the 
borders of the Unknown! '' Coffined in state,-r-with a purple 
velvet pall trailing its rich folds ovqt- tlvi casket which enshrined 
her perished iiiortality, — anS with flowers of every imaginable 
rareness, or wildness, scattere3 about it, — the body of Lotys wa^, 
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with no religious or rformal ceremony, placed on the deck of a 
sailing-brig, and sent out to the •waves for burial. So Sergius 
Thord had willed it ; so Sergius Thord had planned it. H# had 
purchased the vessel for this one purpose, and with his own hands 
he had strewn the deck with blossoms, till it looked like a float- 
ing garden of fairyland. Garlands of roses trailed from the mast, 
— wreaths from every former member of the now extinct ‘Revolu- 
tionary Committee ’ were heaped in profusion about the coffin 
which lay in the centre of the fleck, — the sails were white as snow, 
and one of them* bore the name ‘ Lotys ’ upon it, in letters of gold. 

was arranged that the brig should be towed from the harbour, 
anfl out to sea for about a couple of miles, — and when tUerc, 
should be cut free and s^t loose to the wind and tide to meet 
its fate of certain wreckage in the tossing billows beyond. In 
strangejcontrast to this floating* funeral were the brilliant flags 
and gay streamers which were ♦already being put up along the 
streets arfd quays, as the first signs of the city^s wejeome to,the 
Crown Prince and his bride, who wewe expected to arrive home 
somewhere within the next ten days. Eager crowds watched 
the unique ceremony, unknown save in old Viking days, of 
sending forth a dead voyager to sail the pitiless seas; and 
countless numbers of small bqats attended the funeral-vessel 
in a long flotilla, — escorting it out to thatwerge where the ocean 
opened widely to the wider horizon, and spread its highroad 
of silver waves inyitingly out to the approaching silent ad- 
ventureiT. •Comments ran freclf from lip to lip, — Sergius 
Thord#l?ad been seen, pale as death, laying flowers on the 
deck to the last, — the King, — yes ! — the King himself had sent 
a wreath* as a token of remembrance, to the obsequies of 
the woman who had saved his life, — the purple velvet pall, 
with its glittering fringes of gold, had been the gift of the city 
of which Thord was the lately-elected Deputy, — Louis Valdor 
had sent thaP garland of violets, —the great wreath of roses 
which lay at tho head of the coffin, was the offering of the 
famous little dancer, Peqtiitay who, dt was said, now lay sick 
of a fever brgjught on by grief and /retting for the loss of her 
be.s! friend, — and rich and poor alike had vied with one 
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another, in assisting the weird beai^ty of this exceptional and 
strange burial, in which no ^sexton employed .but the wild 
wind, which would in* due time sco^p a hollow in the sea, and 
whirl down into fathomless deeps all that remained of a loving 
W'oman, with the offerings of a People’s love around’ her ! 

From the Palace windows the Queen watclijed the weird 
pageant, with straining eyes, and a sense of relief at her heart. 
This unknown rival of hers,— this Lotys— was dead ! Her 
body would soon be 'drifting oilt on the wild waste of waters, 
to be caught by the first storm and sunk *'in the depths of 
eternal silence. She was glad ! — almost she cfliild have s?*ng 
fof joy ! 1 he colour mantled on her fair cheeks, — she locked 
younger and more beautiful than ever. She had lcai:ned her 
long-neglected lesson, — the lesson of, ‘ how to love.’ And to 
herself she humoly confessecl the truth — that she^oved uq, 
other than her husband ! The Kmg had now' become the 
centre of h^r heart, as he had become the centre of lus People’s 
trust. And she .matched the vessel bearing the corpse of Lotys, 
gliding, gliding over the waves — .she tracked the circling con- . 
course of boats that went with it — and waited, with quickened 
breath and eager eyes, till she saw a sudden pause in the 
procession — when, riding lightly on a shining wave, the funeral- 
ship seemed to stop for an instant — and then, with a Bird-like 
dip forw^ard, scurried out with full, bulging sails to the open 
sea ! The crowding spectators began to break up and disperse 
— the flotilla of attendanr boats turned back to shore — the 
dead woman who had held such magnetic influence qver the 
King, was gone ! — gone forever into the watery caverns of 
endless death! 

It was with a light heart that the Queen at last rose from 
her watch at the window, and prepared to artray herself for 
the return of her Sovereign lord. Her eyes sparkled, her lips 
smiled ; she looked the very incarnation of Icve and tender- 
ness. The snow -peak had melted at last, and underneath 
the ice, love’s late violets had begun to bloom 1 She glanced 
once more out at the sea where the vanishing death-ship now 
seemed but a speck on the far horizon, and saw a bank of 
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solemn purple clouds darkening .the golden sunset line, -^clouds 
that rost up'thickly and swiftly, likb magic mountains conjured 
into sudden existence; by some witch in a*fa\ry ta\e. A gvtsf of 
wind sh jok the lattice — and moaned faintly through the chinks 
of the door. , 

“ There will be a storm to-night ! ” she said musingly, her 
eyes following the dispersing crowds, as* they poured along the 
terrace from the shore, or climbed up from the quays to»the 
higher streets of J;hc town : — ‘^There willl^e a storm ! — and the 
woman who w^s* called Lotys, will know nothing of it ! The 
vefsel she sails in will be crushed lik^ a shell in the teeth of 
the blast, and her body will sink like a stone in the angry s6a ! 
So will’she sleep — so doesfcher brief power over the King come 
\o an end ! ” , ^ 

* * Turnilig, she smiled at hpr lady-in-waiting, Teresa de Launay, 

who had also watched the sea-ftmeral of Lot^s with wondering 
and often tcar-filled eyes. • , 

“ How' the people must have loved her I ” tbe girl murmured 
softly; “No poor person or child came to these strange 
obhcquies without flowers ! — many wept — and some sw^ear there 
is no happiness at all for them now, without Lotys J She must 
have been a sweet, unselfish woipan !” 

The Queen w’as silent. • 

“ Since she saved the life of our lord the King, I have often 
thought of her ! ” went on Teresa — “ I have even hoped to 
see her% Nearest Madam, would you not have been glad to 
thank' iTer once before she died ? ” 

The Q'^eAi’s face hardened. 

“ She only did her duty ! ” was the cold answ^er-— “ Every^ 
subject in the realm would be proud to have the chance of 
being the King’s defender ! ” 

At that moment the door dpened, and Sir Roger de Launay 
entered, — then drew back in some f^rprise and hesitation. 

“ I crave your ’pardon, Madam ! ” he said, bowing low^ — “ I 
thought the King was her5 ! ” * • 

* ‘i'liuly th^ King should be here by now,” — replied the Queen 
gently — “But he is doubtless detained among the people, 
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who wait upon his footsteps,, as thougfi he were •a demi-god ! 

She smiled happily. “He went out to see yonder strange • 
ftineral-pageant — aftd left no word of the hour of his return.” 

Sir Roger looked perplexed. The Queen npticed his ex- 
pression of anxiety. • , ^ . 

“Stay but a moment, Sir Roger,” she added — “Now I 
remember, he bade me at sunset, gb to ,niy own room and fetch 
a«packet I would find from him there, — he may be waiting for 
me now ! ” * , 

She ^retired, the radiant smile still upon* Ijer face, and Sir 
Roger looked at his sifter with concern for her tearful eyes. 

• “ Weeping, Teresa ? ” he said— What is the trouble ? ” 

“ Nothing ! ” she answered quio^dy — “ Only a presentiment 
of evil ! That funeral-ship Ijas n^ade me sad ! ” « • 

Sir Roger said nothing for th^ moment. He mis too pre- 
occupied with his own forebodings to give much heed to hers. 
Pe walked to the window. ’ • 

“There wilH’be a stform to-night!” he said, “Look at 
those great clouds ! They are big with thunder and with’ 
rain ! ” 

“Yes!” murmured Teresa — “There will b» a storm 

Madam ! ” , • ^ 

She turned with a cry to feel the Queen^s grip on her 
shoulder — to see the Queen, while as marble, with blazing 
eyes, ppssessed by a very frenzy of grief and terror, A tragic 
picture of despairing Majesty, she confronted the startled De 
Launay with an open paper in her hand. ’ ^ 

“Where is the King?” she demanded, in* accents that 
• quivered with fear and passion. “From you. Sir Roger de 
Launay, must come the answer ! 'fo you, his friend and 
servant, I trusted his safety ! And of you I ask again — Where 
is the King?” • ^ 

StupefieS and stunned, Sir Roger stared helplessly at 
this enraged splendour of womanhood, this embodied wrath 
of royalty. • * 

“ Madam ! ” he stammered, — “ I know nothihg— -save» that? 
the King has been sorely stricken by a great sorrow ” 
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t She looked^ at him wilh flashing eyes. 

“ Sorrow for what ? — for whom ? ” » 

De Launay gazed at her amazedly ; — vdiy did she ask of 
what she knew so well ? 

“ Madam, t5 answer that is not within my province ! ” 

She was silent, brealliing quickly. Great tears gathered on 
her lashes, but did not fall. . 

“ When saw you his Majesty last ? ” , 

“ But three hours since, Maddm ! He bade me leave him 
alone, saying he ^ould walk a while in the further grounds 
. away^from the sight of the sea. He had no mind, he said, to 
look upon the passing away of Lotys ! ” > 

A strange grey pallor cr^pt over the Queen^s face. She 
stood proudly erect, yet tottered as though about to fall. 
Teresa de /J^aunay ran to her in terror. 

“ Dearest Madam ! ** crieS th<^ trembling j^irl — “ Be com- 
forted ! Be 'patient ! The King will come ! ” , ^ 

“ He will never come ! ” said the Queen im a low choked 

voice ; “ Never again never, never again ! I Teel — I 

know — that I have lost him forever! He has gone — but 
where?— O God 1 — where ! ” 

“Madam I” said, Sir Roger, shaken to the soul by the sight 

of her suppressed agony — “ That paper in your hand ” 

“This paper,'^ she said, with a convulsive effort at calmness, 
“makes me Regent , till the return of my son, the Crown 
Prince — ancl—^lit the same time — bidS me farewell ! Farewell 1 
— and why farewell ? Oh, faithless servant 1 ” and she advanced 
a step, fixing hor burning eyes on the stricken De Launay — “ I 
thought youToved gie 1 ” 

His face flushed — his lips quivered. 

“ As God lives, Madam, I yield to no one in my love and 
service of you ! '' i 

“Then find thfe King ! ” and she stretched out hei^arm with 
a gesture of authority — “ Bring back to me my husband I — 
the one man of the world !—»th^ one man I have learned to 
■ Iqve ! Follow Jhe King I — whether op land or sea, whether 
alive or dead, — in heaven or hell, follow him ! Your place is 
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not with me— but by your master’s siofc! If you know not 
whither, he has fled, make* it your business to -learn !— and 
never let me sec your face again till his face shiaes beside 
yours, like sunshine against darkness ! — till his eyes, his smile 
make gladness where your presence without him is a mocking 
misery 1 Out of my sight \ And nevermore jctlirn again, 
save in your duty and attendance on the King ! ” 

“Madam, — Madam!” exclaimed Teresa — “Would you 
condemn my ^brother to a lastihg banishment? What if the 
King were dead ? ” * 

“Dea*d!” The word left the Queen’s lips^in a sharp «ob 
oPpain — “ The King cannot die 1— *he is too strong — too bold 
and brave ! He has met death eje now and conquered it*! 
Dead? No — that is not possible — that could not be 1 ” 

She turned again upon Sir Roger, standing mutefxnd pale^. 
a very statue of c^espair. • 

I give ^You a high mission ! ” she said — “ Fulfil il,! ” 

He started fre^m his unhappy reverie. 

“ Be sure that I will do so ! ” he said — “ I will — as your 
Majesty bids me — follow the King ! And — till the King 
returns with me — I also say farewell ! ” ^ 

Catching his sister in lji§ arms, he kjssed her with a 
murmured blessing«-and profoundly saluting the woman for 
whose love’s sake his very life was now demanded, he left the 
room. , 

“ Roger, Roger ! ” cried Teresa in an anguish,* as the sound 
of his footsteps died away — “ Come back ! Come back! ” 

And falling on her knees by the Queen’s side, ehe burst into 
• wild weeping. , * 

“If the King has gone forever, my brother is gone too,” 
she sobbed — “Oh, dearest Majesty, have you no heart?” 

“ None ! ” said the Queen with a strained smile, while the 
slow, hot t&ars began to^fall from her aching •eyes — “None! 
What heart I had is gone ! It follows the King ! ” 
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AJtlUCATION ' 

O 

yC GREAT korm was gathering. Jhc heavy purple clouds 
which had arisen in the west at sunset, when all that 
was mortal of Lotys had .been sent forth to a lonely burial 
in the sea, had gradually spread over the whole sky, 
darkenir^ in hue as they moved, and rolling together in 
huge opaque masses, which presently began to close in and 
become denser as the night advanced. By and by a wild 
wind awoke, as it were, from the very cavitfes of ocean, and 
the waves began to hiss warnings all along the coast, and 
to rise higher and higher over each other’s shoulders as the 
gale steadily increased. Rene Ronsard, sitting in his cottage, 
feeble^ and som-^w^hat ailing, beard the beginnings of the 
tempest with long-accustomed ears. He was depressed in 
spirit, yet not altogether solitary, for he had with him a 
kindly conipanion in Professor von Glauben. The Professor 
had been one of the many who had attended the strange 
funeral-pageant of the afternoon, not only out of interest in, 
and regret for, the fate of the woman whose unique character 
he had admired,, and whose difficult position he had pitied f 
but also because he had suffered from an unpleasant pre- 
sentiment to which he could give no name. If he could 
have described his forebodi.ags at all, he would have said 
they were more or less connected jvith the King, — but how 
or why, he would not have been able to explain, save that 
since the death bf Lot)-^, fiis Sovereign master had no 
b longer looked the same man. Siricken as with a blight, 
and grown suddenly old, his manner and appearance were 
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as of one devoured by a secret cfespair, — a. corroding 
disease, --of which the e\id could only be • disastrous, 
Ovetcome by the pain and distress of being the constant 
witness of a sorrow which he felt to the heart, .yet could 
not relieve, the Professor, on returning^ from the scene of 
Lotys’s impressive funeral, had put ashore on The Islands, 
instead of going back- to the mainland. He had sought 
permission from the King to remain with Ronsard for the 
night, — and the permfesion had V)cen readily, almost eagerly 
granted. The King, indeed, had seemed glad to be relieved 
of the too anxious solicitude of his physician, who, he knd^, 
was'well aware of the concealed agony of mind which tortured 
and well-nigh maddened him, — and the Professor, keenly* 
observant, was equally conscious Jhat, under the immediate, 
circumstances, his attendance might seem more oft' an in- ' 
trusion than a dutj/. ♦ * 

“,De Laupay was not far wrong when he prophesied danger 
for the King as ‘the reswlt of his beginning to think for 
himself ; ” he mused — Yet it has come — this danger — in a 
different way from that in which we expected it ! It is a 
bold move for the ruler of a country to ma^e personal 
examination into the needs qf.his people, — l^ut it is seldom 
that, while engaged ifc such a task, the ruler himself becomes 
ruled, by a stronger force than even his own temporal power ! ” 
And now, sitting with old R^ne Ronsard, by a fire which 
had been kindled on this * somewhat chilly night ^ for his 
better comfort,* he was, despite the impression of sfaSness 
and disaster which hung upon his mind as daUklj^ as the 
(Souds were hanging in heaven, doing his, best to rouse 
both himself and his companion to greater cheerfulness. 
The wind, shaking the lattice, and now and then screaming 
dismally under the door, did not inspire him to gaiety, 
but his thoughts were jpincipally for Ronsard, who was 
inclined to yield to an overpowering despondency. 

“This will never do, •Ronsafdl* he said after a pause, 
during which he had noticed a tear or two ttca.1 sloyly 
down the old man's furrowed cheek; “What sort of a 



ABDICATION 


561 


welcome will such ^ a face as yours be to oui^ Crown 
Princess gloria? She will *sopn be here; think of it! 
And what a triumphant entry she wiy make, acclaimed by 
the whole nation ! ” 

“ I shall' not be wanted in her life !/* sajd Ronsard, slowly. 
“ After all, I am nbthiiag to her, and have no claim upon 
her. I found her, as ^ poor man may by chance find a 
rare jewel, —that the jewel is afterwards found worthy to be 
set in a king’s crown, is not the l^psinesy of that same 
poor man. He*who merely hews a diamond out of the mine, 
is jiot the mailer of the diamond ! ” • 

^ Gloria loves you ! ” §aid the Ptofessor ; “ And she twill 
.love you always!” 

Ronsard smiled faintly* 

• « My|friend, I understand, SLifd I accept the law of change ! ’ 
he said. “To me, as td all,^it must come! The old must 
die, and ’the young succeed them. As for me, I shall be 
glad to* go — the sooner the’ better, I tru]y think, for then 
none will taunt my Gloria with the simple manner of her 
bringing up ; — none will remember aught, save her exceeding 
beauty, or blame her that the sun and sea were her only 
known parents. And if we credit legend, hers is not the 
first birth of loveliness from th^ boson^ of the waves ! ” 
jy[ere the wind, tearing round the rafters, rattled and 
roared for a space like a demon threatening the whole 
construedom of the house, and# then went galloping away 
with ^^ftirick among the pines down to the shore. 

“A wild, night!” said the Professor, with a slight shiver. 
“ Alas ! poor Lotys 1 — popr ‘ Soul of an Ideal ’ as Sergius 
Thord called Ker, — her frail mortal tenement will soon be 
drawn dowrf to the depths in such a storm as this I ” 

“ I never saw her ! ” said R^onsard musingly ; “ Thord I have 
seen often. Lotys was to me a name merely, — but I knew it 
was a name to cgnjure with — a naifte beloved of the People. 
Gloria longed to ,see her,- 5 -shi had heard of her often.” 

“ She was^a psychological phenomenon,” said the Professor 
sloWy ; And I admit that her composition baffled me. No 

36 
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one ha^e I ever seen at all like her. Sli^p was beautiful without , 
any of the accepted essentials' of beauty — and it. is precisely 
sucJi a woman as Jjiat who possesses the most dangerous 

fascination over men not over boys— but over men. She 

had a loving, passionate, feminine heart, with a' masculine 
brain, — the two together are bound tb constitute what is 
called Genius. The only thing I cannot understand is the 
unexpected weakness she displayed in committing suicide. 
That I should' never .^have thought of her. On the contrary, 

I should have imagined, knowing as much of^her as I did, that 
the greater the sorrow, the greater the fight would l\g.ve 
m9,de against it.” 

A silence fell between them, filled by the thundering noise 
of the wind. 

“ Where is Thord ? ” asked Ronsarcl presently. j 

“ I do not know. The last I saw of him was on board the 
vessel that bore her coffin; — he was laying flowers on the 
d^ck. He was pot, 1 think, in any of the smaller boats that 
accompaxiied it; he must have returned with the crowd* on 
shore. He has his duties as Deputy for the city now, we 
must remember ! ” 

Ronsard^s eyes flashed with a glimmer of satire in the fire- 
light. 

“If it had not been for Lotys, he would not be a Deputy, 
or anything else, — save perchance a Communist or an 
Anarchist I ” he said ; “ He used to be one of the., fiercest 
malcontents in ail the country when I first came here..^,^Many 
and many is the time I have heard him threaten to kill the 
oKing!” 

“Ah I” said the Professor meaningly, the while ho bent his 
eyes on the flickering fire. 

Again a silence fell. The wind roared and screamed 
around thcvbuilding, and in the pauses of the gale, the minutes 
seemed weighted with a strange dread. Every tick of the clock 
sounded heavy and long,^even to the equable-minded Professor. 
The storm outside w'as growing louder and evep louder, and 
his thoughts, despite himself, turned to the ocean-wilderntisses 
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over which Prince Hjjimphry’s home-returning vessel 'must be 
now on its. way — while that othej: solitary banjue, unhelmed 
and unmanned, whose sail bore the pame of ‘Lotys'^was 
also voyaging, but in a darker direction, down to death and 
oblivion, carrying with it, as he feared, all die love and heart 
of a King!, Suddehly a loud knocking at the door startled 
them; and as Konsard . rose from his chair, amazed at the 
noise, and Von Glauben did the same'* with more alacrity, a 
man with wind-blown hair and excited gesture burst into the 
little room. • 

Ronsard ! he cried ; “ The King — the King 1 ” • 

He paused, gasping for breath. Ronsard looked at jiim 
•wondefingly. His clothes w^ere saturated with sea- water, — 
his face was pale — and h?s eyes expressed some fear that his 
.*tongue ipeemed incapable ‘of attering. He was one of the 
coral-fishers of the coast, ft.nd Ronsard knew him well. 

“ What? ails you, man ? ” he asked ; “ Wlfat say you of the 
King?’*'' . . • 

•Holding the door of the cottage open with som# difficulty, 
the coral-fisher pointed to the sky overhead. It w^as flecked 
with great masses of white cloud, through wiiich the moon 
appeared to^roll rapidly like a ball of yellow fire. The wind 
howled furiously, and the pines* fn the r^ar distance could be 
seen bending to and fro like reeds in its breath, while the roar 
of the sea beyond the rocks was fierce and deafening. 

“It ji* ali storm!” cried the i»an, excitedly; “Tlie billows 
are rijjjfing mountains high 1 — there is no chance for him ! ” 
“No chajice for whom?” demanded Von Glauben, im- 
patiently ^ “ What would you tell us ? Speak plainly ! ” , 

“ It was the *King ! ” said the coral-fisher again, trying to 
express himself more collectedly — “I saw his face lit up by 
the after-glow of the sky — ^white — white as the foam on 
the wave 1 Iiisten 1 When the body of the w^omftn Lotys was 
borne away on .that vessel, a maft came to me out of the 
thickest of the cuowd (I ^as ^n one of the furthest quays) — 
and offered pie a purse of gold to Jake him out to sea — and 
to^teer*him in such a way that we should meet the funeral- 
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barque^just as she was cut adrift and se^t forth to be wrecked • 
in the ocean. I did not know him then. He kept his face 
hidden, — he spoke low, and he was evidently in trouble. I 
thought he was a lover of the dead woman, and sought 
perhaps to comfort himself by looking at her c’o^n for the 
last time. So I consented to do what be asked. I had my 
sailing skiff, and we went at once. .The wind was strong; we 

sailed swiftly — and at the appointed pla.ee ” He paused 

to take breattfT' Ronsard seized him by the arm. 

“ Quick 1 Go on — what next ? ” • 

“At the appointed place when the vessel stopped, — wfcen 
har ropes were cut and she afterwards sprang out to sek, I, 
by his orders, ran my skiff close beside her as she came, — and 
before I knew how it happened, my passenger sprang aboard 
her — Ay ! — with a spring as •light* and sure as the (light of a. 
bird ! ‘ Farewell ! ^ he said, a^;id filing me the promised gold ; 

* May all be prosperous with you and yours ! ' A^id then the 
wind swooped down and, bore the ship a mile or more ere I 
could follow it ; but the strong light in the west fell full upon . 
the man^s face — and I saw — I knew it was the King ! ” 

“Gott in Himmel ! May you forever be confounded and 
mistaken ! ” exclaimed Von Glauben, — “ I left the King in his 
own grounds but ap hour before I myself started to witness 
this accursed sea-funeral ! ” 

“ I say it was the King ! repeated the man emphatically. 

“ I would swear it was the«King ! And the vessel going out 
to meet the storm to-night, holds the living, as i^]i%as the 
dead ! ” , 

With a sudden movement, as active as it was decided, old 
Ronsard went to a corner in the room and drew out a thick 
coil of rope with an iron hook at the end, and slinging it round 
his waist with the alert quickness of youth, made for the open 
door. • * 

“ Where is your skiff? '•'he demanded. r 
“Ashore down yonder;" answered the ..coral-fisher ; “But 
you — what are you going ^to do? You cannot s^il her in such^ 
a night as this i ” - * 
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“ I will adventure ! * said Ronsard. If, as you sayj it was 
the King, I ^ill save him if he can be saved ! Once a King’s 
life was nothing to me ; now it is something ! The tide veers 
round these. Islands, and the vessel on which they have placed 
the body of Lotys, cap scarcely drift away from the circle till 
morning, unldss the waves are too strong for it ” 

“They are too strong P’ cried the coral-fisher; “Ronsard, 
believe me ! There is no rain to soften or ab^te liie wind* — 
and the sea gro>ys greater with every breath of the rising 
gale!” 

care nothing 1 ” replied Ronsard ^ “Let be! If you are 
afraid, I will go alone ! ” 

* At these words, the Professor suddenly awoke to the 

situation. « , 

*■ “ Whailwould you attenijjt, Ronsard t he exclaimed ; “ You 
can do nothing ! You arc wdkk and ailing ! — there is no 
force in ^ou to combat the elements on such a night as 
this ” 

“ There is force 1 ” said Ronsard ; “ The force of my thirst 
for atonement 1 Let me be, for God’s sake ! Let me do some- 
thing useful in my life 1 — let me try to save the King ! If I 
die, so much the Itetter.’/ • • 

“Then I will go with you ! ” said Von C/lauben, desperately. 

Ronsard shook his head. 

“You? No, my friend! You will not! You will»remain 
to welcorijp (Gloria — to tell her that I loved her to the last 1 — 
that I did my best 1 ” 

He seemed to have grown young in an instant, — his eyes 
flashed w ith alertness and vigour, and instead of an old decay- * 
ing man, fulUof cares and despondencies, he seemed like a 
bold adventurer, before whom a new land of promise opens. 
Von Glauben looked at him,%nd in a moment made up his 
mind. He turned to the coral-fisher.^ 

“ What think you truly of the night, my friend ? Is it for 
life or death we go? ” * * • 

• “ yeatl).! Certain death ! ” answei^d the man ; “ It is mad- 
ness to set sail in such a storm as this ! ” 
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“Yoii are married, no doubt? Antf little ones eat your 
earnings? Ach so ! Then you shall not be asked to go with 
us. * Ronsard, I am ready ! I can pull an oar and manage a 
sail, and I am not afraid of death by drowning 1 For Gloria^s 
sake, let me go with ydu ! ” ^ 

“ For Gloria’s sake, stay here ! ” cried Ronsard ;* and with an 
abrupt movement he escaped Von Glaubcii’s hold, and ran with 
all the speed of a boy out of the cpttagc into the garden beyond. 

Von Glauben rushed after him, but found himself in the 
thicket pines, trapped and hemmed in by the darkness 
of their stems and bn?nchcs. The w^ind was so fierce and 
strong, that he could scarcely keep his feet, — every now and 
again the moon flew out of a great* cloud-pinnacle and glared 
on the scene, but not with sufliciert clearness to sho\^^ him hie 
way. Yet he knew the place well-r-often had he ana Gloria' 
trodden that path down to the' sea, and yet to-night it seemed 
all unfamilLr. How the sea roared ! Like a thous 2 .nd lions 
claniourii^g for prey 1 Against the rocks the rising billows 
hissed and screamed, rattling backward among stones and 
shells with the grinding noise of artillery wagons being hastily 
dragged off a lost field of battle. * 

“ Ronsard ! ” he called as loudly as he 'could, and again 
“ Ronsard ! ” but his voice, big and stentorian though it was, 
made but the feeblest wail in the loud shriek of the wind. 
Yet he stumbled on and on, and by slow and difficult degrees 
found his way down to the foot of the high rocks whicib formed 
a pinnacled wall between him and the sea, — the rocks lie had 
so often climbed with Gloria, and of which she had sung in such 
"matchless tones of triumph and tenderness. ‘ 

Here, by the sea, 

My King crpwn’d me ! 

Wild ocean sang for my Coronation, * 

With the jubilaiA. voice of a mighty nation ! 

The memory of this scfng came Back to his ears in a ringing 
echo, amid the howling ,bf the boisterous wind, which ^now 
blew harder and harder, scattering masses of blown froth from 
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the waves in his fact, with flying sand and light shells, and 
tom-up weed. Scarcely able to stand against it, he paused to 
get his breath, realising that it would be worse than useless 
to climb tbe rocks in the teeth of such a gale, or try to reach 
the old accustomed^ winding way down to the shore. He 
endeavoured to collect his scattered wits; — if the ceaseless 
onslaught of the storm would only have allovrcd him to think 
coherently, he fancied he might have found another and e;isier 
path to lead him in the direction whithef Ronsard, in his mad, 
but heroic impulse, had gone. But the gale was so terrific, 
anH the booming of the great waves on the other silie of the 
rocty barrier so awful, that it scemeef as if the w^ater musP be 
•rollingdn like a solid way, bent on breaking down the coast, 
^nd grinding it to powder^ His heart ached heavily ; — tears 
• rose to lis eyes. 

' What a grain of dust I am in this wojld of storm ! ” he 
ejaculated; “Here I stand, — a strong man, uttprly uselgss! 
Powerless to save the life I vfould die to strve ! But maybe 
the story is not true ! — the man can easily have beeiTmistaken ! 
Surely the King would not give up all for the sake of one 
woman’s lo^ 1 ” 

But though h« said this to hjiyself, he knew that such things 
have been ; indeed, that they are commen enough throughout 
all history. He had not studied humanity to so little purpose 
as not to be awarcbthat there are certain phases of tl^p passion 
of love-whitli make havoc of a man’s wisest and best intentions ; 
and dmt even as Marc Antony lost all for Cleopatra’s smile, 
and Harry Ihe Eighth upset a Church for a woman’s whim, so 
in modern day^ the same old story repeats itself ; and no 
matter how; great and famous the position of a king or an 
emperor, he may yet court and obtain his own ruin and 
disaster, ay, lose his very 'Bhrone for love ; — deeming it well 
lost I * ^ * 

Restless, misdtable and troubled by the confusion of his 
thoughts, which 'Seemed ^o ftin wild with the wild wind and 
thg thupdeiing sea, the unhappy Professor retraced his steps 
to the cottage, hoping against hope that Ronsard, physically 
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unable tb cope with the storm, would ha?e returned, baffled in 
his reckless attempt to put forth a IxMt to sea. But the little 
home was silent and deserted. 'J’lnTe was the old man's 
empty chair;— the clock against the wall ticked the minutes 
away with a comfortable persistence which was aggravating to 
the nerves ; the fire was still bright. Before entering, Von 
Glauben looked up anji down everywhere outside, but there 
was po sign of any living creature. 

Nothing remained fer him to do but to res^n himself pas- 
sively to whatsoever calamity the Omnipotent Forces above him 
chose to ififlict, — and utterly weary, baffled and helpless, he saRk 
into Ronsard’s vacant chair, unconscious that tears w^ere rolling 
down his face from the excess of h^ anxiety and exhaustion. 
The shrieking of the wind, the occasional glare of the moonlight « 
through the rattling lattice winclows, and the apparent (rocking * 
of the very rafters above him thrdled him into new and ever re- 
curring sensations oV fear — yet he was no coward, and hgd often 
prided himself on having * nerves of steel and sinews of iron.’ 
Presently, Vie began to see quaint faces and figures in thie 
glowing embers of the fire; old scraps of song and legend 
haunted him ; fragments of Heine, mixed up with Jong-winded 
philosophical phrases of Schopenhauer, began „to make absurd 
contradictions and ghring contrasts in his mind, while he 
listened to the awful noises of the storm ; and the steady 
ticking of^the clock on the wall worried him .to such an almost 
childish degree, that had hd not thought how often ^he had 
seen Gloria winding up that clock and setting it to the 'right 
hour, he could almost have torn it down and broken it to 
pieces. By and by, however, tired Nature hpd her way, and 
utterly heavy and worn out in mind and body, and weary of 
the disturbed and incoherent thoughts in his brain, he lay back 
and closed his eyes. He would rest a little while, he said to 
himself, and '^wait.’ And so he gradually fell asleep, and in 
his sleep wrote, so he imagined, a whole eloquent chapter of 
his ‘ Political Histoiy of Hunger’ 'in which he described Sergius 
Thord as a despot, who, after proving false to the caus^ of the 
People, and grinding them down by unlimited taxation such as 
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no Gti-erpment ha4 ever before inflicted, seized the rightful 

king ( I the country, and sent ■him away to be drowned in 

con]p;,;iy with a woman of the Pecfple, whose body* was 

fasten- d to his by ropes and iron chains, in the fashion of ‘ Les 

Noyiides ^ of Nantes. And he thought that the King rejoiced 

in Ills doom, and saidT strange words like those of the poet who 

sang of a similar story : 

% 

“ For never a man like me / • 

Shall die^like me till the whole \forld dies, 

I shall dIown with her, laughing for love, and she 

» Mix. wiPli me, touching me, lips and eyes ! ” ^ 

• • 

Meanwhile, Ronsard, true to the instinct within him, had 
fulfilled his intention an3 had put out to sea. The fisherman 
who h^d brought the tidings Vhich had moved him .to this 
desperate act, was too iftuch ,of a hero in himself to let the 
old man 'venture forth alone, — and so, following him down to 
the shore, had, despite all comm^^nds and entreaties to the 
Contrary, insisted on going with him. The saifflg skiff he 
owned was a strong boat, stoutly built, — and at first it seemed 
as if their efforts to ride the mountainous billows would be 
crowned with success. Old Rend had a true genius for the 
management of a sail ; his watchfulness never flagged : — his 
strenuous exertions would have done credit to a man less than 
half his age. Witji delicate precision he guided th^ ropes, as 
a jockey might have guided the feins of a race-horse, and the 
vessoi,Ase and fell lightly over the great waves, with such 
ease and rapidity, that the man who accompanied him and 
took thef helm, an experienced sailor himself, began to feel 
confident that after all the voyage might not be altogether 
futile. 

“The sea may be calnjpr further out from land!” he 
shouted to Rdnd, who nodded a quiet acquiescence, while 
he kept his eyos earnestly fixed *on the horizon, which the 
occasional brightness of ^hc •moon, showed up like a line of 
fretted silvq^. Everywhere he scanned the waves for a glimpse 
of* the "fatal vessel bearing Death — and perhaps Life — on 
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board ; but over the whole expanse of the findulatin& hills and 
valleys of wild water, there wa§ no speck of a boat to be seen 
save their own. They J.wept on and on, the wind aiding them 
with savage violence — when suddenly the man at ^t}ie helm 
shouted excitedly : ' • 

“ Ronsard ! See yonder ! There she kails ! ” • 

With an exclamation of joy, Ronsard sprang up, and looking, 
saw \vithin what seemed an apparently short distance, tlie 
drifting funeral-barcjiie tiC sought. ’ So far she seemed intact : 
her sails were bellying out full to the wind,, and she was 
rising and^ plunging bravely over the great breakers, whicFi 
rolled on in interminable^ array, one over the other, — with 
rugged foam-crests that sprang like fountains to the -sky. 
A five or ten minutes’ run with the^ wind would surely bring 
them alongside, — and, Ronsard turned with an eager Vill to 
his work once more. Over the heads of the monstrous waves, 
rising with tl^eir hills, sinking in their valleys, he guidf^d the 
few yielding planks?- that wtsre between him and destruction, 
trimming tfie straining sail to the ferocious wind, and ever 
keeping his eyes fixed on the vessel which was the object of 
his search, — the sole aim and end of his reckless vpyage, and 
which seemed now to recede, .apd then to almost disappear, 
the more earnestly he strove to reach it. 

“To save the King!” he muttered — “To save — not to 
kill ! For^Gloria’s sake I — to save the King ! ” 

A capricious gust from tlie beating wings of t^he^ storm 
swooped down upon him sideways, as he twisted the ibpes 
and tugged at them in a herculean effort to balance 'the plung- 
ing boat and keep her upright, — and in the loud serpent-like 
hiss of the waves around him, he did not hear his companion’s 
wild warning cry — a cry of despair and farewell in one ! A 
toppling dark green mass of w^ater, moving on shoreward, 
lifted itself qliite suddenly,, as it were, to its fufl height, as 
though to stare at the puny human creatures * who thus had 
dared to oppose the fury of the ^deriients, atfd then, leaping 
forward like a devouring monster, broke over theip frgil skiff, 
sweeping the sail off like a strip of ribbon, snapping the mast 
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and rolling over aitJ over tljem with a thousand *heads of • 
foam that,* spouting upwards, again fell into dark cavernous 
deeps, covering and dragging down everything on the surface 
with a tumult and roar! It passed on thundering, —but 
left a blank behind it. Skiff and men had vanished, — and 
not a trace t)f the wreck floated on the angry waves 1 
For one blinding second, Ronsard, buffeting the wild • 
waves, saw the face of Gloria, — that best-b§loved fair*face, 

— angelic, pitying, loving to the last,*- -shine on him like a 
star in the darkness ! — the next he was whelmed into the 
sSence of the million dead worlds beneath the sea! So at 
last he paid his life’s full debt. So, at last his atonement was 
* fulfilled. If it was tjue, — as he had in an unguarded 
, moment confessed, — that^ he had once killed a King, then 
the resistless Law of Compensation had worked its way with 
him, — inasmuch as he had boen forced to^ render up what he 
cherished most, — the love of Gloria, — to the son <jf a King^and 
had ended his days in an effort to save the life of a King 1 
For the rest, whatever the real nature of his Hong-hidden 
secret, — whatever the extent of the torture he had suffered 
in his co]^science, his earthly punishment was over; and 
the story of bis past crime.^ould never be known to the 
living world of men. One sinner, — or^ sufferer among maity 
millions, he was but a floating straw on the vast whirlpools of 
Time, — and whether he prayed for pardon and obtained it, 
whethe^ fie had worked out hi? own salvation or had lost it, 
may*^ot be known of him, or of any of us, till God makes 
up the sutn of life, in which perchance none of even the 
smallest numerals shall be found missing 1 • 

Wilder ;grcw the night, and more tempestuous the sea, 
while the sky became a mountainous landscape of black and 
white clouds fitfully illumined by the moon, vvhich appeared 
to run over their fleecy pinnacles and sable plfiins like some 
scared white erfcature pursued by invisible foes. The vessel on 
which the corpse of L(flysfiay, palled in purple, and decked 
\jith fV)W(fi*s, flew over the waves, to all seeming with the 
same hunted rapidity as the moon rushed through the heavens, 
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— and soffar, though her masts bent re<iri-like in the wind, 
and her sails strained at their cordage, she had* come to 
no hprm. Tossed abajt as she was, rudderless and solitary, 
there. was something almost miraculous in the way, she had 
weathered a storm , in which many a well-guided ship must 
inevitably have gone down. The purple pall with its heavy 
fringe of gold, that shrouded the coffin she carried, vas drenched 
through and through by the sea, and the flowers on t he deck were 
beaten and drowned in the salt spiay that dashed over them. 

But amid all the ruined blossoms of eartix, by the side 
of the dead, and full-fronted to the tempest, stood one living 
man, for whom life had no charm,, and death no terror — 
the King! What had been reported of him was true' — he 
had resigned his Throne and left his kingdom for the sake 
of adventuring forth on this great voyage of Discovery, — 
this swuft and stormy sail with.. Lotys to the Land of the 
Unknown I Whether it was a madness, or a sick* dream 
that levered his blood, he knew not — but once the woman he 
loved was dead, every hope, every ambition in him died too — 
and he felt himself to be a mere corpse of clay, unwillingly 
dragged about by a passionate soul that longed, apd strove, 
and fought in its shell for larger freedom. All his life, so to 
speak, save for the lasf few months, he had been a prisoner ; 
— he had never, as he had himself declared, knowm the 
sweetness of liberty; — but for the sake of Lotys, — had she 
lived, — he would have been i:ontent to still w^ear the chains 
of monarchy, and would have endeavoured to accomplish -such 
good as he might, and make such reforms as could possibly 
benefit his country. But, after all, it is only .a ‘ possibility' 
that any reforms will avail to satisfy any people long ; and he 
was philosopher and student enough to know that whatsoever 
good one may endeavour to do fon the wider happiness and 
satisfaction of the multitude, they are as likely as not to turn 
and cry out — “I’hy good is 6ur evil ! Thy love to us is but 
^ thine own serving!” — and so turi>i ai^d rend their best bene- 
factors. With the loss of Lotys, he lost the one mainspring of 
faith and enthusiasm which would have helped him to match 
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himself against hi% destiny and do battle with it.» A great 
weariness, seized upon him,— a longing for some wider scope 
of action than such futile work as that Qf governing, or attempt- 
ing to govern, a handful of units whose momentary Order was 
bound, 111 a certain period of time to lapse into Disorder — 
then into Order agJiA, and so on till the end of all. 

Hence his resolve to. sail the seas with Lotys to that ‘other , 
side of Death * of which she had spoken, — that other side * 
which an inward instinct told him was Qot Deifth, but Life*! He 
could not of Iftmself analyse the emotions which moved him. 
He could not take the measure of his grief ; it was too wide 
ahd too painful. He .might havA said with Heine : Go, 
prepare me a bier of strong wood, longer than the bridge 
at Mayence, and bring twelve giants stronger than the 
vigorous St. Christopher *of Oblogne Cathedral on the Rhine ; 
— they will carry the cAffin ^nd fling if in the sea, — so large 
a coffiit needs a large grave I Would ‘you know why the 
bier must be so long and large With ^myself, I lay •there 
‘at the same time all my love and my sorrow 

Sovereignty, — a throne, — a kingdom, — even an Empire — 
seemed poor without love to grace them. Had he never 
known the pure ideal passion, he would still have missed it ; 
— but having tnown it — haviflg felt itg power environing h^ 
day and night mth a holy and spiritual tenderness, he could 
not but follow it when it was withdrawn — follow it, ay, even 
into the realms of blackest night#! Like the ‘ Pilgrifn of Love,’ 
delighted by one of the greatest painters in the world, he 
recked ngthing of the darkness closing in, — of the pain and 
bewild 0 rment of the road, which could only lead to inter- 
minable, .inexplicable mystery; — he felt the hand of the 
great Angel upon him — the Angel of Love whom alone he 
cared tc serve, — and if Love’s way led to Death, why then 
Death would be surely as sweet as Love 1 A gjreat and almost 
divine calm had taken possessitfti of him from the moment 
he had fulfilled his ipteii^ion of boarding the ship which 
carried jll that was mortal of the woman he had 
Secretly idolised. The wild turbulence of Nature around 
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him had^^only intensified his perfect coiu^t. He had pleased 
himself by taking care of Xhe sleeping Lotys— sxich tender 
carej He had tried i,o shield her coffin from the onslaughts 
of the fierce waves j he had protected many of the funerah 
flowers from destruction, and had lifted the gold fringe of 
the purple pall many and many a time»cfUt of tlip drenching 
spray cast over it. There was a strange delight in doing 
this. Lotys knew ! That was his chtef reflection. And 
‘on\he other i>ide of, Death,’ as she had said, they would 
meet — and to that ‘other side’ they were sailftig together with 
all the speed Heaven’s own forces could give tex their journey. 
Oh„ that * other side ’ I ^ What brightness, what peace, wtiat 
glory, what mutual comprehension, what deep and perfects 
and undisturbed love would be found there ! He smiled as 
he watched the swollen and ‘angry sea, — the rising billows’, 
shouldering each other and be;iring‘ each other down; — how 
much grander, ho<v much more spiritual and near* to God, 
he thought, was this confl^t of the elements, than the petty 
wars of ma. > — their desires of conquest, their greed of gold, 
their thirst for temporal power ! 

“ My Lotys I ” he said aloud ; “ You knew the world ! You 
knew the littleness of worldly ambition ! You knew that 
there is only one thing worth living and dying for, and that 
is Love ! Your heart was all love, my Lotys ! Deprived of 
love for yourself, you gave all you had to those who 
needed it, and when you found my love for *you , might 
do me harm in the People’s honour, you sacrificb4.t. your 
life ! Alas, my Lotys ! If you could but have rgalised that 
through you, and the love of you, I a King, Svho had 
long missed my vocation, could alone be truly, worthy of 
sovereignty ! ” 

He laid his hand on her coffin with a tender touch, as 
though to soothe its quiet occupant. * 

“ My beloved ! ” he safd, “ We shall meet very soon ! — 
very soon now ! ‘ on the other side ^f death.’ — and God will 
understand, — and be pitiful ! ” ^ 

The storm now seemed \o be at its height. The monstrdus 
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wavtis, as^ they aro|^e to combat the frail vessel in ‘.her swift , 
career, made a bellowing clamour, and once or twice the 
ship reeled and staggered, as though nbout to lurch fcyward 
and go under. But the King felt no fear, — no horror of his 
approaching fate. He watched the wild .scene with interest, 
even with *apprecia’tiftn, — as an artist or painter might watch 
the changes in a landscape which he purposes immortalising. • 
His past life appeared to him like a pictjire in a magic 
crystal, — blurred and uncertain, — a jnist eft* shapes without 
decided mLarifng or colour. He thought of the beautiful 
%old Queen, ‘his wife, — and \vondered whether she would weep 
fdr his loss. , • • ‘ 

“Not shel” — and he almost smiled at the idea — “ Perhaps 
there will be a ballad written about it — and she will listen, 
unchanged, unmoved — a*s sh& listened that night when her 
minstrels sang: 

‘ We shall drift along till we J)oth gr«v old — 

Looking back on the days that have passcciTUs by, 

When “what might have been,” can no longer be, — 

When I lost you, and you lost me ! ^ 

ThSlt was a quaint song — and * i true on^ ! She will not w^eep J ” 
Then he went over in memory the various scenes of his 
lift* — brilliuni, useless, and without results — wdien he was Heir- 
App^'cntJi; — he thought of his •two young sons, Rupert and 
Cyi^siih, who were as indifferent to him as young foals to 
their sire, 5 — and anon, his mind turned more tenderly to his 
eldest-lforn, Prince Humphry, and the fair girl he had ^so 
boldly w’edde 3 , — the happy twain, who, returning homeward, 
would fini the Throne ready for their occupancy, and a whole 
nation waiting to welcome ^hem. 

“God btess them both!” he said aloud, lifting his calm 
eyes to the wild heavens — “Th0y have the one shield and 
buckler against, all mi^fortsune — ^Love ! And 1 thank God 
that I havg not the sin upon my conscience of having broken 
that shield away from them ; or Of having forced their young 
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lives asiihder! Wiser than I, they tookr their own way and 
kept it! — may they so keep- it always I” 

Then a thought of Hhe People’ came to him — the. People 
who had latterly taken to idolising him, and making of him 
a hero greater than any monarch whose deeds have* ever been 
glorified since history began. ’ * r * 

“They will forget!” he said — “Nowadays Nations have 
shorj memories,! Battles and /conquests, defeats and victories 
pass over the Aational mind as** rapidly and changefully as 
the clouds are flying over the sky to-nighM — the People 
* remembef ’ neither their disgraces nor their triumphs in the 
life of individual Self wlfich absorbs each little unit Thfeir 
idolatry of one monarch quickly changes to their idolatry of « 
another! I shall perhaps be regretted for six months as 
my father was — and then — cdhsigned with my ancestors to . 
oblivion ! Nothing so beautiful of so gladdening to the 
heart of a Monarefi as the love of his People ! — but — at the 
same time—nothii^g so changeable or uncertain as such love ! 
— nothing bO purely temporal! And nothing so desperately 
sad, so irremediably tragic as the death of kings ! ” 

Rapidly he reviewed the situation ; — the new Ministry, the 
new Government members were elected — and business would 
begin again immediately after tlie Crown Princess return, 'All 
the reforms he had been prepared to carry out, would be 
effected,— and then would come the new King’s Coronation. 
What a dazzling picture of resplendent beauty wowld be seen 
in Gloria, robed and crowned ! His heart beat rapidly, sit the 
mere contemplation of it. For himself he had nq thoughts 
save to realise that the strange manner of his disajipearance 
from his kingdom would probably only awaken a sense of 
resentment in ‘ society,’ and a vague superstition among the 
masses, who would for a long tinpe cling to the belief that he 
was not dead^ but that, like King Arthur, he had»only gone to 
the ‘ island valley of Avifion ’ to ‘ heal him of his grievous 
wound,’ from which deep vale •of rest he -would return, re- 
joicing in his strength ac^ain. Sergius Thord ip^ould know 
the truth— for to Sergiu^ Thord he had written tbe tru\h. 
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And the letter wouli reach l\im this very night — this night 
of his last earthly voyage. 

“When his great sorrow has abated,” he said, “he ’too 
will forget,! He has all his work to do — all his career to 
make — and he will make it well and nobly ! Even for his 
sake, and for Ihs future, it is well that I am gone — for if he 
ever came to know, — if he were to guess even remotely, 
through Zouche’s ravings, or some other me^s, the reason 
why Lotys killed herself, lie would •hate me, — and with 
justice! He loves the People — he will serve their Cause 
belter than - 1 !'" ‘ * 

The moon stared whitoly out of a cloud just then, — &nd 
his <imazement and a^-e, he suddenly perceived the black 
shadow of a man lifting itself slowly, slowly from the hold 
-of the ^hip, like a massive bulk, or ghost in the gloom. 
Unable to imagine what this* might be, pr how any other 
human jrbature save himself would venture to s^il with Jhe 
dead on a voyage whose end could be bitt destruction, he 
. advanced a step towards that looming shape, and started 
back with a cry, as he recognised the very man he had been 
thinking of-^Sergius 'Phord ! 

“ ^ergius I ” hogcried aghast. ^ ^ 

“King!” and Thord looked scarcel>* human in the pale* 
fleeting moonbeams, as lie too stared in half-maddened 
wonder the face. and form of a companion on this dread 
journey. suc^i as he had never ex*pected to see. “What do 
yojj^he^ HI the midst of the sea and the storm? You should 
be at homo! — playing the fool in your Palace! — giving 
audiences *on yopr throne ! — you — you have no right to dief 
with Lotys, whom I loved ! ” 

“ With Lotys whom you loved ! ” echoed the King ; “ You 
loved her — true ! But I loved her more ! ” 

“You lie ! said Thord, furiously ; “ No man— no King, — 
T no Emperor of ail the world, coui^ ever have loved Lotys 
as I loved her! -These great* wavea waiting to devour us — • 
^dead and liiiing together — arc no4 more insatiate in their 
passmn foi us than I in my passion for Lotys ! I loved her ! — 
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and when* she scorned me— wheij she rejected me,-Twhen she 
openly confessed that she loved you— the King-*-what re- 
mainfid for her but death! Death, rather than dishonour 
at ybur Royal hands, Sir!” And he laughed fiercely — a 
laugh with the ring of madness in it. “ I rescued her as a 
child from starvation and misery — and *so I may -say I gave 
her her life. What I gave, I took* again— I had the right 
to take it ! I w^uld not see her shamed by you— dishonoured 
by you^ — branded by you ! — I diti the only thing left to me 
to save her from you — I killed her ! ” ■ i 

With a*loud cry the King, no longer so much ' king as man, 
with* every passion roused, sprang at him. 

“You killed her? Oh, treacherous devil! They said she 
killed herself!” 

« t 

“Hands off!” cried Thord, suddenly pointing a pjstol at 
him ; “ I will shooj you as readily as I shot her if you touch 
me I She l;llled herself you think? Oh, yes — in A, strange 
way ! Her last wGrds were : * Say I did it myself I Tell the 
King I did' it myself!’ A lie! All women are fond 6f 
lying. But her lie was to protect Me ! Her last thought 

was for my defence, — not yours! Her last wish was to 

save Me, not you! — King Jhough you ar^, — lover though 

^ou craved to be! *T say I murdered her! This is my 

Day of Fate, — the day on which it seems that Heaven 
itself hasi drawn lots with me to kill a King ! Why did I 
ever relax my hate of yoii? It was born in rtle— va part 
of me, — my very life, the utmost portion of my woik ! I 
called you friend; — I curse myself that I ever did so! — for 
from the first you were my enemy — my rival in th^j love of 
Lotys ! What did I care for the People ? What did you ? 
We were both at one in the love of the same woman ! 
And now I am here to die witht her alone ! Alone, I say — 
do you heaV me? I will be alone with her*to the last — 
you shall not share with us in our sea-burial 1 I will die 
beside her, — all, all alone I — anfl drift out* with her to the 
darkness of the grave, to meet my fate with her-i-always with 
her, — whether her spirit le'ad me to Hell or to Heaven ! ” 
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His insensate fiienzy was so desperate, so teittble, that » 
by its very force the strange mental composure of the 
King became intensified. Quietly folding his arms, he took 
his stand by the coffin of the dead in silence.. The 
dashing spray that leaped at the . masts of the vessel, — . 
the wind* that scobped up the billows into higher and 
higher pinnacles of emerald green, might have been sound- • 
less and powerless, for all he seemed ,to hear or to 
heed. • • ^ 

"‘Why are ^u with us?” cried Thord again — “How came 
^ou on this Ship, where I thought- 1 had hidden ftiyself alone 
with her, voyaging to Death? Cbuld you not have loft her 
to me? — you who ha^e a throne and kingdom — I, to whom 
she was all my life ! ” 

“tcame — as you have come -answered the King — “to 
die with her — or rather n 9 t to die, but to find Life with 
her She loved me ! ” * 

With a savage curse, Thord% raised »the pistol he* held. 

’ The King looked him full in the eyes. • 

“ Take good aim, Sergius ! ” he said tranquilly — “ For here 
between ^s lies Lotys — the silent witness of your deed ! Go 
hence, if you ,must, with two murders on your soul ! There 
is ho escape from death for either you or me, take it how 
we may ; — and I care not at all how I meet it, whether at 
your hands or in the waves of the sea ! Give me the same 
dea^i'i yflu gave to Lotys ! I* ask no better end ! For so 
at least shall we meet more quickly ! ” 

Half-choked with his fury, Thord looked at him with fixed 
and glassy ^es. He was jealous of death! — ^jealous that 
death should of itself seem to reunite Lotys and the man 
she had loved more closely together! Standing erect by 
the purple pall that colored the one woman of the world 
Jto them both, the King looked ‘every inch a king,’ — the 
incarnation of pride, love, rcSolve and courage. With a 
sudden wild-beast cry, 7 hord .sprang at him and caught^ 
bis ajm^vith one hand, the pi%tol grasped in the other. 

* “Too near!” he gasped; “\*ou shall not stand too near 
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her!— yrtu shall not die S3 clo. 'h-P ii< ; 

the barest chance of resting n i .decosi'’ ’ 

H,e f(']l back, as llv Knvi^ cij;; . rt-.rdrd hiij> 

fastly, imperiously, almost cominand •), v. iii'.oin a iku. of 

fear. He trembled. 

^‘Do not look so!'’ he luiilUsul ; ‘‘ riaimot kiil’ \(;-i ! 
not if you look so ! — 

Raising the pistol, he took apparent aini. The King stood 
unmoved, only Aiurmiudng softly^to himself: “‘On th.e other 
side of Death,’ my Lotys!— ‘On the ether sJdo’l” 

There v/as a loud report, a crash in his ear? then— ^s 

he Srtaggered back, stunAed by thq shock, lu* sa\ that lie 
was untouched, unhurt. Thord had turned the .pistol • 
against his own breast, and reeling baclnvaid, with a last , 
supreme effort, dragged his kinking btxly to the yessefs • 
edge. , • 

“God save your^Maiesty !” he cried wildly; “ r^il. Lotys 
I dill it myself 1 God kngiws that is true’/’ 

The wild-v. 'wes, clambering up over tlie deck rushed at him’, 
and an enormous foam-crested billow, higher and stronger 
than all 'the rest, beat at the mast of the vessel arid snapped 
it in twain. It came down, dragging the srjil with it in a 
tg.ngle of cordage, ar^i with \^at sail the name of ‘Lotys’ 
inscribed upon it was whirled furiously out to sea. The body 
of the vessel, now netted in a mass of ropes j^nd rigging, began 
to roll helplessly in the trough of the waves, and l!iie corpse 
of Thord, sinking under it as it plunged, was swept awai^likc 
a leaf in the storm ! Gone, his wild heart and wilder brain ! 
—gone his restless ambition, — gone liis unsatisfied love — his 
fierce passions, his glimmerings of a noble nature which if 
trained and guided, might have w'orked to noblest ends. Like 
many would-be leaders of men, h^ could not lead himself— 
like many wko seek to control law, and revoftitionisc tlje 
world, he had been unable to master his own" desperate soul. 
He was not the first, — hf w'ill wotf be the - last, — who for 
purely personal ends has sought to ‘serve the People’ ! The 
disinterested, the impersondl and unselfish Leader has yet to 
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come, — a id. if he evtfr does coine, it is more than probable 
that thoK' for whom h^' f^ives his life, will be the first to cracify 
his sou], and cry ‘7’hoii hast a devil • • 

Death was the sole commander of the ocean that night/ 
And ti e King of a mere little earth-country, realised to the 
full that he stood irrevocably face to face with the last great 
Enemy of Empires. Yet never had he looked more truly 
imperial, — never more superbly the incamatigp of life!^ A 
mighty exultation^ began to sfir within him — a consciousness 
that he, despite .All the terrors of the grave, would still come 
forth the conqueror 1 The waves,* leaping at hifh, were 
friends, not foes, — the moon shedding ghostly glamours on the 
Vatery -wilderness, smiled^ as though she knew that he would 
.soon be a partaker in the secrets of all Nature, and solve the 
•mystery, of existence, — there was a singing in his ears as of 
voices triumphant, which swelled with the passion of a mighty 
anthem,^~^nd with the quietest mind and calmest brain he 
found hin\self musing on life and death as if he were already 
a witness apart, of their strange phenomena. Thuiffs appear- 
ance on the same ship in which he and Lotys were passengers,,, 
seemed to Jiim quite simple and natural, — Thord’s death 
moved him to a qertain grave compassion, — but the whole sivift 
circumstance had been so dreamlike, that he had no time tOm 
think of it, or regret it, — and the only active consciousness his 
mind held was that he and Lotys were journeying to ‘the other 
side ’ :-^th^t ‘ other side ’ which ht now felt so near and sure,, 
that Mh could almost declare he saw the living presence of the 
woman he cloved arisen from the dead and standing near 
him ! * ^ • 

The ocean widened out interminably, and he saw, looking 
ahead, a great heap of gigantic billows, leaping, sparkling, 
tossing, climbing over eacl^ other in the fitful light of the 
m^on, like Ifiige sea-monsters waiting to devour and engulf 
him. He smiled as he felt thS yielding craft on which 
he stood swirl towards •thote breakers, and begin to part 
. asunder^-r-sp would he have smile<j on a battlefield facing his 
fo&, and fronted with fiery cannon f The glory of Empire, — 
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the splendour of Sovereignty,— the fflide and panoply of 
Temporal Power! How ihfinitely trj\ial seemed all these 
compared with the mighty force of a resistless love I How 
slight the boasted ‘supremacy’ of man with his. laws and 
creeds, matched against the wrath of tjie conflicting sea,— 
the sure and swift approach of inexoraf)le Death f Under the 
depths of the ocean which this nilef of ^a kingdom traversed 
for^the last time, lay a lost Continent, — fallen dynasties — 
forgotten civilisations?* wonderful and endless — kings and 
queens and heroes once famous — and now Is blotted out of 
memory hs though they Hhd never been ! 

• r ^ • 

“If thou could^st see a thousand fathoms down, 

• ^ 

Thou would’ St behold ’mid rock and shingle brown-r 
The shapeless wreck of teiaple,* tower and town, — 

The bones of Empires sleeping their last sleep, 

Their names dead as if \hey never bore 

^ ^ Crown or dominion ! ” ' • 

< • 

With keft. i^and watchful eyes he measured the swiftly lessen- 
ing distance between him and the glittering, tumbling whirlpool 
of waves — he felt the weight of the wind bearing against the 
^drifting vessel — the end was very near ! Standing by the dead 
jLotys, he prayed silentf y — prayed strangely, — in words borrowed 
from no Church formula, but as they came, straight from his 
heart — prayed that God might not be a Dream — that Love 
might not be a Snare — and Death might not be an* End ! So 
do we all pray when the last dread moment of dissrtution 
comes — when no priest’s assurance can comfort us— and when 
the greatest King in the world is but a poor ordinary human 
soul, ignorant and forlorn, shuddering on the verge of eternal 
Judgment ! 

A mountainous billow broke pver the deck, half-stunning 
him with thei- shock of its cold onslaught, and Sweeping Vhe 
coffin of Lotys almost ovei* the edge of the vessel. He threw 
himself beside that dieary.casketi fastening his own body with 
strong rope knotted manj times, to its heavy Itadqp mass, 
resolved to sink with it paihlessly, and without a struggle. So, 
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—in perfect passi^eness,— he awaited his end. Suddenly,—/'^ 
as if a bell had chimed in the distance, or a voice had sung 
some old familiar song in his ears,— ^e saw, clearly vfsioned 
in all the flying spray of the tempest a face!— not the face 
of Lotys— but a .sgft, childish, piteous little countenance, ' 
framed in curling tendrils of hair, with trusting sweet eyes, 
raised to his own. in holiest, simplest confidence! So pure, 
so fair a face ! — so pathetically loving ! — M^tre had h^ seen 
it before? AJJ at once he remembered, — and sprang up with 
a sharp cry^C^ pain. Why, why had this frail gjiost of the 
past flown out of the darkness 04 sea and storm to confront 
him now ? The ghost hi his first young love ! — ^Ihe clinging, 
fond, credulous creatur# who had gone to her death uncomp\a\n- 
ingly for his sake — with onl]j the one little cry of farewell — 

‘ My love ! Forgive me^\ ’ Why should* he think of her ? — why 
should he see her before hifti at this supreme moment when 
Death stared him in the face, and his spirit hove^od oit thu edge 
of Infinity? “Vengeance is mine! — I will renay, saith the 
Lprd 1 ” His first love ! — so lightly won — so cruelly betrayed 1 
Tears rushed to his eyes, — he^ thought of the wrong done to 
a perfectlji pure and blameless life — a wrong he had forgotten 
in dl these yews — till now ! • « 

“O God!” he cried aloud — Forgive me! Forgive my 
weakness, mv selfishness, ray many wasted years ! Let not 
her face forever* come between^ Thy redeeming Angel, Lotys, 
and Hiy soul ! ^ 

'fhe tumultuous breakers rushing now with a great swoop 
at the ^eSsel, snatched and tore at him. He nerved himself 
to look againj — once again, and for the last time, across the 
great wilderness of warring waters! The moon now shone 
brightly, — the clouds were parting on either side of her, rolling 
up in huge masses, white* and glistening as Alpine peaks of 
^ow — theVind had not lessene(^ and the fury of the sea was 
still unabated. * But the fair childish face had vanished, — and 
only the clear salt spraf dashed in his eyes and blinded them, 
--onlytMfe salt waves clamber^ round him, drawing him 
towards them in a cold embrace! ^ 
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• “^6n ftie other side,’ my Lotys!” If; said — “God be 
merciful to us both ! — ‘ on the ‘other side ’ ! ” 

Forgone moment th^ breaking vessel paused ^hudderingly 
on the edge of the seething whirlpool of waves, which, jneeting 

• in a centre of tidal commotion, leaped at her, and began 
steadily to suck her down. For one moment the nfoonbeams 

•fell purely on the calm upturned face'of the Kirg, who like 
others* allied to^im in kingship throughout history’, had 
esteemed mere sovereigitty valueless at the cost of Love ! For 
kings, — though surrounded with flatterers and sycophants who 
seek to mafe them imaginfi themselves somewha't more thatf 
humafi, — are but men, with all men’s* vain sins and passions, 
mad weaknesses and wild dreams ; anjji when they love, they 
love as foolishly as commoners, — and when they die, as die 
they must, there is no, difference in the actual way of death 
from that known to ^a pauper. More gold and purple on the 
one sjde, — m(jre straw and sackcloth on the other,— ?byt the 
solemnity and equaKty of Death itself, are the same in both. 
And as this d^hg King well knew, the People care little who ' 
governs them, provided bread is cheap, and labour well paid. 
He is greatest who gives them most, — and he is^the most 
applauded who allows them the^ most liberty o£ action ! The 
personality, the complex nature, the character, the temptations, 
the mind-sufferings of a King, as man merely, are less than 
nothing to the multitude who run to follow and to cheer him. 
If he were once to complain, he would be con4emnAi t-and 
if he asked from his crowding flatterers the bread of sympathy, 
they would give him but a stone ! * 

The moon smiled — the stars flashed fitfully^ through the 
clouds, — and all through the length and breadth of oc^n there 
seemed to come the sound of a great psalmody, rising and 
filling the air. It surged on the Swing’s ears, as with hands 
clasped on the tirenched lilies strewn over the sleeping Loty.%,^ 
he welcomed the coming Unveiling of the Beyond ! And then 
^ — the waters rose up, and csgight litingcand dead together, and 
dragged them down with a V^iumphal rush and roair,*r-^own, 
down to that grand Unconsciousness, — that sublime Pause in 
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the chain of existence, — that longer Sleep, from ^hich we 
shall wake. refreshed and strong again, — ready to learn Where 
we have failed, Why we have loved, ai^ How we have#lost. 
Tint of things temporal there shall be no duration, — neither 
Sovereignty nor Supremacy, nor Power;. only Love, which 
makes weak the stroTigest, and governs the proudest; — and of 
things eternal we know naught save that Love, always Love, is 
still the centre of the Universe, and Ihat even to redeem iVve 
sins of the world, God Hinjmilf could JTind no surer way than 
through Love, lf)rn of Woman into Life. 

^ * 1 * *•* 

* ■'>,* * Mr m • 


• Days passed, — and angfy^ O^ean gradually smoothed out its 
frowning furrows, sprcaditug a surface darkly blue and peaceful, 
under a .cloudless arch of sky. And one night, — when the 
moon, tike a golden cup in heaven, empticdj\er sparkling ^ine 
of radiance over the gently heaving waves, a fair^ip speeding 
swiftly with all the force of steam and sail, with flags fluttering 
from every mast, and sounds of music echoing from her lighted 
saloons, caltie flying over the billows like a glorious white- 
winged bird soailng to its honre^on ^n errand of joy. On hei; 
deck stood Gloria, — happily ignorant of all calamity, — watch- 
ing with dreamy, thoughtful e^es the lessening lengths of sea 
betw-.en hg* ancHfie land she lov^d. The Crown Prince, her 
husbcyid^ —now King, though he knew it not, — stood beside 
her; — his handsome face brightened by a smile which ex- 
pressed his heart’s elation, his soul’s deep peace and inward 
content. Naught knew these wedded lovers of the strange 
reception afvvaiting them ; of the half-mourning, half-rejoicing 
people,- -of national flags suddenly veiled in crape, — of black 
funeral-streaiiers set distract?dly amidst gay bridqj garlands ; — 

• o^ widowed Queen, broken-heart®d and despairing, weeping 
vainly for the love, she hajJ so^long misprized, and had learned 
too late to value, — of a Crown resigned, — of the lost Majesty 

* an^ herd of* a nation’s idolatry ; — oftthe death of Ronsard, and 
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the inexplicable disappearance of the famous Socialist leader, • 
Sergius Thord, — and of aH the strange and tragic history of 
vanished lives, even -fio that of Sir Roger de Launay whom no 
man ever saw again, — ^which it fell to their faithful friend, 
Heinrich von Glauben to relate, with passionate grief and 
many tears. They knew nothing. Tney only saw home and 
the future before them, shining in -bright hues of hope and 
promise ; for Love was with them, — and through. Love alone — 
love for the nation, love for the people, love for each other, — 
they purposed, God willing, to faithfully fulfi< whatever destiny 
might Toe theirs, wheiher fortunate or dibastrous ! Thus 
m^ded, .they could see 'no evil iix the world, — no mischief, — 
no ominous crossings of Fate, — they had all earth, and all 
heaven in each other! And the gay ship bearing them 
onward, danced over the smiling, singing, siren waves, as if she 
too had a human heart to fee^ and rejoice ! — and in her swift 
course swept lightly over the very spot, now tranquil and 
radiant, where- biit a short while sinde, the body of Lotys had 
gone doWl^companioned by the King. Gloria leaning over 
the deck-rail looked dreamily into the sparkling water. 

“ The storm we met has left no trace ! ” she said ; “ It was 
but a passing hurricane 1 ” 

* Her husband can-^ to her side, and they stood together in 
silence. Sweet harmonies floating upwards from the saloon 
below, where a company of musicians and singers were sta- 
tioned to charm the eveniilgs of the Royal^pair with ‘ sounds 
more dulcet than Heaven's own dulcimers ' heUi them 
attentive. The tender tones of an undetermined melody rose 
and fell on the quiet air, — ^they listened, drawing closer and 
closer to each other, till it seemed as if but one heart beat 
between them, — as if but one Soul aspired, — Archangel-like, — 
from their two lives to Heaven,! And Gloria, with a sigh of 
perfect happiness, murmured softly, — 

“ How beautiful the night ! How calm the sea 1 ” 

So sped they onward, -7- with <Low5 to steer, them ; witl Love 
to bring them safely through the brief cloud of. sorrow and^ 
wonder hanging over the kingdom to which they wended, — 
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with Love tp guide tl^ir lives through all difficulty and^danger, 
and to give them all the good that* Love alone can give ! For 
whether the days be dark or bright, — wl^ther tempest fills the 
air, or sunshine illumines the sk^, — whether we are followed 
with fair Vjlessing from friends, or pursued with the hate, envy 
and slander of injurioiA foes, — whether we drown by choice in 
tempestuous waters of passion, or float securely to the shores of 
peace, — whether our* ships are bound for Death or for Life, 
we are safe .in the hands of I^ove ! And in the lAdst of whaf the 
world deems stqJhi and wreckage, wrfean gaze into the deeper 
delpths of God’s meaning with trirslTul eyes, and sgil on our 
voyage fearlessly, — on, evpn to thefcrave and beyond ij! — * 
for with Love at the helm, how beautiful is the Night ! — how 
calm the Sea ! 


THE END 
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